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BESSIE'S  MISTAKE. 

A  BALLAD  OF  TODAY. 

The  youthfal  beauty  of  her  face, 

Set  in  its  nut-brown  tresses. 
Her  supple  form  and  modest  grace, 

Her  perfect  fitting  dresses, 

Won  for  foir  Bessie  many  a  glance. 

And  many  a  smile  of  pleasure, 

As,  whirling  m  the  dreamy  dance, 

She  lighUy  tripped  the  measure. 

Twas  Christmas  eve,  and  merrily 
The  dance  went  on  unceasing, 

A  hundred  happy  hearts  were  free 
With  smiles  and  laughter  pleasing. 

And  Bessie,  as  her  lover's  prise, 

In  the  cotillion  moving, 
Saw  not  a  stranger's  wistful  eyes. 

Who  gazed  with  thoughts  approving. 

The  dance,  what  pleasure  may  it  bring! 

What  pleasure  turn  to  sorrow  ! 
Today  in  pleasure's  offering 

Is  anguish  for  tomorrow. 

A  careless  ball-room  edquette. 

A  careless  introduction. 
Too  often  brings  within  a  set 

A  stranger,  and  destruction. 

He  spoke  of  little  things  that  guile 
The  lips  in  harmless  speaking, 

And  every  word  was  with  a  smile. 
Her  tastes  and  wishes  seeking. 

And  so  polite !  she  ne'er  had  known 

Such  flattering  attention ; 
Each  low,  sweet  phrase  with   flattering 
sown. 

And  gossip's  sweet  invention. 

"Would    she    but    honor    him?     The 
waits?" 

He  "  so  admires  her  dancing!" 
Her  senses  whirl,  the  music  halts 

T^aSMH  'tis  so  entrancing. 


"  Another  dance  can  he  demand  ?*' 
The  stranger's  eyes  are  beaming ; 

The  gentle  pressure  of  his  hand 
Thrills  Bessie   while  she's  dreaming. 

'Tis  nice  to  be  so  much  admired. 

For  John  her  boyish  lover. 
Had  never  in  his  life  inspired 

Such   thoughts  of  things  above   her. 

Poor  John !  His  heart  ached  with  a  dread 

Of  some  impending  danger. 
As    round  and  round  the  dance   they 
tread — 

His  Bessie  and  the  stranger. 

He  gained  her  side,  his  place  he  claimed. 
While  she,  his  presence  scorning. 

Mocked  every  fear  as  idly  named, 
And  heeded  not  his  warning. 

For  flattery  is  very  sweet : 

The  stranger's  conversation 
Had  changed  all   Bessie's  thoughts  dis- 
creet 
To  love  of  adulation. 

And  then,  of  course,  fond  love  is  done. 
She  pouting— John  in  trouble, 

'Tis  strange  how  hearts  that  should  be  one 
So  often  will  be  double. 

They  parted;  John  was  icy  cold. 

Too  sore  at  heart  to  linger. . 
Within  his  hand  the  band  of  gold 

Once  placed  on  Bessie's  finger. 

So  Bessie  flirted.     On  and  on 
The  dance  went  wildly  whirling. 

Till  from  the  cast  the  purple  dawn 
Its  banner  was  unfurling. 

How  apt  the  stranger's  words  of  praise | 
How  neat  his  hat  and  clothing ! 

Poor  John  !  his  awkward  country  ways 
Now  Bessie  held  in  loathing. 

"Miss  Bessie  I  will  see  you  home  ?" — 

Assurance  and  suggestion — 
How  bashfully  once  John  had  come 

And  stammered  out  this  question  ! 
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With  clever  bands  both  wraps  and  shoes 

He  helps  her  with  so  neatly, 
"  A  ride !  Ah,  yes  do  not  refuse ! 

But  to  your  home — directly.' ' 

How  different  from  clumsy  John's — 

The  team  and  lancy  cutter  1 
The  frosty  twilight  softly  dawns, 

Her  thoughts  she  cannot  utter. 

Her  heart  beats  with  no  sense  of  fear 
Within  the  spell  that's  o'er  her ; 

It  seems  a  moment  only,  ere 
Her  home  appears  before  her. 

"Good  by!"  he  whispers  soft  and  clear 
"  When  may  I  have  the  pleasure 

Of  seeing  you  again,  my  dear?" 
Sweet  words  she  could  but  treasure. 

The  heart  that's  caught  on  the  rebound, 
Must,  pendulum-like  swinging. 

Go  to  and  fro  till  rest  is  found 
From  memories  up-springing. 

For  pride  and  anger  similaie 

The  love  they  cannot  fashion, 
And  wounded  hearts  with  petty  hates 
Know  not  love's  deepest  passion. 

And  Bessie  ill  at  ease  all  day, 

Her  old  love  interceding. 
Kept  banishing  the  thoughts  away 

Of  conscience  gently  pleading. 

Like  soft,  low  music  of  the  birds. 
Oft  in  her  thoughts  renewing, 

Sh6  let  the  stranger's  artful  words 
Complete  their  power  of  wooing. 

Till  ev'ry  visit  'neath  his  power 

She  yielded  to  temptation, 
Nor  realized  the  fatal  hour, 

So  great  her  fascination. 

As  one  may  cloy  of  luscious  fruit. 

He  sutfeits  who  has  flirted. 
He  left  her,  stained  with  ill  repute, 

Betrayed,  and  then  deserted. 

A  love  that  flashes  on  the  mind 
Too  often  proves  its  treason ; 

A  love  that's  bom  of  reason  kind, 
May  dwell  a  life  long  season. 

Let  love  be  love  and  love  is  truth, 

And  it  shall  dwell  forever. 
No  ups  and  downs  of  age  or  youth 

Can  e'er  true  love  dissever. 


And  Bessie  grieving  day  by  day. 

Atoned  in  helpless  sorrow. 
Too  dumb  with  pain  to  even  pray 

And  hopeless  for  the  morrow. 

But  honest  John,  her  lover,  came, 
(Although  'tis  not  the  fashion) 

He  knew  the  story  of  her  shame. 
But  he  had  love's  compassion. 

His  soothing  words  unlocked  the  tears 
By  pride  held  in  suppression  ; 

He  counseled  in  her  hopes  and  fears. 
Forgiving  her  transgression. 

And  Godlike  thus  his  wife  he  won, 

A  nobler  life  beginning — 
For  where  are  those  who  have  begun 
But  what  would  cease  their  sinning? 

J.  L,  Towns  ken  d. 


AUNT  RUTH'S  STORY. 

The  gnarled  oak  crackled  mer- 
rily in  the  old  open  fire  place, 
around  which  Aunt  Ruth  and  the 
young  people  had  gathered  in  the 
twilight  one  evening  to  tell  stories 
and  talk  confidentially.  They  were 
sitting  in  a  semi-circle  with  Aunt 
Ruth  in  the  center  of  several  of 
the  girls,  for  they  were  all  girls, 
trying  to  encircle  her  trim  waist 
with  their  short  arms  each  one 
protesting  that  it  was  her  turn  this 
evening  to  sit  next  to  aunty. 
When  the  mother  was  finally 
settled  in  favor  of  the  two  young- 
est, Flora  and  Dora,  Aunt  Ruth 
said  in  answer  to  the  request  for  a 
story:  "Well  what  shall  it  be 
then?" 

"A  fairy  'tory, "  lisped  four-year 
old  Dora,  "somefin  about  Sir  Skip 
and  Jump." 

"A  ghost  story,  aunty,"  cried 
daring,  ten  year  old  Flora,  at  the 
same  time  looking  askance   in, the 
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direction  of  the  darkest  corner  of 
the  cosy  sitting-room. 

"A  love  story,"  whispered 
Nanc3%  a  blushing  damsel  of  fif- 
Aiint  teen,  with  a  timid  look  up  at 
Ruth  from  beneath  her  lashes. 

"Nothing  of  the  kind,  aunty. 
Let's  have  a  good  sound  sensible 
stor>'  from  real  life  with  a  moral 
in  it,"  demanded  practical  Lea,  a 
bright  lassie  of  seventeen,  clasping 
her  hands  around  her  knees,  and 
looking  as  if  she  knew  that  her 
words  would  carry  the  point. 

"And  what  say  you,  Isabel?" 
asked  Aunt  Ruth,  turning  to  her 
sister's  eldest  child,  the  beauty  of 
the  family,  who  had  not  yet  seen 
nineteen  summers. 

"Oh  I  have  no  choice  in  the  mat- 
ter, your  stories  are  always  lovely, 
aunty,  whatever  they  are;  but  I 
believe  1  should  incline  towards 
Lea's  request.  A  story  with  a 
moral  in  it  will  suit  me." 

Aunt  Ruth  sat  awhile  thinking, 
then  presently  said: 

"Well  to  tell  the  truth  I  am 
beginning  to  get  tired  of  telling 
stories  with  morals  to  the  young 
people,  since  the  moral  generally 
seems  to  be  entirely  lost  on  my 
auditors;  at  least  they  take  no 
heed  of  the  warnings  I  hold  up 
before  them.  Have  I  not  been 
moralizing  on  the  danger  for  our 
girls  of  listening  to  the  flatteries  of 
those  who  are  not  of  us,  these 
many  years?  And  yet,  where  are 
the  fruits  of  my  labors?  Have 
not  all  my  sisters  had  a  girl  or 
two  fly  out  from  the  home  nest,  a 
bright  and  happy  bird,  with  a 
stranger,  of  whom  we  knew  noth- 


ing, and  come  back  in  a  few  years 
with  drooping  plumage,  despising 
and  hating  the  mate  she  had  chos- 
en and  followed,  to  pay  a  sorry 
price  for  her  folly!  And  who  can 
tell  but  that  even  in  this  little 
circle  there  might  perchance  be 
one  who  will  ignore  the  life-long 
teachings  of  her  parents  and  listen 
to  the  idle  flatteries  of  a  stranger, 
whom  she  sees  for  the  first  time, 
and  take  his  lightly  spoken  words 
for  gospel  truth  in  preference  to 
the  words  of  the  mother,  who 
would  die  to  save  her  child  from 
sorrow  and  disgrace!" 

An  awkward  silence  fell  upon 
the  little  company,  for  it  was  gen- 
erally understood  among  them 
that  Sister  Isabel  was  receiving  at- 
tentions from  a  handsome  strang- 
er, much  to  the  sorrow  of  her 
parents.  Each  one  asked  herself 
if  it  were  possible  that  Aunt  Ruth, 
who  lived  in  another  town,  quite 
far  from  them,  could  have  got  an 
inkling  of  the  matter.  But  Isabel 
sat  motionless  looking  at  the  fire, 
where  just  now  an  immense  struc- 
ture, looking  like  a  castle  on  the 
Rhine  fell  out  of  shape  and  tum- 
bled down  among  the  other  emb- 
ers. She  shuddered  slightly,  rest- 
ed her  head  in  her  hand  and  said 
faintly: 

"  Let  us  have  the  story,  aunty, 
I  know  you  have  one  on  your 
mind." 

"Yes,  aunty,  hang  out  the  skel- 
eton, let's  have  a  look  at  it,"  in- 
terposed Lea;  "who  knows  but 
perchance  some  of  us  may  get 
frightened  for  once  at  your  rattling 
of  it.      I  know  that  you  are  think- 
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ing  about  Cousin  Clara.  How  was 
it  about  her  anyway,  I  have  heard 
fragments  of  her  dreadful  story; 
but  they  are  living  so  far  away  we 
never  got  the  whole  thing.  And 
then  everybody  seemed  reluctant 
about  talking  of  it." 

"Yes,  and  no  wonder!  no  won- 
der! Well  she  was  as  good  a  girl 
as  could  be  found  anywhere  till 
she  met  him. 

"Who  was  he,  and  what  was 
he?"  sounded  in  chorus. 

"We  didn*t  know;  no  one  knew. 
He  came  among  us  uninvited.  He 
said  he  was  a  telegraph-operator 
or  something  of  that  sprt;  but  he 
never  worked  at  his  trade  that  I 
heard  of,  yet  he  always  seemed  to 
have  plenty  of  money;  invited  the 
girls  out  with  him  right  and  left 
until  he  met  Clara,  when  he 
seemed  to  forget  all  others.  Clara 
was  a  pretty,  dark-eyed  girl  of 
eighteen,  with  a  sunny  disposition 
and  a  light  heart.  She  was  a 
general  favorite  among  her  friends 
and  companions.  She  was  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Sunday  School  and  of 
the  Young  Ladies'  Association 
and  was  quite  religiously  inclined. 
We  all  thought  the  world  of  her. 
And  I — well  in  fact  she  was  a 
special  favorite  of  mine;  having 
lived  with  her  mother,  my  sister, 
ever  since  my  husband  died,  as 
you  all  know,  and  having  no  chil- 
dren of  my  own — for  which  I  have 
been  tempted  to  be  thankful, 
when  I  have  seen  the  course  some 
of  our  young  people  take — and  she 
being  such  a  loving,  good-na- 
tured child,  I  took  to  her  almost 
sa  if  she  could  have  been  my  own. 


And  she  was  as  fond  of  me, 
bless  you;  she  was  only  six  years 
old  when  I  came  to  live  with  her. 
Well  I  made  it  my  special  duty  to 
teach  and  train  her,  and  the  seed 
I  sowed  seemed  to  bear  good  fruit ; 
for  she  bloomed  into  the  sweetest 
womanhood,  was  a  good,  obedient 
child,  with  reverence  for  the  aged, 
which  is  something  I  prize  very 
highly. 

"We  heard  a  good  deal  about 
this  stranger  before  we  saw  him. 
Accofints  of  his  extravagant 
habits  reached  us,  and  Clara  even 
wondered  that  some  of  the  girls 
were  so  ready  to  take  up  with  him, 
and  she  was  curious  to  know  what 
he  was  like. 

"One  summer  afternoon  when 
she  had  been  out  in  town  she 
came  home  and  told  us  she  had 
met  the  stranger  at  a  friend's 
house.  I  asked  her  what  she 
thought  of  him.  *0  he  appears  to 
be  a  gentleman,'  she  said.  I  re- 
member she  was  in  the  act  of  tak- 
ing off  her  bonnet  and  was  smooth- 
ing out  the  creases  in  the 
strings  very  carefully  and  med- 
itatively. Strange  to  say,  an  un- 
accountable evil  foreboding  crept 
over    me;     but    I     said    nothing. 

"  That  same  evening,  after  sup- 
per, when  she  was  ready  to  go  to 
Young  Ladies'  meeting,  she  said 
as  if  suddenly  remembering  some- 
thing annoying: 

"'Oh  that's  so!  Why  mother, 
if  this  Mr. — Mr. — what's  his  name 
should  call  while  I'm  gone — it's 
possible  that  he  may — I  couldn't 
avoid  asking  him  you  know — but 
I  hardly  think  he  will.     However, 
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if  he  should,  you  needn't  show  him 
the  door.* 

"  *Why,  my  dear  girl,  have  we 
ever  been  guilty  of  such  rudeness 
to  anyone  be  he  ever  so  obnox- 
ious to  us?' 

"'No,  no!  of  course  you  know 
I  did  not  mean  that.  But  please 
be  as  hospitable  to  him  as  you 
can.  I — I  think  we  owe  that  to 
ourselves  as  a  people  to  be  kind 
to  strangers.' 

"  Her  mother  looked  offended  at 
her  daughter  presuming  to  feach 
her  a  lesson  in  what  we  owe  our- 
selves and  the  church  we  belong 
to.  It  was  so  unlike  Clara,  and  I 
felt  that  it  was  all  a  studied  part 
she  was  playing,  and  it  gave  me 
great  pain  to  detect  this  her  first 
deceit. 

"She  had  not  been  gone  very 
long  when  a  dashing  young  man 
made  his  appearance.  He  stood 
leaning  against  a  pillar  of  the 
porch  when  my  sister  opened  the 
front  door  to  him,  showing  his 
teeth  and  viewing  her  insolently 
from  head  to  foot  before  he  de- 
manded in  a  condescending  way  if 
Miss  Somers  was  in.  My  sister 
very  kindly  said,  'Won't  you  come 
in?'  He  answered  discourteously, 
'No!  I'll  call  some  other  time.' 
Wherewith  he  sauntered  off  with- 
out as  much  as  having  wished  my 
sister  good  evening. 

"  Well  we  were  not  sorry  that  he 
did  not  come  in  and  my  sister 
laughed  heartily,  saying:  'Well 
I  do  not  think  there  is  any  danger 
of  his  captivating  Clara  with  such 
manners.  Fortunately  the  girl 
has  some  idea  of   gentlemanly  de- 


portment. But  I  remembered  what 
Clara  had  said  about  him  that 
very  afternoon  and  concluded  that 
his  manners  varied  according  to 
the  impression  he  desired  to 
make;  and  thinking  my  sister  a 
plain  country  woman  who  wouldn't 
know  the  difference,  he  consid- 
ered it  unnecessary  to  exert  him- 
self. 

"When  Clara  came  home  she  ap- 
peared to  have  forgotten  all  about 
the  stranger  and  it  was  not  till 
she  was  preparing  for  bed  that  she 
said  as  she  turned  up  the  kitchen 
lamp  she  held  in  her  hand:  *Well 
did  Mr.  Brown  call?" 

"  *Yes  he  did, '  answered  her 
mother.  *And  I  hope  it  is  the 
last  time  he  calls  here.' 

"*Dear  me,  I  don't  think  this 
lamp  will  burn  at  all.'  And  Clara 
pretended  to  have  paid  no  partic- 
ular attention  to  her  mother's 
words  until  she  had  got  the  lamp 
in  good  working  order,  then  she 
said  with  an  effort  to  seem  absent- 
minded: 

"*So  you  did  not  like  him? 
Weill'  then  hurriedly  casting  a 
glance  in  the  direction  of  the  clock 
*Why  it's  long  after  ten!  Good 
night.'  And  she  hurried  out  to 
avoid  hearing  any  more  on  the 
subject  of  what  I  felt  confident, 
was  uppermost  in  her  mind. 

"For  sometime,  several  weeks  I 
think,  we  heard  nothing  of  Mr. 
Brown,  and  I  began  to  persuade 
myself  that  there  was  nothing  in 
my  presentiment  after  all,  till  one 
day  Clara  astonished  us  by  saying 
that  Mr.  Brown  was  going  to  take 
her  to  the  grove  next  day,    where 
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the  young  people  were  contem- 
plating having  a  picnic.  Her 
mother  remonstrated  and  thought 
she  ought  not  go  with  him,  she 
should  at  least  ask  her  father  if  he 
had  any  objections.  *Well,  but 
mother,  it  is  all  arranged  now  and 
there  is  no  getting  out  of  it.  I 
have  promised  him  to  go  and  I 
cannot  disappoint  him  at  this 
time.'  So  the  first  lesson  he 
taught  her  was  disregard  for  the 
wishes  of  her  parents.  And  the 
next  was  deceit. 

"We  had  no  idea  how  far  matters 
had  advanced  between  them  till  he 
called  a  second  time,  when,  by  the 
way,  his  manners  had  greatly  im- 
proved. He  was  quite  attentive 
to  me  and  as  considerate  for  my 
sister  as  if  she  had  been  a  grand 
lady.  But  for  all  that  I  set  him 
down  in  my  mind  as  a  rogue  and 
nothing  else.  I  will  admit,  how- 
ever, that  a  young,  inexperienced 
girl  might  easily  be  beguiled  by 
so  much  assumed  polish.  But  as 
I  said,  we  knew  nothing  of  their 
affair  till  that  evening,  when  they 
appeared  quite  intimate.  He  had 
discarded  the  Miss  and  called  her 
simply  Clara,  and  at  times  when 
she  forgot  to  be  cautious,  would 
say  John  to  him. 

"That  evening  Clara's  mother 
took  her  into  her  own  room  and 
tried  to  reason  with  her  and  it 
seemed  not  without  avail.  The 
girl  who  had  all  her  life  known  no 
other  will  than  her  parents'  could 
not  remain  insensible  to  her  moth- 
er's pleadings  and  counseling. 
With  tears  and  sobs  she  promised 
she  would    give   him    up    and    see 


him  no  more,  although  she  loved 
him,  she  said,  better  than  herself, 
better  than  anybody  in  this 
world. 

"I  will  not  speak  of  my  sister's 
sorrow  at  hearing  this.  It  must  be, 
I  think,  a  great  shock  to  a  fond 
mother's  heart  to  hear  her  child 
declare  that  a  man,  who  a  month 
or  two  since  was  unknown  to  her, 
has  become  dearer  to  her  than  the 
mother  who  bore  her  with  sorrow, 
and  tenderly  nursed  her  through 
her  helpless  and  depending  years, 
who  would  be  willing  to  undergo 
tortures  untold  again,  to  secure 
that  child's  happiness.  It  must 
be  a  dreadful  shock,  I  say;  but 
when  the  future  husband  of  her 
beloved  child  is  a  desirable  ad- 
dition to  the  family  the  pain  is 
lessened  by  remembering  that 
such  is  the  decree  of  our  heavenly 
Father  and  that  she  herself  has 
forsaken  father  and  mother  and 
become    one    with    her    husband. 

"  But  when  on  the  other  hand, 
she  knows  that  nothing  but  dis- 
appointment and  dire  misery 
awaits  her  child  by  marrying  a 
man  whom  she  considers  in 
every  way,  unworthy  of  her,  the 
sting  must  be  terrible. 

Aunt  Ruth  paused  and  raked 
the  fire  with  the  tongs. 

"But  aunty,"  said  Isabel  with- 
out raising  her  bowed  head 
from  her  hands,  in  which  pos- 
ition she  had  sat  ever  since 
Aunt  Ruth  had  begun  her  story, 
"why  is  it  that  you  are  always 
depicting  so  much  woe  and  mis- 
sery  to  the  girl  of  our  faith  who 
marries     an     outsider?         Cannot 
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these  marriages  end  happily  as 
well  as  others?" 

"Well  I  never  heard  of  one  that 
did;  nor  did  1  ever  hear  of  a  girl 
who  would  place  sufficient  confi- 
dence in  the  words  of  her  parents 
to  be  warned  in  time.  She  must 
needs  go  contrary  to  the  wise 
counsel  of  her  elders  and  prove 
for  herself  the  truth  of  her  parents* 
disregarded  words.  And  then, 
when  she  has  brought  upon  herself 
the  sorrow  that  resulted  through 
her  disobedience,  she  expects  to  be 
welcomed  back  to  loving  arms  and 
tenderly  nursed  in  her  pain.  Does 
it  not  strike  you  that  her  wayward- 
ness may  have  dampened  the  ardor 
of  her  long-suffering  parents?" 

No  one  made  any  response.  Lea 
heaved  a  sigh  and  Isabel  moved 
uneasily. 

"Perhaps  I  am  too  severe  in 
these  matters,"  continued  Aunt 
Ruth,  "God  forgive  me  if  I  am. 
But — well  little  ones  I  know  it 
must    be  your  bed  time  now. " 

She  loosened  the  little  arms  that 
so  fondly  entwined  her.  Dora's 
little  sleepy  head  fell  heavily  on 
her  shoulder,  while  she  drowsily 
demanded  to  know  if  the  "*tory 
was  all  over."  After  having  pro- 
mised to  continue  the  story  the 
next  night,  Aunt  Ruth  went  for 
the  lamp  and  the  little  ones  went 
to  bed. 

Next  evening  when  the  Camp- 
bells (the  parents  of  our 
young  friends)  had  left  home 
to  pay  a  long-promised  visit 
to  a  neighboring  family,  the 
girls  flocked  about  Aunt  Ruth 
and  bore  her  into  the  sitting  room 


and  planted  her  in  the  big  rocking 
chair  in  front  of  the  fire,  where 
she  sat  silently  for  some  time 
rocking  gently  to  and  fro  till  the 
young  people  began  to  manifest 
their  impatience  by  tapping  their 
feet  on  the  floor,  fidgeting  in  their 
chairs  or  stools  and  at  last  one 
of  them  said : 

"Think  aloud,  aunty.  Don't 
let  the  precious  time  go  to  waste. " 

Aunt  Ruth  roused  herself  and 
adjusting  her  cap  (Aunt  Ruth  al- 
ways wore  a  cap)   began: 

"Well  they  were  finally  married, 
my  girl,  and — "  but  a  loud  pro- 
test was  raised  against  this  in- 
human way  of  leaping  over  the 
most  interesting  part  of  the  story: 
how  the  marriage  came  about. 
Aunt  Ruth  looked  about  her  in  a 
bewildered  way  and  the  girls  ex- 
plained, by  crying:  "No,  no  aunty, 
we  hadn't  got  that  far!  When 
last  we  heard  of  her  she  had  just 
promised  her  mother  to  forget  the 
stranger.     Don't  you  remember?" 

"Ah,  yes;  to  be  sure  I  •  Well  she 
promised,  and  a  few  evenings 
later  when  the  young  man  came  for 
his  answer  he  was  received  by 
Clara's  father,  who  delivered  her 
message.  Mr.  Brown,  however, 
insisted  on  seeing  Clara,  and  when 
she  finally  came  she  told  him  that 
it  was  her  unalterable  decision  to 
obey  her  parents  in  this  matter 
and  not  marry  one  outside  our 
church.  Mr.  Brown  then  turned 
to  her  father  and  demanded  if  that 
was  the  only  objection  they  had 
to  him:  not  being  of  their  faith. 
My  brother-in-law  was  taken  un- 
awares and  said  yes,  it  was. 
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"  'Why  then,  *  said  the  stran- 
ger, 'it  need  not  part  Clara  and 
me ;  for  I  am  as  much  of  a  Mormon 
as  you  are — at  heart.  And  I  have 
long  thought  seriously  of  embrac- 
ing your  faith.*  My  brother-in- 
law  was  much  surprised  at  this 
declaration;  for  we  had  all  heard 
that  Mr.  Brown,  on  many  occa- 
sions, had  made  sport  of  the  Mor- 
mons and  their  faith.  However, 
he  collected  himself  sufficiently  to 
say: 

"  'Well  if  that  is  the  case,  we 
may  when  you  have  investigated 
our  faith  properly  and  been  con- 
vinced of  its  truth,  reconsider  this 
matter. ' 

'  Poor  Clara,  who  had  been  very 
dejected  since  her  promise,  was  at 
once  lifted  into  the  greatest  hap- 
piness and  went  about  singing  all 
day.  But  none  of  us  had  much 
faith  in  his  sincerity,  and  I  had 
none,  whatever.  One  day  I  took 
my  girl  into  my  room  and  be- 
sought her  to  let  the  man  entirely 
alone.  I  told  her  that  I  felt  sure 
that  he  was  insincere;  that  he  was 
not  a  good  man;  and  that  nothing 
but  misery  would  result  from  this 
time  on.  But  Clara  felt  very  hurt; 
said  she  believed  in  him  and  was 
willing  to  take  the   consequences. 

"  A  few  days  later  we  heard  that 
Mr.  Brown  had  been  baptized  and 
then  her  father  remonstrated  with 
her  and  asked  her  to  wait  a  year 
or  so  and  let  him  show  some  fruits 
of  his  pretended  belief.  But  while 
she  was  inclined  to  listen  to  her 
parents,  while  with  them,  in  his 
presence  all  her  good  intentions 
vanished  like  air;    and  one  morn- 


ing at  breakfast  she  announced 
that  she  and  John  intended  to  get 
married  next  month  and  would  get 
married  in  the  Endowment  House 
if  John  could  get  a  recommend. 
Mr.  Brown's  conduct  the  following 
month  was  exemplary,  and  at  the 
end  of  the  specified  time  he  ob- 
tained a  recommend,  and  the  two 
went  to  Salt  Lake  City. 

"What  I  have  told  so  far  has 
come  under  my  personal  observa- 
tion ;  for  the  remainder  of  my  story 
I  have  Clara's  own  words,"  said 
Aunt  Ruth,  and  after  a  few  mo- 
ments reflections  she  continued: 
"He  had  hired  a  small  house  in 
the  outskirts  of  our  little  town  and 
we  had  all  helped  make  their  little 
nest  comfortable  and  pretty.  I 
had  a  constant  foreboding  of  un- 
happiness  for  my  girl.  I  tried 
hard  to  shake  off  this  feeling,  but 
'twas  vain. 

"  Scarcely  had  the  young  couple 
left  the  Endowment  House  before 
his  ill-concealed  ridicule  of  the 
sacred  proceedings  he  had  gone 
through,  and  which  had  made 
Clara  feel  so  near  heaven  that  a 
desire  was  born  in  her  to  stay 
there  forever,  broke  out  in  a 
mocking  laugh,  that  almost  made 
Clara's  heart  stand  still  with  pain 
and  apprehension.  When  he  saw 
her  'frightened  face  he  tried  to 
undo  the  effect  of  his  words  by 
picturing  very  eloquently  the  fu- 
ture which  lay  before  them.  But 
that  very  same  evening  he  took  off 
the  sacred  garment  which  had  beea 
given  him  in  the  house  of  God 
and  declared  his  intentions  of 
never  putting  it  on  again.     What 
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this  must  have  meant  to  Clara, 
my  dear  girls,  you  can  best  imag- 
ine, when  I  tell  you  that  she  had 
all  her  life  been  a  firm  believer  in 
the  holy  ordinances  of  our  Church, 
and  had  ever  shown  the  greatest 
reverence  for  them. 

"They  stayed  in  Salt  Lake  a 
couple  of  days  to  see  the  place  and 
enjoy  themselves,  and  when  they 
came  home  we  had  prepared  a 
wedding  party  or  reception  as  you 
call  it,  in  their  own  little  home. 
And  everything  was  quite  grand 
to  our  notion,  I  assure  you.  Your 
Uncle  Somers  is  quite  wealthy, 
and  he  spent  not  a  little  money 
on  the  affair.  The  young  ladies 
of  Clara's  acquaintance  turned 
out  in  their  very  best,  of  course; 
some  of  them  had  even  got  new 
toilets  for  the  occasion  and  we 
had  both  silk  and  satin  dresses, 
trimmed  with  lace  and  adorned 
with  flowers  and  ribbons  in  great 
profusion.  We  had  divested  our 
own  and  some  neighbors'  gardens 
of  evey  flower  to  decorate  the 
house.  Yes,  it  was  quite  an  af- 
fair. It  reminded  me  greatly  of 
the  dinners  and  supp>ers  I  used  to 
attend  in  old  England  when  I  was 
young.  I  don't  mean  to  say  it 
was  anything  like  them,  nor  did  we 
aim  at  such  a  thing,  of  course; 
but  to  most  of  those  present  it 
was  a  grand  affair,  and  my  girl 
looked  lovely  in  her  white  cash- 
mere and  flowers,  lovelier  than 
many  a  noble  born  lady  I  have  at- 
tended in  my  own  country;  for  she 
was  noble  by  nature  and  would, 
had  it  not  been  for  the  mistake  she 
made  in  her  marriage,  have  been 


an  adornment  in  our  community. 
My  brother-in-law  scrupled  some- 
what over  this  reception,  as  he 
considered  it  imitating  the  ways 
of  the  world  too  much.  He  thought 
we  could  have  welcomed  them 
home  without  so  much  display  of 
flowers  and  furbelows,  to  a  good 
old  fashioned  feast  in  her  old 
home,  where  everything  was  more 
in  keeping  with  our  tastes  gener- 
ally; where  we  could  all  have 
turned  in  and  cleared  the  tables 
in  no  time  and  then  had  a  jolly 
dance  afterwards,  which  to  his 
idea  would  have  been  more  en- 
joyable than  the  stiff  concern, 
as  he  called  it,   that  we   did  have. 

"I  presume  he  was  right  but 
somehow  we  were  all  in  for  a  more 
state  affair.  It's  no  use  denying 
it;  we  are  all,  even  the  best  of  us, 
fond  of  showing  our  neighbors 
what  we  can  do  in  the  way  of 
display.  And  then  we  didn't  want 
to  be  behind  time  either.  We  had 
heard  and  read  of  how  people  did 
in  Salt  Lake  and  Ogden  on  such 
occasions;  and  I  think  the  only 
thing  my  sister,  who  is  otherwise 
a  very  sensible  woman,  regretted 
was  that  unfortunately  our  town 
could  boast  no  paper  which  might 
have  given  a  notice  of  a  grand  and 
very  enjoyable  affair,  etc. 

"Well,  my  girl  set  up  house- 
keeping in  a  very  comfortable  way. 
We  often  wondered  from  what 
source  Mr.  Brown  derived  his  in- 
come, for  he  never  did  anything, 
and  yet  had  always  money.  He 
did  do  a  good  deal  of  writing; 
but  we  never  learned  what  he 
wrote  about,  so   we   came    to   the 
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conclusion  that  he  must  be  an 
author  and  was  too  modest  to 
openly  acknowledge  it.  We  used  to 
question  Clara  about  it  too;  but 
she  seemed  as  much  at  a  loss  about 
his  doings  as  we  were. 

'*The  first  Sunday  after  their  re- 
tui'n  from  Salt  Lake,  they  went  to 
meeting,  Clara  I  regret  to  say,  in 
her  reception  dress,  wherefore 
some  ill-natured  people  said  she 
went  solely  to  show  her  finery. 
But  I  know  better,  my  girl  was 
not  vain;  but  you  see  she  had  no 
actual  knowledge  of  what  was 
proper  to  do  under  all  circum- 
stances. She  had  always  been  ac- 
customed to  wear  her  best  dress  to 
meeting  and  the  idea  that  an  even- 
ing toilet  with  its  wealth  of  rib- 
bons and  frills  should  not  be  worn 
on  the  street,  never  occurred  to 
her. 

"That  was  the  first  and  last  time 
the  two  went  to  meeting  together. 
She  often  came  home  in  the  be- 
ginning and  appeared  happy  and' 
gay  but  an  observer  could  easily 
detect  the  disappointed  ring  in 
her  laughter,  as  well  as  the  feigned 
gayety.  But  that  her  hero  had 
shown  the  cloven  foot  on  the  very 
eve  of  their  wedding  day  she  never 
mentioned;  nay,  she  concealed  it 
scrupulously.  Pretty  soon  her  visit 
to  home  grew  scarcer  and  he  came 
but  on  rare  occasions,  and  then 
took  no  pains  to  conceal  the  con- 
tempt he  felt  for  our  adherence  to 
the  religion  we  had  espoused. 

"Their  days  were  spent  in  plea- 
sure-seeking and  Sundays  made 
no  exception  to  the  rule.  In  the 
beginning     it      distressed      Clara 


greatly  and  she  who  had  asserted 
to  me  once  before  he  had  made  his 
pretension  of  joining  our  Church, 
that  even  if  he  cared  nothing  for 
her  religion,  she  could  live  it  just 
as  well  as  if  she  had  stayed  in  her 
father's  house,  soon  learned,  that 
a  young  wife,  be  she  ever  so  good, 
is  apt  to  partake  of  the  same 
spirit  as  her  husband.  She  does 
not  lead.  He  leads  and  she 
follows  often  blindly. 

"He  took  a  number  of  eastern 
journals,  story  papers  for  the  most 
part,  and  the  more  she  read  of  them 
the  more  she  wanted  to  read  and 
at  last  she  began  to  think  that  this 
was  indeed  a  much  better  way  of 
spending  Sunday  than  by  tiring 
one's  self  completely  out  with  run- 
ning to  Sunday  School  and  meet- 
ings. This  excessive  story  reading 
also  gave  her  a  desire  for  excit- 
ing pleasures  as  she  read  of  them, 
and  she  tried  to  imitate  on  a 
smaller  scale  the  dinner  parties 
and  soires  that  grand  people  in 
the  world  excelled  in.  And  she 
only  succeeded  in  two  things:  set- 
ting a  bad  example  and  making 
herself  ridiculous,  poor  girl.  For 
of  course,  her  companions,  who 
were  married  and  got  married  one 
after  another,  must  do  as  she  did. 
If  she  gave  a  dinner  and  invited 
all  her  friends  and  had  a  great  dis- 
play of  fancy  dishes  and  fine  table 
linen,  the  other  young  matrons 
must  do  the  same  in  turn.  And 
as  her  companions  were  nearly  all 
married  to  honest  young  men  who 
strove  to  make  a  position  for  them- 
selves in  life  the  consequences  of 
imitating   her   were   often  fraught 
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with  disunion  between  husband 
and  wife,  who  would  pull  in  op- 
ix)site  directions.  And  as  for  get- 
ting up  soires  as  they  call  it,  she 
could  seldom  scrape  together  musi- 
cal talent  enough  to  make  it  any- 
thing but  a  failure.  And  to  tell 
the  truth,  very  few  members  of 
our  hard-working  community  had 
any  taste  for  things  of  that  sort. 
And  you  know  what  people  don't 
understand  they  generally  ridi- 
cule; hence  my  girl's  attempts  at 
grandeur  most  always  ended  in  be- 
ing laughed   at. " 

Aunt  Ruth  manifested  symptoms 
of  being  tired,  wherefore  Lea  de- 
clared that  they  would  let  her 
off  for  the  night  if  she  would  con- 
tinue the  night  after  tomorrow 
when  they  would  bring  in  two 
more  girls  "to  listen  to  this  most 
interesting  story  of  yours,  aunty, 
only  1  shall  have  to  tell  them  what 
has  gone  before." 

"Isabel  won't  be  here,"  put  in 
Flora,  "she  is  going  to  a  dance 
with  Mr. — " 

"Yes,  Isabel  will  be  here,"  in- 
terposed that  young  lady,  firmly, 
and  Lea  was  wondering  whether 
Aunt  Ruth's  story  was  already 
taking  effect;  but  she  said  nothing. 


**I  think,"  began  Aunt  Ruth, 
a  few  evenings  later,  when  the 
young  people,  the  two  expected 
young  girls,  included,  were  gath- 
ered around  the  bright  fire  as  had 
been  their  custom  since  Aunt  Ruth 
came  to  visit  them,  "I  think  that 
there  is  a  good  deal  of  truth  in 
what    I've    heard    or    read    some- 


where, that  the  man  who  does  not 
love  little  children  is  not  a  good 
man.  I  don't  know  as  it  is  true 
in  all  cases,  but  as  a  rule  I  think 
you  will  find  it  to  be  so.  It  is  my 
opinion — my  own  individual  opin- 
ion— that  the  man  or  woman  who 
is  so  engrossed  in  himself  that  he 
remains  unmoved  by  the  sight  of 
the  innocent  little  one,  who,  con- 
scious of  the  irresistible  power  of 
its  weakness,  as  it  were,  raises 
his  little  face  expectantly,  sure 
that  some  kind  look  or  word  will 
be  his,  must  be  a  thoroughly  selfish 
creature.  And  I  have  seen  Mr. 
Brown  do  that  a  number  of  times; 
in  fact  I  never  saw  him  speak  to 
or  notice  a  child.  But  I  am  rath- 
er getting  ahead  of  my  story. 
"When  Clara  had  thoroughly 
aired  her  bit  of  grandeur,  when 
the  novelty  of  being  married  to  a 
handsome  young  man  with  plenty 
of  money  had  worn  off  somewhat, 
when  her  pretty  home  had  lost 
the  charm  of  being  entirely  new, 
and  she  had  swallowed  a  sufficient 
quantity  of  trashy  novels  to  make 
her  out  and  out  disgusted  with 
that  sort  of  literature,  she  began 
to  realize  that  there  was  some- 
thing lacking.  And  a  desire  to  go 
back  to  the  old  homely,  God-fear- 
ing way  of  living  she  had  been 
raised  in,  was  born  in  her.  She 
began  to  think  how  lovely  it  would 
be  if  she  and  her  husband  could 
have  prayers  together  before  they 
retired  for  the  night.  And  with 
sadness  she  remembered  the  spirit 
of  comfort  and  safety  that  ever 
prevailed  her  father's  house,  where 
its  inmates  strove  to  wander  in  the 
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way  of  rectitude.  And  in  an  un- 
certain, distrustful  way  she  asked 
the  Lord  that  He  would  help  her 
to  do  better  in  the  future.  But 
even  as  she  rose  to  her  feet  a 
sigh  escaped  her  as  she  remem- 
bered with  what  perfect  trust  and 
confidence  she  had  come  before 
her  Heavenly  Father  in  former 
days.  And  her  husband's  disregard 
of  religion,  which  she,  after  the 
first  shock  had  tried  to  view 
through  a  microscope,  began  to 
stare  her  glaringly  in  the  eye  on 
every  occasion. 

"The  knowledge  that  he  was  so 
handsome  and  could  be  so  loving 
and  tender  was  no  longer  sufficient 
to  satisfy  the  cravings  of  her 
heart.  She  also  noticed  that  he 
did  not  like  her  to  visit  with  her 
friends  at  home  and  it  stung  her 
to  the  quick,  that  her  good  parents 
who  had  ever  possessed  the  res- 
pect of  all  that  knew  them,  should 
not  be  good  enough  for  her  hus- 
band; and  gradually  a  coolness 
sprang  up  between  them,  under 
which  Clara  suffered  severely. 

"They  had  been  married  very 
nearly  two  years  and  still  had  no 
children.  And  when  the  joyful 
hope  was  born  within  her  that 
ere  many  months  she  would  be  a 
mother,  Clara  welcomed  it  with 
the  greatest  flash  of  happiness  she 
had  ever  experienced.  This  would 
be  the  end  of  all  her  unhappi- 
ness;  this  would  bring  back  the 
love  and  union  between  herself  and 
husband;  this  would  be  a  stimu- 
lus to  godliness.  She  would  teach 
her  child  and  his  tiny  hands  should 
lead  the   father   to   the   throne   of 


grace.  All  would  yet  be  well. 
Peace  and  happiness  would  be 
theirs;  they  would  live  in  love 
and  harmony  with  her  dear  pa- 
rents. And  while  the  unknown 
future  assumed  these  bright  colors 
and  her  cheeks  dimpled  with  a 
happy  smile,  her  husband  came 
in  and  seeing  her  looking  so  cheer- 
ful and  happy  went  over  to  her  at 
once  and  wanted  to  know  the 
cause  of  her  bright  and  beautiful 
looks.  The  joy  of  the  secret  she 
possessed  yet  unshared  by  him, 
overcame  her  so  that  tears  filled 
her  eyes,  and  she  dared  not  trust 
her  voice  but  whispered,  sweetly 
blushing,  that  he  would  soon  be 
a  father.  What  was  her  amaze- 
ment, her  terror  when,  instead  of 
being  folded  lovingly  to  his  heart, 
and  hear  it  throb  with  exciting  joy 
at  the  glorious  prospect,  he  flung 
the  arm  that  had  stolen  around 
his  neck  away  with  the  greatest 
impatience  and  said  as  he  turned 
and  took  off  his  coat: 

"  'Nonsense!  Don't  be  like  the 
rest  of  them,  Clara,  for  pity  sake, 
and  go  crazy  over  the  prospects  of 
a  child!  What  do  we  want  with 
a  child,  anyway?  Am  1  not 
enough  for  you?  You  are  enough 
for  me,  surely!' 

"Clara  had  stood  motionless 
with  her  arms  hanging  almost  life- 
less at  her  sides.  She  now 
crossed  them  on  her  bosom  and 
bowing  her  head  she  whispered 
with  white  and  quivering  lips: 
'Lord,  my  punishment  is  great; 
help  me,  oh  help   me  to   bear  it.' 

"Seeing  her  thus,  the  very  pic- 
ture of  the  greatest  grief,  her  for- 
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lorn  attitude  smote  his  heart  and 
he  went  back  to  her  and  tried  by 
soothing  words  to  undo  the  effect 
of  what  he  had  said.  But  while 
she  suffered  him  to  caress  her  her 
hands  lay  cold  and  irresponsive 
in  his  and  her  heart  lay  like  lead 
in  her  bosom.  Her  love  had  re- 
ceived its  death-wound.  She  felt 
it,  his  word  had  told  her:  he  was 
not  a  good  man. 

"Some  days  later  Clara  con- 
fided her  sweet  secret  to  her  mo- 
ther and  myself.  And  1  wondered 
at  the  sorrowful  look  in  her  eyes 
though  her  words  sounded  so 
happy,  and  taking  one  of  her 
hands  between  hers  her  mother 
said:  'Surely,  my  dear  girl,  you 
have  great  reason  to  be  grateful 
to  your  Heavenly  Father;  for  in 
motherhood  lies  the  greatest  bless- 
ings, the  purest  joy,  the  sweetest 
greatness  and  the  grandest  pros- 
pects hereafter  for  woman.  And 
you  know  that  children  are  the 
strongest  ties  between  husband 
and  wife,  and  may  often  lead  a 
straying  father  back  to  duty's 
path. '  And  while  her  mother 
sf>oke  m}'  girl  stood  clutching  her 
handkerchief  first  with  one  hand 
then  with  the  other,  while  her  lips 
worked  nervously,  and  I  believe 
she  would  have  disclosed  some- 
thing had  not  her  pride  and  love 
for  her  husband  forbidden  her. 

"Well,  we  saw  less  and  less  of 
her  after  that,  and  it  grieved  us 
all  more  than  I  can  tell  you,  es- 
pecially her  poor  mother,  who  felt 
that  her  girl  needed  her  now  more 
than  ever.  But,  of  course,  we 
could  not  intrude,  we  felt  we  were 


not  wanted,  and  bore  it  as  well 
as  we  could. 

"For  many  months  Clara  suf- 
fered greatly  mentally,  the  more 
severely  because  she  could  not 
confide  her  sorrow  to  anyone.  She 
tried  to  be  the  same  to  her  hus- 
band outwardly;  but  strive  as  she 
may  she  could  not  forget  his  word 
or  his  conduct  on  that  memorable 
day  when  she  had  become  confi- 
dent of  the  happiness  in  store  for 
her.  It  was  ever  present.  When 
she  sat  on  the  sunny  porch  in  the 
early  spring-time,  busy  with  her 
dainty  little  things,  softly  singing 
and  wondering  how  she  could  have 
been  so  selfishly  happy  these  two 
years  of  her  married  life  that  she 
had  scarcely  bestowed  a  thought 
on  anything  that  did  not  concern 
herself  and  her  husband,  the  shad- 
ow hovered  in  the  background 
and  came  forward  as  soon  as  it 
had  the  least  little  chance  of  crowd- 
ing itself  in.  Then  the  singing 
would  cease,  the  work  would  drop 
and  while  looking  at  the  birds 
that  flitted  so  frolicsome  about 
and  trying  to  think  of  them  and 
their  domestic  life,  the  shadow 
would  whisper  his  words  over  and 
over  again.  Then  she  would  res- 
olutely pick  up  her  sewing  again 
and  drive  it  from  her  mind,  when 
presently  it  would  come  back 
again  in  another  shape. 

"'Isn't  it  strange,'  she  would 
muse,  'that  he,  who  is  otherwise  so 
— so  noble,'  she  would  hurry  over 
the  word — 'and  handsome' — she 
would  linger  on  that,  'should  feel 
that  way  about  children!'  Then 
she  would  vehemently    assert  that 
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he  7vas  a  good  man,  as  if  some 
doubtful  voice  had  whispered  ever 
so  faintly.  But  as  her  time  drew 
nearer  she  found  more  and  more 
consolation  in  her  mother's  w^ords, 
that  a  child  often  brings  back  a 
straying  father  to  duty's  path. 

"Well,  early  in  the  summer  the 
little  one  came  and  was  welcomed 
to  his  mother's  loving  heart.  And 
it  cannot  be  denied  that  Mr. 
Brown  seemed  very  proud  of  his 
mite  of  a  son  as  well  as  of  its 
pretty  mother.  Clara  seemed  to 
me  lovelier  than  ever  and  for  sever- 
al months  *she  was  so  completely 
absorbed  in  her  treasure  that  all 
else  was  thrust  into  the  back- 
ground. She  could  not  for  the  life 
of  her  see  what  she  had  ever  lived 
for  before.  She  could  not  now  im- 
agine why  she  had  been  such  a 
silly  goose  to  worry  over  anything 
in  this  world.  She  was  all  right 
now,  just  so  no  harm  befell  her 
baby.  Even  her  husband's  in- 
terests fared  ill.  She  was  not  as 
attentive  to  his  wants  and  wishes 
as  she  used  to  be;  neither  did  she 
spend  the  time  and  attention  on 
her  looks  that  she  did  in  former 
days,  when  she  was  ever  loath 
to  have  him  come  home  and  find 
even  a  curl  out  of  place.  And  of 
course,  this  negligence  on  her  part 
displeased  the  master  of  the  house. 
It  annoyed  him  that  his  wishes 
were  slighted,  it  piqued  him  that 
she  should  have  found  anything 
more  interesting  than  him;  and  he 
grew  impatient  w4th  the  baby;  for 
of  course,  if  ever  or  whenever  they 
were  seated  for  a  comfortable  chat, 
if  baby  made  the  least  little  noise 


Clara  must  dart  away  to  him,  al- 
though she  had  a  servant  to  take 
care  of  him.  Then  her  liege  lord 
would  mutter  something  between 
his  teeth  and  often  when  she  came 
back  she  would  find  him  gone. 
Well,  in  the  beginning  she  did 
not  mind  this;  she  did  not  even 
wonder  where  he  had  gone,  but 
went  contentedly  back  to  her 
baby;  but  as  the  months  rolled  by 
and  the  baby  little  by  little  ceased 
to  be  the  greatest  wonder  in  the 
world;  when  he  assumed  the  as- 
pect of  a  very  natural  little  willful 
fellow,  who  could  not  bear  to  be 
crossed  in  his  desires,  Clara  be- 
gan to  curl  her  bangs  again,  hunt 
up  her  smartest  dresses  and  look 
about  for  her  husband  to  admire 
her  as  formerly.  But  lo  and  be- 
hold, he  was  gone:  that  is,  he 
came  home  to  his  meals,  read  the 
papers  while  he  swallowed  his  food 
and  then  went  out  in  town  again. 

"Then  Clara  realized  that  she 
had  let  go  her  hold  on  him;  that 
she  had  perhaps  bestowed  too 
much  attention  on  the  little  one 
and  too  little  on  him;  that  she  her- 
self had  let  the  baby  come  in  be- 
tween them  instead,  as  she  had 
hoped,  it  would  have  brought 
them  nearer  each  other.  And  with 
the  dawning  of  this  truth  also  came 
the  fervent  desire  of  having  him 
back  again. 

"Well,  Susan  and  Julia,  that 
is  your  mother  at  the  gate!"  ex- 
claimed Aunt  Ruth,  as  the  gate 
clicked  and  the  well  known 
"Julia!"  was  heard  outside.  With 
a  sigh  of  regret  the  girls  left  after 
first    having   exacted    the  promise 
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that  nothing  more  should  be  told 
of  the  story  till  they  could  be 
present. 

Sophy   Valentine, 
(to  be  continued.) 


MY  MOTHER. 

I  SIT  and  dream  in  the  twilight  hour 

Of  days  gone  by  forever; 
When  my  mother  sat  in  the  shady  bow'r. 
And  would   talk  with  me  in  the  twilight  hour — 

.\h !  why  should  fond  hearts  sever. 

And  would  talk  of  joy  and  then  of  sorrow, 

And  oft  with  fond  emotion  ; 
While  indulging  thus  m  social  chat, 
On  fancy's  wing  we  would  wander  back, 

Across  the  grand  old  ocean. 

Together  we'd  cross  the  mighty  deep. 
And  roam  through  fields  and  clover, 
Till  at  last  we  would  reach  the  dear  old  street, 
And  would  open  the  door  and  take  a  peep, 
And  scan  the  old  home  over. 

And  all  unconscious  that  we  were  there; 

In  loving  tones  and  tender, 
We  could  hear  them  talk  of  Mary  and  Clare, 
While  granny  so  wistful  sat  in  her  chair. 

That  home — ah  we  rememberl 

Never  more  on  earth  will  fancy  lure, 

Our  hearts  away  together ; 
For  mother  has  gone  where  the  good  and  pure, 
The  tried  and  the  true  alone  can  endure. 

Forever  and  forever. 

So  now  I  sit  in  my  lonely  bow'r. 

And  dream  all  my  dreams  alone ; 
And  I  watch  and  wait  for  the  twilight  hour 
When  I  shall  away  to  my  Father's  bow'r 

Whither  my  loved  one  has  flown. 

R,  M  F. 


WORSE  THAN  DEATH. 

THREE  STORIES  TOLD  IN  ONE. 

Part  First. 

A  GROUP  of  four  ladies  sat  to- 
gether conversing  in  a  certain 
town  in  this  Territory.  They 
were  all    members  of  the  Church, 


In  excellent  standing,  and  were  all 
of  them  married  women,  although 
one  of  them  had  never  been 
blessed  with  children.  The  room 
in  which  they  sat  was  well  fur- 
nished, and  bore  every  evidence  of 
being  the  home  of  taste  combined 
with  ample  means  and  a  love  of 
the  beautiful.  The  pictures  on 
the  walls  were  neither  too  gaudy 
nor  were  they  incongruous.  The 
curtains  and  carpets  were  all  cho- 
sen with  a  view  to  heightening 
the  effect  made  by  the  heavy  and 
exquisitely  tinted  wall  paper. 
The  parlor,  for  such  it  really  was, 
had  nothing  cheap  nor  flimsy  to 
mar  the  effect  of  its  simple  but 
elegant  interior. 

The  group  of  ladies  were  of 
various  ages,  the  lady  who  sat  in 
the  low  rocking  chair,  the  lady 
of  the  house,  was  well  advanced 
in  years,  and  her  face  bore  traces 
of  much  suffering.  She  sat 
silently  listening  to  the  eager  talk 
of  the  others,  not  taking  any  part 
herself  in  the  discussion;  on  her 
face  rested  a  sad  and  pained  look, 
as  if  the  conversation  was  utterly 
distasteful  to  her. 

"Surprised?  Well  I  should  say 
I  was  surprised.  I  never  could 
have  believed  it,"  said  one  of  the 
visitors,  "if  I  had  not  seen  it  with 
my  own  eyes !  I  was  sitting  under 
the  trees  watching  my  little  girl 
lest  she  should  fall  in  the  stream 
of  water  that  flows  through  the 
grove,  when  whom  should  I  see 
walking  towards  us,  with  her  two 
little  boys  by  her  side,  but  Mrs. 
Armitage. " 

"It  don't    seem     possible!"    ex- 
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claimed  the  youngest  lady  of  the 
group;  "still  if  you  saw  her,  of 
course,  it  must  be  true.  But  it 
just  horrifies  me."  With  a  strong 
emphasis  on  the  personal  pro- 
noun. 

"Yes,"  said  the  third  one  of  the 
mothers,  "I  was  there  and  I  saw 
her,  too.  I  must  say  I  felt  awful 
sorry  for  her  until  I  saw  her  down 
there  in  such  a  place  and  at  such 
a  time  and — well  I  was  just  too 
disgusted  for  anything." 

"And  what  on  earth  do  you  sup- 
pose she  had  on?"  asked  the  first 
speaker,  "You  would  never  believe 
it;  she  actually  wore  a  pink 
dress!" 

All  three  of  the  ladies  who  were 
talking  stopped  to  recover  their 
breath  and  to  muse  in  silent  hor- 
ror over  the  last  statement.  "It 
isn't  as  if  she  was  a  poor  woman 
who  couldn't  afford  to  buy  a  black 
dress ;  why  she  is  wealthy !  And  a 
black  dress  is  no  more  to  her  than 
a  calico  would    be  to  you  or  me. " 

"Are  you  sure  about  that?" 
gently  asked  the  lady  of  the  house, 
who  had  hitherto  remained  silent. 
"I  don't  think  she  is  any  better 
off  if  the  truth  were  known  than 
you  or  I. " 

"  Well  she  has  always  been  sup- 
posed to  own  thousands  in  her 
own  right.  Of  course,  I  don't 
know  anything  about  it,  but  any- 
way she  is  able  to  afford  a  black 
dress  to  go  in  mourning  for  her 
own  child;  and  not  disgrace  the 
whole  community  by  her  queer 
actions." 

"Well  I  could  forgive  her  in 
not  wearing  mourning,  but  to  see 


her  out  to  a  pic-nic  and  her  child 
not  dead  three  days,  not  cold  in 
his  grave,  it  made  my  blood  run 
cold.  Such  utter  heartlessness  I 
never  saw. " 

"And  she  don't  seem  to  care 
one  cent  about  it  either;  for  she 
told  Mrs.  Merryweather  when  she 
was  there  that  some  one  had  said 
to  her  that  she  was  looking  un- 
usually cheerful  for  one  who  had 
gone  through  such  a  trial,  and  she 
calmly  replied  that  there  were 
worse  sorrows  than  death." 

"Never I"  exclaimed  the  young 
mother.  "  What  on  earth  can  she 
be  made  of  I  Worse  than  death! 
What  can  she  mean?  I  can 
think  of  nothing  worse  than  to 
lose  my  children;  I  think  that 
would  be  the  worst  trial  I  could 
ever  be  visited  with.  She  must 
be  awfully  cold-blooded.  I  can't 
understand  it.  It  seems  too  much 
like  heathenism." 

"That's  what  Mrs.  Merr3rweather 
said  to  her.  She  told  her  she  did 
not  think  anything  could  ever  be 
a  greater  trial  to  her  than  was  the 
loss  of  that  beautiful  boy  which, 
you  remember,  died  two  years 
ago.  But  Mrs.  Armitage  only 
said  in  reply  to  Mrs.  Merry- 
weather,  'well  you  have  children 
who  are  not  dead  yet,  nor  are  they 
grown  up.  You  may  some  day 
have  a  trial  which  will  be  as  light 
to  darkness  in  comparison  to 
death.'" 

"Sisters,"  said  the  lady  of  the 
house  in  gentle  tones,  "for  you 
are  all  in  the  Church  and  are  my 
sisters,  are  you  in  a  hurry?  If 
not  I  would  like  you  to    stay  here 
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the  rest  of  the  afternoon  and  let 
us  have  a  good  old-fashioned 
visit.  Your  talk  has  set  me 
thinking  and  I  am  anxious  to  have 
this  whole  matter  thoroughly  dis- 
cussed and  understood  before  we 
part.  Now  if  you  will  stay  all  the 
afternoon,  I  will  go  out  and  have 
dinner  prepared  and  we  will  make 
a  day  of  it.  Do  stay,  for  we  are 
going  to  have  strawberries  and 
cream,  the  first  of  the  season. 
And  I  know  you  will  all  enjoy 
them. " 

To  be  sure  they  would,  for  Mrs. 
Arnold's  dinners  were  justly  cele- 
brated for  excellence  and  her  house 
was  the  pleasantest  in  the  whole 
town  in  which  to  spend  an  after- 
noon. 

So  after  arrangements  had  been 
made  to  send  word  round  to  the 
various  homes  of  the  three  visit- 
ing ladies,  the  whole  number  sat 
down  in  the  quiet  restfulness  of 
their  various  easy  chairs  to  have 
a  genuine  good  time. 

"Now,"  said  the  lady  of  the 
house,  "let  us  take  up  this  mat- 
ter of  Mrs.  Armitage  and  let  me 
express  my  opinion  as  you  have 
told  yours.  You  know  that  I  am 
no  particular  friend  to  her,  any 
more  than  to  you  or  to  anyone 
else  who  belongs  to  our  Church; 
but  I  know  something  of  her  life 
and  character,  and  I  am  free  to 
confess  that  I  can't  agree  in  the 
estimate  you  have  evidently 
formed  of  her  actions.  In  the 
first  place,  I  can't  see  the  least 
thing  out  of  the  way  in  her  going 
down  to  the  pic-nic.  What  harm 
was  there  in  that?" 


"Oh,"  chorused  all  three  of 
the  ladies  in  a  breath,  "you  are 
surely  joking.  Don't  you  re- 
member that  her  child  had  not 
been  dead  three  days,  was  in  fact 
but  just  buried  the  day  before, 
and  she  was  out  to  a  merry- 
making.     It  was  simply  horrible.  " 

"Why  so?  I  can't  see  anything 
horrible  or  even  out  of  the  way, 
in  such  a  thing.  She  had  suffered 
all  she  could  bear,  and  her  nerves 
were  all  strained  up  to  their  high- 
est pitch  and  she  doubtless 
thought  a  change  of  scene  and  air 
would  be  good  for  her.  I  think 
it  was  the  most  sensible  thing  she 
could  do  under  the  circumstances. 
If  she  felt  like  going  out,  why 
should  we  condemn  her?" 

"I  can't  see  what  she  wanted 
out  in  such  a  place  at  such  a 
time.  I  should  think  she  would 
want  to  stay  at  home  for  a  few 
days  anyway. " 

"What  for?"  asked  the  lady  of 
the  house. 

"Oh,  to  get  over  her  grief  a 
little.  And  she  was  actually  as 
cheerful  as  if  nothing  had  hap- 
pened to  her.  I  could  not  see 
the  least  difference  in  her  manner 
or  her  speech. " 

"My  dear,  what  difference  did 
you  expect  to  see?  Did  you  sup- 
pose that  a  woman  like  Mrs. 
Armitage  would  go  about  with  a 
solemn  face  and  a  handkerchief 
up  to  her  eyes  over  any  kind  of 
grief!  I  do  not.  I  have  known 
her  for  some  years,  and  I  can 
truthfully  say  that  I  never  saw  her 
drag  out  her  private  woes  for  any 
one  to  cry  over.      She  undoubtedly 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


18 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL. 


has  suffering  to  bear,  else  she 
would  not  live  on  this  earth,  and 
the  look  in  her  face  is  of  one  who 
has  borne  much  and  suffered  much. 
That  she  keeps  her  troubles  to 
herself  is  greatly  to  her  credit. 
As  for  her  going  down  to  the 
Sunday  School  pic-nic,  I  can't 
see  anything  at  all  out  of  place  in 
that.  She  has  been  confined  to 
the  house  for  several  months  with 
her  sick  children,  and  certainly 
no  one  needed  to  go  out  more 
than  she.  I  am  sorry  that  we  as 
Latter-day  Saints  don't  try  to 
practice  what  we  preach  and  pre- 
tend to  believe.  We  are  always 
saying  that  we  do  not  mourn  as 
the  world  do,  without  hope  nor 
do  we  have  any  uncertainty  as  to 
the  future  of  our  dear  dead.  On 
the  contrary  we  rejoice  in  words 
at  least  to  know  that  they  have 
finished  their  mission  on  this  sad 
earth  and  have  gone  home  to  their 
rest  and  glory.  At  the  same  time 
we  cling  so  closely  to  the  tradi- 
tions of  our  fathers  and  of  the  vain 
world,  that  if  any  one  is  brave 
and  strong  enough  to  carry  out  in 
practice  what  we  believe  in  words, 
and  not  mourn  nor  grieve  in  a  de- 
spairing fashion,  we  are  all  ready 
to  pounce  upon  that  person  and 
call  him  or  her  heartless  and  cruel 
for  his  courage  and  faith.  We  be- 
lieve that  God  orders  everything 
for  our  good,  and  yet  when  this 
poor  soul  who  I  know  has  suffered 
very  much  in  this  her  last  sore 
trial,  seeks  to  shake  off  her  selfish 
grief  and  to  resume  as  soon  as 
possible  her  place  in  the  ward  and 
world  witnout  a   visible   moan   or 


an  assumption  of  grief,  we  axe 
horrified  and  ready  to  treat  her 
with  contempt.  Do  you  think 
it  would .  have  been  better  for 
her  to  ride  out  to  the  grave 
yard  and  there  spend  the  day  in 
weeping  and  mourning?" 

"Well  I  think  it  would  have 
looked  better,  and  I  could  have 
felt  really  sorry  for  her  if  she 
had  showed  that  she  felt  bad. 
As  for  me  that's  exactly  what  I 
should  have  wanted  to  do,  for  the 
spot  where  my  dear  little  babe  is 
buried  is  the  most  precious  spot 
on  this  earth  to  me." 

"That  may  be  true  as  to  Mrs. 
Armitage;  but  because  it  is  the 
most  sacred  spot,  is  that  any 
reason  why  she  or  you  should  go 
there  while  your  loss  is  still  so 
fresh  as  to  make  you  wild  and 
frantic  with  grief?  Oh  how  can 
we  so  misunderstand  the  gospel 
of  peace  and  Jove!  To  me  any- 
thing that  savors  of  copying  after 
the  foolish  and  vain  customs  of 
the  world  is  unworthy  of  a  Saint 
and  should  never  be  countenanced. 
It  is  the  habit  of  the  world  to 
shut  themselves  up  in  their  homes 
after  a  loss  by  death,  and  receive 
no  caller  nor  even  go  out  any- 
where, as  if  that  showed  any 
respect  to  the  dead.  Why  if  our 
dead  could  speak  to  us  they  would 
say,  don't  shed  one  tear  for  me, 
for  I  am  supremely  happy,  and  if 
you  will  only  cease  grieving  for 
me  I  can  then  be  at  utter  peace. 
Mrs.  Armitage  is  a  woman  who 
seeks  to  live  her  religion  in  every 
way  possible  to  her  nature.  If 
she  was  cheerful  and    pleasant    it 
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was  an  evidence  that  God  had 
heard  her  prayers  and  those  of 
her  friends,  and  soothed  her 
grief  so  that  it  was  at  least  bear- 
able. Why  should  you  priay  for 
God  to  comfort  those  who  mourn 
if  you  do  not  mean  it?  Do  you 
want  Him  to  be  a  year  or  so 
about  it?  How  inconsistent  we 
sometimes  are  I" 

The  lady  spoke  in  so  gentle  and 
so  sweet  a  way,  and  she  was  with- 
al so  lovable  and  kindly  a  woman 
that  her  rebukes  sounded  like  lov- 
ing arguments  and  none  could 
be  offended  with  her.  But  the 
young  mother  hastened  to  defend 
her  previous  statements  by  adding 
others. 

"Yes,  but  you  should  have  seen 
her,"  she  continued  eagerly,  "with 
a  pink  dress  on,  actuall}'  a  pink 
dress  on!  At  the  funeral  she  wore 
a  white  dress  and  her  little  girl 
was  dressed  in  white,  too,  with- 
out even  a  black  ribbon,  that  was 
bad  enough;  but  a  pink  dress. 
Weill" 

The  little  woman  was  too  much 
overcome  with  the  remembrance 
of  it  to  say  more. 

"Then  what?  Do  you  think 
people  can't  feel  bad  without 
showing  it  to  all  the  world  by 
putting  on  mourning?  Why 
shouldn't  we  put  on  mourning  at 
things  which  are  far  worse  to  bear 
than  death?  There,  I  am  coming 
to  that  in  a  minute,  but  let  us 
speak  of  this  black  dress  and  crape 
business  first.  Don't  you  remem- 
ber that  Pres.  Brigham  Young  said 
in  his  will  that  his  family  were  not 
to  wear  mourning  for   him?     And 


what  could  be  more  beautiful  than 
white  to  express  the  sorrow,  pure, 
sweet,  God-given  sorrow  of  a 
Saint  in  the  temporary  separation 
from  dear  and  loved  ones?  The 
Chinese  are  wiser  than  the  Chris- 
tian world:  they  always  wear  pure 
white  for  their  dead.  I  think  I 
never  saw  anything  more  lovely 
and  uplifting  to  the  soul  than  were 
the  arrangements  and  decorations 
at  Pres.  Daniel  H.  Wells'  funerah 
It  was  like  a  touch  of  the  heavenly 
things  we  are  all  looking  forward 
to  with  so  much  longing.  I  hope 
the  practice  will  become  universal 
among  our  people  of  having  white 
instead  of  black  to  surround  our 
dead.  I  am  reminded  of  the 
saying  of  that  great  and  good  man, 
Henry  Ward  Beecher  to  those 
about  his  dying  bed:  'When  I 
am  dead,'  he  said,  'I  wish  no  one 
to  wear  black  for  me,  nor  to  have 
anything  black  about  the  house. 
Let  everything  be  light,  pure  and 
beautiful.  For,'  said  he,  1  ex- 
pect and  hope  to  go  to  Paradise, 
not  to  Purgatory.'  Isn't  there  a 
whole  sermon  in  that?  Just  think 
of  it  when  you  get  home.  Here 
comes  Sister  Anderson;  I  hope 
she  will  stay  all  the  afternoon, 
too. " 

The  lady  hurried  out  into  the 
hall  to  meet  her  guest. 

"She  says  she  can  stay,  so  we 
will  have  to  tell  her  what  we  are 
talking  about,  for  I  am  not  half 
through. " 

Thereupon  the  subject  of  con- 
versation was  repeated  to  the  new- 
comer. She  was  a  woman  of  few 
words,   was    Mrs.     Anderson,     but 
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those  words  were  always  well 
chosen  and  she  never  spoke,  her 
friends  said,  unless  she  had  some- 
thing   worth    speaking    about. 

"Now  I  know  Nellie  will  agree 
with  me,"  said  the  young  mother, 
"for  she  put  on  mourning  when 
her  baby  died  and  wore  it  for  a 
long  while." 

"Yes,  I  did,  because  I  felt  that 
I  wanted  to,"  chimed  in  Mrs. 
Anderson  after  hearing  what  was 
the  subject  of  the  conversation. 
"  I  had  to  get  a  new  dress,  for  my 
others  were  all  worn  out,  and  my 
new  black  dress  was  such  a  good 
one  it  lasted  a  long  while;  but 
Sister  Armitage  has  plenty  of 
clothes  I  infer,  and  if  she  wants 
to  wear  a  bright  green  one,  I  am 
sure  I  shall  be  perfectly  willing, 
for  I  suppose  her  feelings  and  her 
clothes  are  quite  as  separate  and 
distinct  things  as  some  people*s 
are  interwoven. " 

This  was  unbearable  for  Nellie 
Anderson  with  her  keen  tongue  to 
join  in  with  the  lady  of  the  house; 
so  all  three  of  the  visiting  ladies 
spent  at  least  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
trying  to  convince  the  other  two 
that  their  own  ideas  on  the  sub- 
ject were  right  and  what  is  more 
than  all,  that  they  were  popular 
and  fashionable. 

"You  folks  say  you  could  have 
felt  sorry  for  Mrs.  Armitage  if 
she  had  behaved  herself  as  other 
people  do,"  said  Sister  Anderson. 
"Well  if  I  know  her  at  all,  I 
should  say  that  she  wouldn't  give 
a  fig  for  either  your  opinion  nor 
your  sympathy.  She  is  amply  able 
to  get  along    with     a     great    deal 


more  criticism  than  this,  if  -she 
only  thinks  she  is  doing  right. 
If  you  were  to  say  that  she  often 
says  foolish  things  or  that  she  is 
not  nearly  so  good  as  she  ought 
to  be,  that  being  true  would  hurt 
her  and  make  her  try  and  do 
better.  But  when  you  criticise 
her  for  doing  that  which  she  and 
every  other  sensible  person  would 
think  was  right  and  best,  she 
would  simply  smile  if  she  were 
being  criticised  for  it.  She  be- 
lieves that  we  all  have  to  suffer 
the  persecution  of  unjust  criticism 
even  at  the  hands  of  our  friends 
for  the  sake  of  truth  and  tor 
Christ's  sake.  She  would  even 
glory,  I  strongly  suspect,  in  the 
fact  that  her  conduct  had  attracted 
your  eyes  and  stirred  up  your 
minds  to  think  on  something  else 
beside  your  hired  girls  and  your 
baby's  colic.  Don't  for  pity's 
sake  tell  her  you  don't  sympathize 
with  her,  for  she  would  tell  you 
she  was  glad  of  it. " 

It  was  too  bad,  for  Nellie 
Anderson  to  add  her  sharp  elo- 
quence to  that  of  her  riend's 
gentle  remonstrance.  But  Nellie 
had  got  something  to  say,  and  she 
went  right  on  saying  it. 

"Your  talk  about  Sister  Armi- 
tage not  putting  on  mourning 
reminds  me  of  a  friend  of  mine, " 
and  the  speaker  laughed  a  sar- 
castic, cutting  laugh  that  was  as 
expressive  as  it  was  quiet;  "This 
friend  had  a  dear  and  intimate 
friend  who  was  lying  very  sick, 
and  one  evening  the  doctor  said 
she  could  not  possibly  live  till 
morning.     Whereupon    this     lady 
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came  over  to  my  house  and  bit- 
terly bemoaned  the  fact  that  she 
hadn't  a  black  dress  to  wear  to 
the  funeral.  She  said  if  her 
friend  lived  till  morning,  she 
should  at  once  get  a  dressmaker 
at  work.  I  am  inclined  to  believe 
that  she  did  not  even  wait  till 
morning,  for  the  next  two  days 
found  her  busy  with  her  dress- 
maker, and  at  the  close  of  that 
time  she  had  a  heavy  mourning 
costume.  I  am  happy  to  add  that 
her  friend  did  not  die  for  two 
years  after,  and  my  friend  had 
the  pleasure  of  wearing  that  dress 
and  several  more  out  before  the 
other  lady  died.  But  that  is  the 
way  with  our  silly  women,  they 
think  more  about  their  mourning 
than  they  do  about  their  dead. 
It  is  disgusting."  And  the  spak- 
er's  lips  and  eyes  expressed  very 
vividly  the  contempt  she  felt  of 
such  unwomanly  exhibitions. 

"Thanks,  Nellie,  for  your  assis- 
tance in  defending  Mrs.  Armitage. 
I  was  wanting  some  help,  for 
these  three  little  mothers  were  al- 
most too  strong  for  me,  and  I  was 
about  to  desert  the  field.  But 
before  I  did  so,  I  wanted  to  say 
something  about  an  expression 
made  by  one  of  you  folks;  and 
that  was  that  there  were  no 
sorrows  worse  than  death  to  your 
minds.  You  are  all  comparatively 
young  women,  or  you  would  never 
say  such  a  thing.  You  have  none 
of  you  had  any  of  the  really  bitter 
sorrows  of  life  to  bear,  and  so  you 
cannot  imagine  anything  worse 
than  death.  One  of  you  in  speak- 
ing about   Sister    Armitage   going 


to  the  pic-nic  said  that  if  she  had 
not  done  so  you  could  have 
grieved  in  sympathy  with  her. 
This  is  just  where  we  as  Saints 
too  often  err;  we  think  we  must 
act  as  Mrs.  Grundy  wants  us  to, 
or  we  shall  be  laughed  at.  Now 
do  you  know  that  you  and  I  are 
Mrs.  Grundy,  and  if  we  would 
only  cease  from  this  baneful  habit 
of  criticising  people  for  doing  as 
they  do,  we  would  be  soon  ready 
for  greater  light  from  God  and 
more  perfect  ways  of  living.  If 
we  must  find  some  fault,  let  it  be 
with  ourselves,  for  that  is  cer- 
tainly not  to  harm  any  one  else, 
even  if  it  is  not  very  pleasant  for 
us." 

"  I  don't  believe  in  finding  much 
fault  with  ourselves,  if  we  do,  our 
friends  all  find  out  our  weaknesses 
and  the  devil  finds  them  out,  too," 
said  Nellie  Anderson. 

"You  are  right,  Nellie,  but  if 
we  must  choose  between  two  evils, 
it  is  better  to  choose  the  least. 
In  speaking  about  there  being 
worse  sorrows  than  death  I  am  re- 
minded of  a  circumstance  which 
happened  in  my  own  family  some 
years  ago.  I  will  tell  it  to  you  for 
it  bears  upon  this  subject.  I  will 
call  it  My  Sister's  Story. 

(to  be  continued.) 


It  is  a  Christian  consideration, 
one  of  God's  greatest  mercies, 
that  this  world  is  full  of  troubles; 
for,  if  we  so  much  court  her  now 
she  is  foul,  what  would  we  do  if 
she  were  beautiful?  If  we  take 
such  pains  to  gather  thorns  and 
thistles,  what  would  we  do  for 
figs  and  grapes! 
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HISTORICAL  SKETCH  OF  THE  CHURCH 

FROM  THE  TME  OF  THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  THE  PROPHETS  JOSEPH  SMITfi 

AND  HYRUM  SMITH. 


XIII. 

In  the  fall  of  the  year  1844  the 
Church  had  a  foothold  in  various 
parts  of  the  United  States,  the 
Canadas,  Nova  Scotia,  England, 
Scotland,  Ireland,  Wales,  and 
islands  of  the  sea.  It  was  looked 
upon  in  a  contemptuous  manner 
by  the  self-professed  orthodox 
churches,  and  was  treated  with 
that  lack  of  charity  that  is  com- 
manded in  the  gospel.  But  now 
being  formidable  in  numbers, 
knowing  no  distrust  in  its  divine 
mission,  and  inspired  by  the  Spirit 
of  its  Author,,  it  rolled  forth  from 
sea  to  sea  by  that  majestic  power 
that  is  known  to  none,  except  to 
those  who  are  born  again  of  the 
water  and  the  Spirit. 

The  Elders  of  the  Church  were 
aware  that  the  gospel  of  the  king- 
dom must  be  preached  to  all  na- 
tions. They  had  to  contend  with 
the  bigotry,  prejudice,  and  reli- 
gious ignorance  of  the  age.  They 
had  to  battle  with  long  established 
opinions,  long-continued  prac- 
tices, and  endless  variety  of  ritu- 
als that  had  become  honored  and 
venerated  with  age  and  tradition. 
Collegiate  education  had  given 
the  clergy,  among  the  unthinking 
masses,  prestige,  "to  the  form  of 
godliness,"  without  the  "power" 
that  characterize  this  gospel  of  our 
Lord  and  Savior.  Richly  adorned 
churches,  magnificent  cathedrals, 
and  extravagant  salaries  prompted 


men  to  canonize  false  doctrines 
and  false  teachers,  and  made 
merchandise  of  the  pure  and  holy 
doctrines  of  the  meek  and  humble 
Nazarene.  The  greatest  flood  of 
falsehoods  that  mankind  could  in- 
vent were  circulated  by  priests  and 
people  in  every  land  and  clime, 
in  order  to  prevent  the  ministry 
of  the  Elders  from  being  "pro- 
claimed. 

The  missionaries  were  maligned 
with  malicious  falsehoods,  by  the 
press,  in  the  pulpit,  and  by  the 
masses.  Nothing  shielded  them 
but  the  power  of  God.  With 
courage  and  faith,  unsurpassed, 
they  carried  the  message  of  peace 
and  good  will  to  nations  who  sat 
in  ignorance  and  darkness,  con- 
cerning the  plan  of  divine  re- 
demption. The  reception  they 
received  was  but  a  repetition  of  the 
hatred  manifested  in  the  days  of 
our  Savior  and  His  apostles. 
Mosheim,  the  historian,  speaking 
of  the  ancient  apostles  and  dis- 
ciples said:  "The  innocence  and 
virtue  that  distinguished  so  emi- 
nently the  lives  of  Christ's 
servants,  and  the  spotless  purity 
of  the  doctrine  they  taught,  were 
not  sufficient  to  defend  them 
against  the  virulence  and  malig- 
nity of  the  Jews.  The  priests 
and  rulers  of  that  abandoned 
people,  not  only  loaded  with  in- 
juries and  reproaches  the  apostles 
of  Jesus,  and  their  disciples,  but 
condemned      many      of     them     to 
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death,  and  executed  in  the  most 
irregular  and  barbarous  manner 
their  sanguinary  decrees.  The 
murder  of  Stephen,  of  James  the 
son  of  Zebedee,  and  of  James,  sur- 
named  the  Just  (see  Josephus, 
book  20,  chapter  8),  furnish  dread- 
ful examples  of  the  truth  of  what 
we  here  advance.  This  odious 
malignity  of  Jewish  doctors, 
against  the  heralds  of  the  gospel, 
undoubtedly  originated  in  the 
secret  apprehension  that  the 
progress  of  Christianity  would 
destroy  the  credit  of  Judaism,  and 
lead  to  the  abolition  of  their 
pompous  ceremonies.  The  Jews 
who  lived  out  of  Palestine,  in  the 
Roman  provinces,  did  not  yield 
to  those  at  Jerusalem,  in  point  of 
cruelty  to  the  innocent  disciples 
of  Christ. 

We  learn  from  the  history  of 
the  acts  of  the  apostles,  and  other 
records  of  unquestionable  author- 
it}',  that  they  spared  no  labor,  but 
zealously  seized  every  occasion  of 
animating  the  magistrates  against 
the  Christians,  and  instigating  the 
multitude  to  demand  their  de- 
struction. The  high  priest  of  the 
nation,  and  the  Jews  who  dwelt 
in  Palestine,  where  instrumental 
in  exciting  the  rage  of  these 
foreign  Jews  against  the  infant 
church,  by  sending  messengers  to 
exhort  them,  not  only  to  avoid  all 
intercourse  with  the  Christians, 
but  also  to  persecute  them  in  the 
most  vehement  manner.  For  this 
inhuman  order,  they  endeavored 
to  find  out  the  most  plausible  pre- 
texts; and  therefore,  they  gave 
out,     that     the     Christians     were 


enemies  to  the  Roman  emperor, 
since  they  acknowledge  the  author- 
ity of  a  certain  person  whose 
name  was  Jesus,  whom  Pilate  had 
punished  capitally  as  a  malefactor 
by  a  most  righteous  sentence,  and 
on  whom,  nevertheless,  they  con- 
ferred the  royal  dignity.  These 
perfidious  insinuations  had  the  in- 
tended effect,  and  the  rage  of  the 
Jews  against  the  Christians  was 
conveyed  from  father  to  son,  from 
age  to  age;  so  that  the  church  of 
Christ  had,  in  no  period,  more 
bitter  and  desperate  enemies  than 
the  very  people,  to  whom  the  im- 
mortal Savior  was  more  especially 
sent. 

The  martyrdom  of  Christ  and 
His  apostles,  led  to  the  most  im- 
portant results,  not  merely  as  first 
revealing  that  great  lesson  which 
mankind  has  been  so  slow  to 
learn,  that  religious  persecution 
always  advances  the  cause  it  en- 
deavors to  repress;  it  proved 
that  the  Christian  faith,  was 
stronger  than  death.  Thenceforth 
its  triumph  was  secure.  Saul  joined 
the  crusade,  breathing  out  threat- 
enings  and  slaughter  against  the 
disciples  of  the  Lord,  went  to  the 
high  priest,  and  desired  of  him 
letters  to  Damascus  to  the  syna- 
gogues, that  if  he  found  any  of 
this  way,  whether  they  were  men 
or  women,  he  might  bring  them 
bound  unto  Jerusalem.  He  ar- 
rived at  Damascus,  blinded  for  a 
time,  humbled,  and  that  his  first 
step  had  been  openly  to  join  him- 
self to  that  party  which  he  had 
threatened  to  exterminate. 
Thus    we     find    that    history    has 
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repeated  itself  in  this  age.  It  is 
recorded  anciently,  that  in  the 
midst  of  much  opposition,  that 
"the  word  of  God  increased;  and 
the  number  of  the  disciples  multi- 
plied in  Jerusalem  greatly;  and  a 
company  of  the  priests  were  obe- 
dient to  the  faith."  Again  it  is 
written,  "And  upori  a  set  day 
Herod,  arrayed  in  royal  apparel, 
sat  upon  his  throne,  and  made  an 
oration  unto  them.  And  the 
people  gave  a  shout,  saying,  It  is 
the  voice  of  God  and  not  of  man. 
And  immediately  the  angel  of  the 
Lord  smote  him  because  he  gave 
not  God  the  glory:  and  he  was 
eaten  of  worms,  and  gave  up  the 
ghost.  But  the  word  of  God  grew 
and  multiplied." 

The  gospel  has  spread  and  made 
converts  in  this  dispensation  under 
similar  circumstances.  Many  who 
have  opposed  the  truth,  have 
been  converted  when  they  under- 
stood it.  Like  Saul,  when  they 
became  enlightened,  they  became 
zealous  in  good  works.  Herod 
met  a  just  penalty,  the  result  of 
his  false  ambition  and  wickedness. 
God  will  not  be  mocked.  Like 
Pharaoh  he  fell  a  victim  to  his 
vain  and  rebellious  heart.  Many 
have  met  an  untimely  grave,  by 
opposing  the  truth,  in  our  day, 
to  our  personal  knowledge.  If 
the  lamentable  fate  of  those  who 
have  fought  the  truth,  knowingly, 
within  the  last  sixty  years,  were 
fully  written,  it  would  fill  many 
volumes.  The  mark  of  Cain,  and 
of  Judas,  and  of  Arnold,  in  some 
degree,  is  engraven  on  the  monu- 
mental memory,  of   all    who    have 


betrayed  trust.  There  is  most 
singular  providence  accompanying 
betrayal  in  this  life;  it  brings  its 
own  rewards.  It  bears  the  seed 
of  its  own  punishment  in  this 
life  and  in  the  life  to  come.  On 
the  contrary,  fidelity  to  a  superior 
power  generates  life  in  all  its  re- 
lations, evermore.  It  is  the  good 
works  that  will  induce  others  to 
glorify  our  heavenly  Father.  Good 
works  imply  the  uniform  habits 
of  a  life  inspired  with  supreme 
love  to  God  and  truth.  If  we 
have  not  this — however  accurate 
our  theology,  and  holy  our  pro- 
fessions, our  character  will  be 
but  as  salt  that  has  "lost  its 
savor. " 

It  was  thus  with  the  Jewish 
nation;  they  were  considered  an 
orthodox  people,  regular  in  re- 
ligious sevices,  but  they  had  no 
spiritual  life,  and  were  fit  for 
nothing  but  the  fate  that  awaited 
them,  but  to  be  cast  out,  and  to 
be  trodden  under  the  crushing  foot 
of  pagan  Rome.  The  light  of 
Christ  flashed  a  light  upon  the 
currupt  heart  of  their  society,  and 
made  it  blush.  Night  cannot  re- 
tain its  darkness,  in  the  presence 
of  the  sun. 

Christ  told  His  apostles:  "Ye 
are  the  light  of  the  world.  A  city 
that  is  set  on  a  hill  cannot  be  hid. " 
A  true  disciple  is  a  light  reflect- 
ing the  will  of  God;  He  shines  in 
him  and  through  him.  His  con- 
versation, his  conduct,  his  spirit, 
are  rays  of  light  from  heaven. 
The  disciples  are  commanded, 
"Let  your  light  so  shine  before 
men."     Here  is  a  divine  command 
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urging  it.  In  connection  with  the 
labors  of  the  ministry  to  spread 
the  gospel,  its  subjects  feel  bound 
by  this  solemn  obilgation  to 
make  its  diffusion  the  grand  end 
of  their  being. 

This  has  been  the  case  with  all 
the  faithful  members  of  the 
Church  in  our  day.  Their  lives 
has  been  devoted  to  the  cause  of 
truth.  Consecration  of  their  time 
and  their  all  have  been  on  the 
altar,  subject  to  God's  call,  to 
spread  the  truth,  and  enlighten 
the  nations  in  the  religion  re- 
vealed from  heaven.  At  the  death 
of  the  Prophets,  the  power  of 
their  mission  rested  on  their 
brethren  who  remained,  more 
abundantly  than  before,  and  it  has 
remained  in  the  Church  to  the 
present.  The  "signs,"  promised 
to  follow  the  believers  are  daily 
with  the  faithful.  They  have 
ceased  to  cause  surprise  among 
the  Elders,  as  they  have  become 
identified  with  the  daily  labors  of 
their  ministry. 

During  the  fall  of  the  year 
1844,  the  Elders  labored  diligently 
in  the  United  States,  and  in 
various  parts  of  the  earth,  preach- 
ing the  gospel.  Conferences  were 
held  in  the  following  places: 
Southfield  Centre,  Oakland  County, 
Michigan;  Easton,  Northampton 
County,  Pa.;  Philadelphia  City; 
St.  Louis;  Tazewell  County,  Va. ; 
Quincy,  111. ;  New  Trenton,  Frank- 
lin County,  lo. ;  Livonia,  Wayne 
County,  Michigan,  and  Comstock, 
Kalamazoo  County,  Michigan.  In 
all  of  those  conferences,  it  was 
unanimously     resolved,     that    the 


Saints  should  sustain  the  Twelve 
Apostles,  as  the  first  Presidency 
of  the  Church.  They  promised 
to  tithe  themselves  according  to 
their  several  abilities,  and  to  aid 
in  the  building  of  the  Temple  at 
Nauvoo.  A  conference  was  held 
in  Liverpool,  England,  on  Sunday 
the  8th,  of  Sep.  1844.  Elder  J.  A. 
Stralton  was  chosen  to  preside. 
The  following  branches  were  re- 
presented: Liverpool,  North 
Wales,  Washington  and  Newton, 
St.  Helens.  Total,  636  members, 
including  officers.  Conferences 
were  held  at  Chalford,  August  the 
19th,  1844.  At  Edinburg,  Scot- 
land, on  Sep.  8th,  comprising 
eight  branches,  and  including  428 
members,  13  Elders,  17  Priests,  8 
Teachers  and  3  Deacons.  At 
Leicester,  England,  on  the  28th 
of  August,  comprising  140  mem- 
bers, 4  Elders,  12  Priests,  2 
Teachers  and  3  Deacons.  At 
Clitheroe,  on  the  22nd  of  Sep- 
tember, 1844,  comprising  302 
members,  15  Elders,  21  Priests, 
17  Teachers  and  4  Deacons.  On 
the  6th  of  December,  1844,  Apostle 
Wilford  Woodruff  and  family,  in 
company  with  Elders  H.  Clark, 
and  D.  Jones  and  their  families, 
and  Elders  Milton  Holmes  and 
Leonard  Hardy,  sailed  from  New 
York,  in  the  packet  ship  John  R. 
Skiddy,  for  Liverpool,  England, 
there  to  commence  their  labors 
in  the  ministry.  "  May  the  God  of 
Israel  send  them  a  smooth  sea  and 
a  fair  wind. "   N.    V.  Prophet. 

The  Times  and  Seasons  added  : 
"We  are  happy  to  give  the  above 
information.      It    is    gratifying    to 
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thus  witness  the  servants  of  the 
Lord  go  forth  to  the  nations  of 
the  earth,  to  call  the  inhabitants 
thereof  to  the  supper  of  the  Lamb 
— God  bless  them." 

They  arrived  at  Liverpool,  Jan- 
uary 4th,  1845.  On  the  following 
day,  Elders  Henry  Cuerden  and 
George  Slater  arrived  there. 

The  Millennial  Star  says :  "  We 
congratulate  the  Churches  on  the 
arrival  of  such  a  reinforcement 
from  head-quarters,  and  feel  to  re- 
joice in  the  prospect  of  the 
beneficial  results  that  we  antici- 
pate from  this  visit. " 

We  find  the  following  signed  by 
Pres.  B.  Young,  in  Millennial  Star 
Vol.  V:  "To  all  the  Elders  in 
Europe.  Greeting:  We  send  our 
beloved  Brother,  Wilford  Wood- 
ruff, to  England,  to  take  charge 
of  all  the  business  transactions 
pertaining  to  the  Church  of  Jesus 
Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints,  both 
spiritual  and  temporal,  we  wish 
you  to  give  diligent  heed  to  his 
counsel  in  all  things;  and  as  we 
have  not  the  opportimity  of  in- 
forming you  of  what  has  tran- 
spired this  season,  by  letter,  our 
beloved  Brother  will  make  them 
known  unto  you,  all  things.  *  *  * 
The  God  of  Israel  will  com- 
municate to  His  disciples  from 
time  to  time  all  things  necessary 
for  the  building  up  of  His  king- 
dom upon  the  earth,  until  Israel 
is  gathered,  yea,  even  all  the 
blood  of  Abraham  scattered  over 
all  the  earth,  Zion  established, 
Jerusalem  rebuilt,  and  the  whole 
earth  be  filled  with  the  glory  and 
knowledge  of  God. " 


In  the  month  of  February,  1845, 
President  Woodruff  addressed  a 
very  interesting  epistle — "To  the 
officers  and  members  of  the  Church 
of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day 
Saints  in  the  British  Islands." 

We  here  enjoin  a  few  abstracts 
therefrom.  "Should  any  of  the 
Saints  have  formed  an  opinion 
that  the  Apostles,  Prophets,  or 
Saints  of  God  in  the  last  days 
would  not  seal  their  testimony 
with  their  blood,  I  wish  to  make 
it  as  an  error  by  citing  testimony 
upon  the  subject.  John  the 
Revelator,  while  wrapped  in  the 
visions  of  the  Almighty  saw  events 
that  were  to  transpire  in  the  last 
days,  before  the  second  advent  of 
the  Messiah;  and  in  the  opening 
of  the  fifth  seal,  he  "saw  under 
the  altar  the  souls  of  them  that 
had  been  slain  for  the  word  of 
God,  and  for  the  testimony  which 
they  held;  and  when  they  asked 
how  long  before  the  Lord  would 
judge  and  avenge  their  blood  on 
those  that  dwelt  on  the  earth,  they 
were  informed  they  must  rest  for 
a  little  season  until  their  fellow- 
servants  and  brethren  should  be 
killed  as  they  were.  *  *  * 
As  many  spirits  have  gone  out 
into  the  world  in  the  last  days, 
one  of  them  was  plainly  manifest 
in  the  prophetic  editors  of  many 
of  the  public  journals  of  the  day, 
by  prognosticating  that  as  the 
I  Prophet  was  dead,  the  work  of 
the  Latter-day  Saints  was  ended, 
that  they  would  disperse,  and  the 
cause  fall  away  and  die.  They 
might  as  well  have  said  in  the 
case  of  the  crucifixion    of   Christ, 
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because  He  was  dead,  that  this 
testimony  would  die,  and  His 
apostles  desert  the  cause,  and  the 
work  fall  to  the  ground  to  rise  no 
more  for  ever;  but  it  was  the  re- 
verse. His  testimony  just  began 
to  be  in  force,  His  apostles  having 
the  keys  of  the  kingdom,  walked 
up  into  the  calling,  and  magnified 
the  work,  three  thousand  souls 
uniting  with  them  in  one  day, 
while  the  work  spread  far  and 
wide.  So  it  will  be  in  this  case, 
the  testimony  of  the  late  martyred 
Prophets  will  now  be  in  force,  the 
principles  of  light,  knowledge,  and 
glory  that  have  flowed  from  their 
lips,  is  too  firmly  rivetted  in  the 
hearts  of  thousands  of  the  Saints 
to  die,  but  on  the  contrary  must 
live  and  bring  forth  fruit  to  the 
honor  and  glory  of  God.  The  fire 
of  eternal  truth,  and  the  power 
of  God,  have  burned  too  long  and 
deep  in  the  flesh  and  bones  of  the 
Twelve  Apostles  of  this  dispen- 
sation, while  sitting  under  the 
quickening  voice  and  testimony  of 
those  Prophets,  to  be  quenched 
with  anything  but  death,  neither 
will  it  permit  them  to  turn  from 
their  course  to  spend  their  time 
in  the  engagement  of  merchandise, 
farming  or  fishing.  A  double 
portion  of  the  Spirit  of  God,  and 
the  power  of  the  priesthood  will 
rest  upon  the  Elders  of  Israel  as 
they  go  forth  into  the  vineyard 
until  tens  of  thousands  will  rejoice 
in  the  fullness  of  the  gospel  of  the 
Son  of  God.  *  *  *  The  walls 
of  the  Temple  arose  much  faster 
then  ever  before,  the  laborers 
upon     that     house    manifested     a 


determination  not  to  leave  it  until 
it  was  finished,  even  if  they  ob- 
tained nothing  but  their  daily 
bread  for  their  reward.  ♦  ♦  * 
you  may  rest  assured  that  the 
quorum  of  the  Twelve  are  deter- 
mined to  carry  out  the  order  and 
principles  of  the  Church,  accord- 
ing to  the  law  of  God  and  of 
righteousness;  they  will  take  a 
decided  stand  against  every  prin- 
ciple or  practice  manifest  in  the 
Church,  contrary  to  the  law  of 
God,  of  reason,  revelation,  virtu© 
or  holiness.  *  *  *  The  Twelve 
are  not  alone  in  their  feelings  in 
this  important  work;  the  High 
Priests,  Seventies,  Elders  and 
Saints,  as  a  body  throughout 
America,  are  inspired  by  the  same 
spirit,  and  are  ready  as  one  man 
to  sustain  the  quorum  of  the 
Twelve  by  their  faith,  prayers, 
confidence  and  works,  and  carry 
out  those  glorious  principles  and 
measures,  the  foundation  of  which 
was  laid  by  the  martyred  Prophets 
of  God.  O  ye  Sainst  of  God  in 
Europe,  should  we  stand  still, 
withhold  our  tithings  and  offer- 
ings and  see  our  Brethren  in 
Nauvoo  build  that  Temple,  and 
then  like  Jacob  of  old  secure  alone 
unto  themselves  the  promised 
blessing  I  may  God  forbid;  rather 
let  all  the  Saints  throughout  the 
world  send  up  their  tithings,  with 
their  names  to  be  recorded  in  the 
Book  of  the  Law  of  the  Lord;  by 
so  doing  they  will  not  only  keep 
the  commandments  of  the  Lord, 
but  will  own  their  share  in  the 
house,  and  have  a  right  to  all  the 
promised     blessings,     ordinances, 
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oracles  and  endowments  which  will 
not  only  benefit  them,  but  their 
posterity  to  the  latest  generation. 
*  *  I  wish  most  strongly  to  urge 
upou  all  officers  and  members  of 
the  Church  throughout  this  realm, 
that  they  strictly  observe  and  abide 
by  the  laws  of  the  land,  so  long  as 
the  government  protects  our  lives, 
persons  and  property — guarantees 
unto  us  the  rights  of  conscience 
in  common  with  all  its  subjects, 
it  is  perfectly  right  that  we  should 
be    submissive    to  the  laws  of  the 


same;  and  for  us  to  honor  and 
respect  the  Queen  of  this  realm, 
with  all  the  officers  of  government 
in  their  respective  stations,  is  no 
more  than  following  the  example 
of  our  Lord  and  Master,  who  was 
ready  to  render  unto  Caesar  the 
things  that  were  Caesar's,  and 
unto  God  the  things  that  were 
God's,  and  any  course  of  conduct 
contrary  to  this  cannot  be  sus- 
tained by  the  authorities  of  this 
Church. " 

David  John, 


THEOLOGICAL 


FAITH  AND  REPENTANCE. 

The  first  requisite  of  any  man's 
religion  is  faith;  he  must  have 
faith  in  something,  or  he  believes 
nothing.  The  infidel  says  he  has 
no  faith,  but  that  is  not  true,  for 
he  does  have  faith  that  existence 
ends  with  this  life.  He  has  on 
knowledge  to  that  effect,  so  that 
his  belief  in  that  matter  is 
founded  on  faith.  The  China- 
man believes  that  his  Joss  has  the 
power  to  inflict- evil  or  to  reward 
good;  so  he  gives  this  image  his 
worship,  and  puts  his  faith  in  the 
almond-eyed  idol.  Now%  let  me 
say  here  that  the  heathens  who 
worship  images  are  in  precisely 
the  same  position  as  devout 
Catholics.  A  Catholic  says  he 
does  not  worship  the  images  of  the 
mother  of  our  Savior  and  of  the 
saints,  but  he  worships  the  soul 
or  divine  spirit  which  the  image 
is  a  copy  of.      The  image  is  but  to 


present  something  tangible  to  his 
mind,  not  that  he  believes  the 
image  itself  is  the  creature  of  his 
worship  but  it  represents  that 
which  he  worships.  It  is  precisely 
so  with  the  heathen,  the  Africans, 
the  Indians  who  worshiped  the 
sun,  the  Greeks,  the  Romans,  all 
heathendom  have  been  in  precisely 
the  same  condition.  Traditions 
of  God  have  been  handed  down  to 
them  and  as  they  have  lost  the 
light  and  way,  they  have  corrupted 
the  proper  symbols  and  have 
fashioned  various  likenesses  which 
have  been  something  tangible  to 
them.  To  me  there  is  something 
strangely  pitiful  in  the  blind 
worship  of  an  infidel  or  a 
Catholic;  it  is  an  acknowledge- 
ment that  the  soul  is  not  strong 
enough  to  live  by  faith  and  by 
every  word  that  proceedeth  from 
the  mouth  of  God,  but  that  some 
visible  form  or  likeness  must  be 
in    sight,  so  that  it  can    be    seen, 
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handled,  and  kissed.  It  is  like 
little  children  who  have  wandered 
in  the  woods,  and  who  have  lost 
all  trace  of  their  parents,  pick  up 
a  block  of  wood,  cut  it  out  in 
rude  semblance  of  the  features  of 
their  beloved  and  lost  parents  and 
setting  this  image  up,  go  to  cry, 
cry  out  their  griefs  and  endeavor 
to  draw  some  comfort  from  a  sup- 
posed likeness  to  the  loved  and 
lost.  I  have  been  in  a  Chinese 
Joss  house  when  the  devout  were 
prostrated  before  their  Joss,  and  I 
have  silently  bowed  my  head, 
and  prayed  to  my  Father  and 
their  Father  to  send  them  the 
light  and  truth  and  to  give  them 
faith  in  Him  instead  of  in  graven 
images.  I  have  seen  the  candles 
of  worship  alight  in  Catholic 
churches  and  houses  before  the 
picture  of  the  mother  of  Jesus, 
and  have  understood  the  reverence 
with  which  that  picture  was  re- 
garded by  devout  Catholics;  and 
when  they  have  kneeled  to  wor- 
ship, I  too  h.^ve  kneeled  arid 
prayed  to  my  Father  and  to  their 
Father  to  remove  the  veil  of  dark- 
ness from  their  eyes.  What  in- 
finite love  He  has  for  His 
children!  But  He  desires  us  to 
have  faith  in  Him,  not  in  any  sort 
of  image  of  Him  or  His  children. 
In  no  place  in  holy  scriptures  is 
there  a  way  pointed  out  to  get  this 
faith  but  by  faith  and  prayer. 
The  devils  in  hell  know  that  He 
exists,  but  as  they  do  not  abide 
by  the  law  of  faith  in  God  and 
prayer  to  His  name,  they  lose 
the  power  to  get  assistance  from 
Him. 


Now  then  my  dear  young  sisters, 
it  is  absolutely  necessary  that 
you  should  obtain  faith  in  God; 
how  are  you  to  obtain  that  faith? 
If  I  ask  any  of  you  if  you  know 
whether  He  lives,  you  will  most 
of  you  probably  answer  you  be- 
lieve so  and  that  you  have  never 
thought  about  anything  to  the 
contrary.  Very  well,  that  is 
good  so  far  as  it  goes,  but  it 
is  necessary  that  you  shall  know, 
not  think  nor  suppose  nor 
believe,  but  know  that  God  lives 
and  that  He  is  your  Father.  How 
is  this  knowledge  to  be  obtained? 
There  is  one  simple,  plain, 
straightforward  unmistakable  way 
to  find  out;  if  you  will  do  exactly 
as  I  tell  you,  and  let  me  add  in 
humility,  as  our  dear  Savior  Him- 
self said  was  the  way,  you  will 
gain  this  knowledge  and  it  will 
be  so  distinct  and  strong  to  your 
understanding  that  all  the  devils 
in  hell  could  not  shake  that  faith. 
When  I  say  the  devils  in  hell,  I 
mean,  too,  all  the  elements  of 
temptation  with  which  the  arch 
enemy  assails  the  children  of  men 
on  this  earth.  That  simple,  sure 
way,  is  to  pray  to  your  Father  in 
heaven  for  that  revelation.  No 
matter  now  if  you  do  not  alto- 
gether know  that  He  exists,  you 
have  sufficient  faith  in  Him  to 
pray  to  His  name;  do  this,  there- 
fore, asking  Him  to  give  you  reve- 
lation in  your  heart  that  He  lives 
and  is  the  Great  I  Am.  Pray,  do 
not  give  up,  if  it  takes  a  week,  a 
month,  a  year.  It  is  worth  all 
your  time  and  struggle.  Then 
perhaps  this  revelation  will  come 
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to  you  as  the  voice  of  God  came 
to  Elijah  in  the  cave  I  Not  in 
the  voice  of  the  thunder,  not  in 
the  roaring  wind,  but  in  the  still 
small  voice  that  spoke  to  his 
soul.  This  is  very  likely  the 
way  this  revelation  will  be  given 
to  you.  For  you  must  remember 
that  He  does  not  condescend  to 
show  Himself  to  His  creatures 
unless  some  great  and  important 
plan  involves  this  display.  Faith, 
after  all,  does  not  come  from  see- 
ing Him,  from  hearing  Him,  nor 
from  any  marvelous  manifesta- 
tion of  His  glory.  It  comes  from 
the  entrance  of  the  Holy  Spirit 
into  the  heart,  and  that  can  be 
obtained  best  only  by  faith  and 
prayer.  When  you  have  obtained 
this  faith,  and  I  promise  you  that 
it  shall  be  3'ours  if  you  will  ask 
Him  for  it,  then  you  must  obtain 
faith  in  the  Savior  and  in  the 
Holy  Ghost  in  precisely  the  same 
way.  Then  comes  another  step. 
You,  my  sisters,  have  all  been 
brought  up  in  the  Church,  and  so 
think  you  have  nothing  to  repent 
of,  and  therefore  that  the  law  of 
repentance  does  not  concern  you. 
But  I  want  to  tell  you  that  it  does 
concern  every  son  and  daughter 
of  Adam,  whether  born  under  the 
covenant  or  not.  And  this  is 
why:  this  world  is  a  fallen  world, 
and  we  that  inhabit  it  are  full  of 
proneness  to  fall  and  be  overcome 
by  temptation.  We  knew  this 
condition  and  joyfully  accepted  it 
before  we  came  to  take  a  body 
upon  this  earth.  If  you  have  ar- 
rived at  the  age  of  understanding 
I    am    positive  that    you  have    al- 


ready fallen  under  the  temptations 
of  sin,  if  in  ever  so  slight  a  form. 
Do  you  drink  tea,  or  coffee?  Do 
you  keep  the  Word  of  Wisdom 
in  regard  to  meat,  pork,  and  to 
the  injunctions  contained  therein? 
Do  you  honor  your  father  and 
your  mother  with  sweet  and  con- 
stant obedience?  Do  you  treat 
your  brother  and  your  sister 
with  due  and  proper  kindness  at 
all  times?  Do  you  attend  all  your 
meetings  with  fidelity  and  care? 
Do  you  pay  your  tithings  of  all 
the  small  sums  of  money  given 
you  or  earned  by  you?  Do  you 
give  of  your  plenty  to  feed  the 
poor,  to  clothe  the  naked,  and  do 
you  visit  the  orphan,  and  the 
woman  whose  husband  is  abroad 
on  a  foreign  mission?  Do  you,  in 
short,  keep  all  the  laws  of  the 
Church?  I  fear  not.  I  have  yet 
to  meet  with  such  a  perfect  in- 
dividual. So,  then,  there  are 
several  points  in  which  this  grand 
law  applies  to  each  and  every  one 
of  us.  I  fancy  many  people 
believe  that  the  law  of  repentance 
refers  solely  to  those  who  join  the 
Church  in  other  countries.  So 
far  as  I  am  personally  concerned, 
I  am  one  of  those  weak  and  faulty 
creatures  who  spend  half  their 
lives  in  repenting  of  sin  com- 
mitted in  the  other  half.  It  seems 
to  me  that  there  is  never  a  day 
passes  over  my  head  that  I  do  not 
have  some  sins  of  omission  or 
commission  to  seriously  repent 
of.  You  know  the  apostle  Paul 
tells  us  that  there  are  two  kinds 
of  repentance,  one  that  leads  to 
life  and  the     other     to     death.      I 
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have  wondered  if  one  could  not 
be  called  repentance,  and  the  other 
remorse.  Now,  he  says  that  we 
should  repent  with  a  repentance 
which  needs  not  be  repented*  of; 
but  it  has  taken  me  days,  months, 
and  even  years  of  constant,  daily 
repentance  to  overcome  and  rise 
above  some  sin  or  fault  of  my 
nature.  And  then,  when  I  can 
feel  a  bit  comfortable  over  one 
little  fault  that  I  thought  had 
been  nearly  overcome^  it  seems  to 
open  my  eyes  to  a  dozen  more  of 
much  greater  magnitude,  and  so 
the  fight  goes  on  day  by  day.  I 
have  spoken  thus- freely -of  mysdi, 
as  I  can  learn  of  some  one  else 
much  easier  when  he  speaks  of 
special  cases  than  when  he  spends 
his  time  in  dwelling  on  gener- 
alities. So  with  this  excuse,  I  shall 
use  what  illustrations  I  can  from 
my  own  mind  and  my  friends' 
lives  in  talking  to  you  upon  these 
subjects.  In  referring  to  this 
matter  of  repentance,  I  desire  to 
call  your  strict  attention  to  a  re- 
mark I  heard  dear  Aunt  Eliza 
Snow  make  once  in  speaking  upon 
this  very  subject.  I  had  been 
trying  to  live  a  pretty  good  life, 
but  in  my  few  endeavors  to  over- 
come this  or  that  fault,  I  had 
been  so  unsuccessful,  that  I  had 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  I 
could  not  overcome  ** this  fault," 
for  I  had  been  "marked"  with  it 
from  my  mother,  and  I  need  not 
try  to  overcome  the  ''other  fault" 
for  I  had  inherited  it  from  an  an- 
cestor, and  so  on  and  on.  Well, 
as  I  say,  Aunt  Eliza  was  talking 
to  the   Sisters  in   St.  George,  and 


she  taught  them  in  this  wise: 
"Sisters,  don't  think  because  you 
cannot  succeed  in  overcoming 
some  fault,  or  in  striving  to  gain 
some  end  if  you  fail  once,  twice 
or  even  a  hundred  times,  that  you 
should  give  up  and  try  no  more. 
I  want  you  to  put  one  truth  in 
your  heart  and  see  that  you  keep 
it  there:  struggle  makes  us  strong. 
See  the  little  child  beginning  to 
walk;  does  it  succeed  at  first? 
No,  it  does  not  nor  cannot.  But 
over  and  over  again  it  will  try  and 
try,  getting  up  with  unwearied 
persistence  after  each  fall,  and 
struggling  again  to  take  the  de- 
sired step.  Do  you  know  what 
happens  to  the  child  each  time  it 
falls  and  rises  again?  I  will 
tell  you.  //  grows  stronger  and 
stronger.''  That  was  a  revelation 
from  God  to  me,  and  I  accepted 
it  as  such.  If  a  woman  like  Sister 
Eliza  R.  Snow,  on  whom  I  looked 
as  the  nearly  perfect  woman,  if 
she  could  teach  and  evidently  from 
her  own  experience,  such  doctrines 
as  that,  surely  I  could  try  to 
walk,  if  it  took  me  years  to  do  so. 
That  was  the  beginning  of  my  real 
efforts  to  conquer  myself.  To  be 
sure  I  am  only  on  the  treshold  of 
that  desirable  end,  but  Aunt 
Eliza's  glorious  words  cheer  me 
on  in  spite  of  constant  failure, 
and  that  is  why  I  wish  to  speak 
them  to  you.  If  any  of  you  have  a 
special  fault  to  overcome,  don't 
be  discouraged,  but  jump  up  every 
time  you  fall  down.  There  is 
nothing  the  devil  likes  to  hear  the 
Saints  say  so  much  as  the  words, 
I  can't."      "I  can't  let  tea  alone; 
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I  can't  help  enjoying  a  good 
gossip  about  my  neighbors;  I 
can't  help  getting  cross,  it  runs  in 
my  family;  I  can't  go  to  meeting, 
it  makes  me  nervous;  I  can't  get 
off  to  my  ladies'  meeting,  I  have 
too  much  to  do;  I  can't  pay  tith- 
ing on  what  little  means  I  earn;  I 
can't  do  anything  to  the  support 
of  the  poor,  for  I  am  poor  myself; 
I  can't  take  time  to  teach  my  little 
children  to  pray,  I  am  too  busy. " 
All  these  can'ts  are  delightful 
music  to  the  ears  of  watching  evil 
spirits.  For  pity  sake  if  you  have 
a  fault  that  you  do  think  you  can't 
overcome,  don't  just  pull  down  all 
the  bars  and  invite  the  devil  with 
your  most  civil  air  to  enter,  for 
this  is  what  you  do  by  giving 
utterance  to  "can'ts."  Just  try 
one  day.  Get  up  in  the  morning 
and  ask  God  to  help  you  with  one 
fault  that  day.  If  it  is  tea,  or  if 
it  is  your  temper,  ask  Him  to  help 
you  to  conquer  yourself  that  one 
day  without  suffering  on  your  part, 
and  I  can  promise  you  He  will. 
Then  to  the  same  thing  the  next 
day  and  the  next.  But  you  will 
find  that  in  spite  of  yourself,  some 
morning  you  will  get  up  and  for- 
get to  ask  this  special  favor  and 
then  you  will  be  so  weak  and  so 
terribly  cross  that  you  will  feel  as 
if  you  were  going  to  have  your 
tea,  or  you  were  just  going  to  quit 
trying  to  control  your  temper,  for 
it  does  no  good  anyway.  When 
you  feel  that  wa}^  let  me  ask  you 
to  stop  one  minute  and  think,  did 
you  mention  this  in  your  prayer 
this  morning?  I  don't  think  you 
did,  or  if  you  did,  it  was  done  in 


a  mechanical  manner  that  does  not 
always  bring  the  blessing.  You 
see  there  are  many  ways  to  pray, 
singular  as  the  fact  may  be.  I 
know  I  sometimes  pray  when  it  is 
a  mere  mechanism';  and  if  I  catch 
myself  at  such  tricks  I  just  say  as 
President  Brigham  Young  once 
told  the  Saints  to  say:  "When 
you  are  too  weary  or  too  stupid  to 
pray  as  you  should,"  said  he,  "at 
least  ask  God  to  forgive  your 
sins  and  say  amen."  When  I 
begin  to  think,  I  am  ready  in  a 
few  moments  to  say  a  proper 
prayer;  yet  not  always.  Often 
one  will  feel  as  if  even  life  was  a 
burden  and  prayer  a  duty.  There 
is  one  other  point  connected  with 
this  subject  which  I  wish  to  call 
your  attention  to:  We  are  con- 
sidering this  subject  now,  from 
the  standpoint  of  young  women 
already  in  the  Church,  and  not  as 
if  we  were  going  to  preach  this  to 
the  nations  of  the  earth.  Here  is 
the  point  I  refer  to:  The  attitude 
of  the  mind  has  everything  to  do 
with  the  severity  of  the  struggle 
you  will  experience  in  overcoming 
your  fault.  Said  my  dear  mother 
to  me  last  night  as  I  sat  calmly 
eating  my  dry  bread  and  apples 
for  supper,  "Well,  I  do  hope  I 
shall  never  reach  that  point  where 
I  shall  be  compelled  to  exist  on 
bread  and  apples  for  supper.  I 
want  my  bowl  of  good  rich  milk 
in  which  to  put  my  bread,  and 
then  the  apples  can  come  after- 
wards. '  I  smiled  as  I  answered, 
"That  altogether  depends  upon 
how  you  look  at  it,  mother  dear. 
If  I  enjoy  my    bread    and    apples 
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with  the  same  relish  that  you  do 
your  bread  aod  milk,  and  I  know 
besides  that  my  liver  is  in  a  better 
condition  because  of  apples  and 
lack  of  milk,  how  can  you  call  my 
meal  any  less  desirable?**  You 
see  the  point  in  this,  you  want  to 
put  yourself  in  the  same  condition 
as  the  Elders  try  to  get  those 
whom  they  are  sent  in  the  world, 
entirely  without  prejudice  or  tradi- 
tion on  the  subject.  You  have  to 
begin  by  saying  to  yourself,  now 
this  habit  or  that  habit  is  not  good 
for  me,  consequently  I  don't  want 
(see,  I  don't  want)  to  indule:e  in 
it  If  you  say  to  yourself  on  the 
other  hand,  "Now  Brother  So  and 
So,  or  Sister  So  and  So  says  that 
such  a  habit  is  not  good  for  me 
and  I  guess  there  is  something  in 
what  they  say,  so  I  will  try  and 
stop  it  but  it  is  going  to  be  an 
awful  trial,  a  terrible  affliction,  oh 
dear!"  Then  you  have  got  your- 
self and  the  devil  against  you  and 
your  struggle  is  just  doubled,  aye, 
even  trebled.  For  you  are  in 
such  a  condition  that  the  Spirit  of 
the  Lord  has  no  chance  to  operate 
upon  you  through  the  power  of 
faith.  Of  course.  He  sees  your 
weak  effort  and  He  will  help  you 
all  yoii  will  let  Him.  But  you  are 
fighting  against  the  spirit  in  your 
own  feelings  and  thinking  that  it 
is  pretty  hard  lines  for  you.  The 
real  truth  is  that  in  doing  this  you 
are  not  obliging  Go*d,  only  so  far 
as  He  wants  to  see  all  His 
children  obey  His  laws,  you  are 
simply  helping  yourself  up  the  road 
of  progress.  It  makes  me  have 
that  awfully  tired  feeling  which  in 


the  language  of  the  newspaper  re- 
quires a  big  bottle  of  Sarsaparilla 
to  overcome,  to  hear  men  and 
women  say,  they  guess,  they  will 
get  to  heaven  if  they  never  do  any- 
thing worse  than  drink  a  cup  of 
tea,  eat  pork,  stay  away  from 
Relief  Societies,  pay  half  a  tithing^ 
or  any  of  the  rest  of  our  numerous 
daily  shortcomings.  May  be  they 
will  get  to  heaven,  but  they  will 
be  sick  and  sorry  in  spirit  if  they 
have  not  done  all  in  their  powei* 
to  overcome  the  weaknesses  of 
mortality.  How  do  you  know  but 
the  very  cup  of  tea  which  you 
think  is  so  harmless,  is  the  bar 
which  hinders  you  from  obtaining 
that  higher,  richer  blessing  which 
you  so  crave?  Not  the  least  of 
the  blessings  granted  to  those  who 
keep  the  Word  of  Wisdom  is  the 
knowledge  that  in  so  much  the 
spirit  has  risen  superior  to  the 
weaknesses  of  the  body,  and  said 
to  mortality,  thus  far  shalt  thou 
come  and  no  farther.  Sisters, 
there  is  the  element  of  one  of  the 
grandest  laws  of  the  universe  in 
the  power  to  conquer  your  own 
selves.  But  if  you  are  going  to 
undertake  this  Herculean  task, 
don't  begin  by  putting  yourself  on 
the  devil's  side  and  gazing  upon 
yourself  with  pity,  but  keep  saying 
to  your  own  heart,  "I  am  not  going 
to  suffer  over  this;  I  am  going  to 
lean  so  heavily  on  the  Lord  that 
it  will  be  a  joy  instead  of  a 
sorrow."  Don't  talk  about  what 
you  are  going  to  do.  Keep  your 
mouth  shut.  If  you  open  it  in  ex- 
planation or  in  complaint  you  have 
doubled   your    burden,    aye,    have 
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made  your  load  almost  too  heavy  to 
be  borne.  There  is  no  strength 
in  talk.  Talk  is  for  children  and 
fools.  When  you  make  up  your 
mind  to  do  anything,  God  and 
your  own  heart  are  the  only  ones 
who  ought  to  know  anything 
about  it.  Never  talk  of  trials  you 
are  going  through,  never  talk  of 
plans  which  you  contemplate, 
never  talk  of  faults  you  are  going 
to  overcome.  When  you  have  en- 
tirely passed  the  terrible  obstruc- 
tion in  your  path,  feel  that  you 
have  conquered  your  enemy,  then 
if  occasion  requires  you  can 
exhort  others  by  referring  to  your 
own  experiences,  or  can  cheel- 
them  by  a  relation  of  your  own 
heavy  struggles.  But  even  this 
must  be  done  in  meekness  and 
wisdom,  for  it  must  not  be  done 
with  boasting;  the  Doctrine  and 
Covenants  tells  us  that  we  shall 
have  power  over  evil  spirits,  to 
proclaim  against  them,  but  not  with 
railing  accusation,  lest  we  be 
overcome,  neither  with  boasting 
or   rejoicing    lest    we    be    seized 


therewith.  More  than  one  of  us 
have  had  this  sad  experience,  and 
so  I  wish  to  warn  you.  Never 
boast,  either  of  that  you  have 
done  or  of  that  you  intend  to  do. 
Speak  of  yourself  and  your  own 
experiences  only  when  they  can 
be  made  profitable  to  help  some 
one  else  along.  "Repent,  repent 
ye,  for  the  day  of  judgment  is  at 
hand  I"  So  solemnly  proclaimed 
President  Woodruff  from  the  stand 
at  Conference!  "Repent  ye, 
Latter-day  Saints,  and  read  in 
our  sacred  books  what  the  judg- 
ments are  and  how  you  Can 
avoid  them.  Let  repentance 
sweep  over  Zion,  lest  the  Lord 
come  and  smite  the  earth  with  a 
curse.  Repent  not  in  haste  nor 
with  quaking  fear,  but  with  the 
calm  and  peaceful  determination 
to  overcome  all  sin  by  the  sweet 
and  powerful  influence  of  that 
Holy  Spirit!  Then  we  can  look 
upon  the  judgment  with  a  calm 
though  sorrowful  heart,  and  pray 
for  ourselves,  our  neighbors,  our 
people,  and  for  all  mankind." 


HEALTH   HYGIENE. 


PHYSIOLOGY. 

LECTURE    1. 

The  series  of  articles  which  I 
have  been  asked  to  write  for  the 
Young  Woman's  Journal  are  in- 
dited more  with  the  purpose  of 
creating  a  desire  among  the  rea- 
ders of  this  periodical  to  study  the 
interesting  subject  of  Anatomy 
than  to  supplant  any  text-book  on 


the  subject-  in  common  use.  It 
should  be  scarcely  necessary  to  ad- 
duce any  reason  as  to  why  this 
subject  ought  to  be  studied,  yet  it 
is  a  lamentable  fact  that  as  a  class 
our  young  women  are  wofully 
ignorant  of  even  an  elementar}^ 
knowledge  of  the  structure  and 
use  of  the  various  parts  of  the  hu- 
man body.      This  carelessness    is 
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almost  entirely  due  to  a  lack  of 
proper  understanding  of  the  rea- 
sons why  this  subject  should  be 
of  paramount  importance. 

The  daughters  of  Zion — peers 
amongst  all  womankind — rightly 
consider  that  the  highest  and  most 
exalted  sphere  of  womanly  utility 
lies  in  the  sacred  paths  of 
motherhood;  and  the  noblest 
emotions  which  can  ever  surge  in 
any  human  breast  are  hers  alone, 
when  she  clasps  her  first-born  to 
her  breast  and  realizes  that  she 
has  become  the  mother  of  a  son 
or  daughter  of  the  eternal  God. 
And  anything  which  would  tend 
to  make  this  path  easy  or  aim  at 
the  fuller  development  of  her  own 
maternal  capabilities  ought  to  be 
of  the  most  transcendent  impor- 
tance. What  would  you  think  of 
a  man  who  would  enter  into  the 
pursuits  of  commercial  business 
without  an  adequate  knowledge 
of  the  rules  of  Arithmetic?  Or, 
what  would  you  conceive  of  a 
person  who  would  advertise  him- 
self as  a  surgeon  who  had  not  eveA 
a  rudinnentary  knowledge  of  the 
structure  of  the  human  frame? 
You  would  marvel  at  his  assurance 
and  sympathize  deeply  with  his 
patients!  Yet  do  we  find  yearly 
large  numbers  of  our  young  women 
entering  into  the  bonds  of  matri- 
mony, assuming  the  most  grave 
responsibility,  with  absolutely  no 
knowledge  of  themselves  phy- 
sically and  less  if  it  were  possible 
of  the  laws  which  they  are  about 
to  call  into  being. 

Farther  than  this  it  ought  not 
to  be  necessary  to  go,  and  although 


much  more  might  be  written  still 
this  ought  to  be  sufficient  to  show 
the  urgent  necessity  of  studying 
the  great  problem  of  self — of  know- 
ing what  we  are  physically. 

The  human  body  viewed  out- 
wardly is  composed  of  a  head, 
neck,  trunk,  two  superior  extrem- 
ities or  arms  and  two  inferior  or 
legs. 

The  trunk  contains  three  cav- 
ities, the  upper  the  chest  or 
thorax;  the  middle  the  abdomen 
and  the  lower  the  pelvis.  The 
thorax  contains  the  heart  and 
lungs;  the  abdomen  contains  the 
stomach,  intestines,  liver,  spleen, 
pancreas  and  kidneys;  the  pelvis 
contains  the  bladder,  rectum,  the 
ovaries,  uterus  and  vagina  in 
women.  • 

The  head  is  divided  into  two 
parts;  the  face  and  the  cranium 
which  may  be  likened  unto  an 
oval  box  of  bone  filled  with  the 
brain,  a  prolongation  of  which  ex- 
tends about  three-fourths  of  the 
length  of  the  backbone  or  vertebral 
column,  and  branches  or  fibres 
from  which  are  sent  off  to  every 
part  of  the  body. 

The  whole  body  is  made  up  of 
several  systems  of  organs  or  tissues 
which  enter  into  every  part  of  its 
structure.  The  first  of  these  is 
the  bony  skeleton  which  we  will 
now  proceed  to  discuss. 

Bone  is  composed  of  nearly 
equal  parts  of  cartilage  or  gristle, 
and  earthy  matter.  Cartilage  or 
gristle  exists  in  different  forms  in 
the  human  body  and  has  been 
classified  under  two  heads,  namely 
temporary  and  permanent. 
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The  former  term  is  applied  to 
that  kind  of  cartilage  which  is  the 
foetus  (unborn  child)  or  young 
subject,  is  destined  to  be  replaced 
by  bone;  whilst  the  latter  term  is 
applied  to  that  kind  of  cartilage 
which  remains  as  such  throughout 
life.  All  kinds  of  cartilage  are 
composed  of  cells  imbedded  in  a 
substance  called  the  matrix. 

The  matrix  consists  of  very  fine 
hair-like  fibres  which  twine  about 
the  cells  and  enclose  them  as  in  a 
net-work. 

Sometimes  apparent  differences 
in  structure  are  met  within  the 
various  kinds  of  cartilage,  but  this 
is  due  more  to  a  difference  in  the 
character  of  the  matrix  than  of 
the  cells,  although  among  the 
letter  there  is  sometimes  a  very 
considerable  difference  in  form 
and  size. 

Cartilage  is  developed  out  of  a 
tissue  which  proceeds  from  the 
blood  of  the  mother  and  is  called 
embryonal  tissue  consisting  of 
very  small  cells  with  a  small 
quantity  of  intercellular  substance. 
These  cells    grow    by   dividing    or 


fission,  each  division  being  a  small 
cell  unto  itself  which  grows  and 
divides  again  and  by  a  repetition 
of  this  process  causes  a  rapid 
growth  of  the  cartilage  by  the  mul- 
tiplication of  its  cellular  elements 
and  corresponding  increase  in  its 
matrix- 

The  uses  of  cartilage  are  as  fol- 
lows: in  the  joints  to  form  smooth 
surfaces  reducing  friction  to  a 
minimum  and  to  act  as  a  buffer  in 
shocks;  to  bind  bones  together 
yet  to  allow  a  certain  degree  of 
movement  as  between  the  vertebrae 
as  we  will  see  later  on;  to  form 
a  firm  framework  and  protection 
yet  without  undue  stiffness  or 
weight  as  in  the  chest-walls;  to 
deepen  the  joint  cavities  yet  not 
so  as  to  restrict  the  movements  of 
the  bones  and  to  be,  where  such 
qualities  are  required,  firm,  tough, 
flexible,  elastic  and  strong. 

In  the  foetus,  cartilage  is  the 
material  of  which  bones  are  first 
constructed ;  the  model  so  to  speak 
of  each  bone  being  laid  down  in 
this  remarkable  substance. 
(to  be  continued.) 


ASSOCIATION  SUGGESTIONS. 


THE  BOYHOOD  OF  THE  PROPHET. 
In  using  this  subject  for  study 
in  the  Mutual  Improvement  As- 
sociations, it  is  easy  to  get  at 
material  for  study  and  reading. 
For  instance,  the  history  of 
Joseph  Smith  will  be  found  in 
President  Geo.  Q.  Cannon's  Life 
of  Joseph  Smith,  in  Whitney's 
History  of  Utah,  in  Bancroft's 
History  of  Utah,  as  well  as  in 
some  of   the    old    Millennial  Stars  \ 


and  in  the  back  numbers  of  the 
Juvenile  Instructor.  Now,  in  order 
to  make  this  subject  interesting,  it 
is  best  to  avoid,  if  possible,  long 
extracts  from  various  books,  or, 
indeed,  to  have  long  speeches  from 
any  one.  The  aim  should  be 
to  make  all  interested,  and  this  can 
be  done  if  the  President  will  take 
a  little  interest  herself  and  help 
the  girls  to  do  their  part.  The 
questions  can  be  given  to  all,   to  a 
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half  dozen,  or  one  to  each  girl. 
If  you  have  attended  any  of  the 
Church  Schools  and  know  the 
method  in  which  they  proceed 
with  various  studies,  you  will  have 
a  much  better  conception  of  what 
is  needed  in  this  study.  For  my 
part,  if  I  were  president  of  an  as- 
sociation, and  if  I  had  no  advan- 
tages in  the  matter  of  education, 
I  should  go  to  the  best  qualified 
man  or  woman  in  my  town,  and 
ask  him  or  her  if  he  or  she  would 
come  and  deliver  a  lecture  to  my 
association  on  the  Boyhood  of  the 
Prophet.  You  will  note  I  said 
the  best  qualified,  not  the  best 
educated.  For  it  sometimes 
hap(^ens  that  the  educated 
man  or  woman  has  not  the 
least  faculty  of  addressing  an 
audience  in  a  manner  to  keep  them 
awake,  let  alone  interested.  So 
that  I  should  look  over  the  field 
and  select  the  one  who  is  known 
to  be  the  most  interesting  speaker, 
whether  he  be  high  or  low,  rich  or 
poor,  educated  or  ignorant  of  book 
learning,  and  telling  him  what  I 
desired.  I  should  myself  pray, 
asking  the  girls  to  join  with  me 
in  asking  God  to  bless  the  speaker 
with  light  and  power  in  speaking 
to  the  association  on  the  subject 
of  the  Boyhood  of  the  Prophet. 
Then  I  should  instruct  the 
girls  to  follow  my  example, 
bring  a  note  book  to  the  lecture 
and  take  down  all  that  I 
could  of  what  the  speaker  said. 
After  the  lecture  is  over,  theti  I 
should  distribute  the  questions  and 
instruct  the  girls  to  study  well 
their    notes    during   the   week,    as 


well  as  looking  up  all  the  books 
on  the 'Subject  they  could  find;  I 
would  spend  the  week  myself  in 
trying  to  read  up  carefully  on  the 
subject  in  hand.  The  hext  even- 
ing we  would  all  be  ready  to  take 
up  the  Boyhood  of  the  Prophet 
and  give  in  pieces,  a  most  in- 
teresting summary  of  the  previous 
lecture.  Note  that  I  say,  in 
pieces,  for  I  should  be  very  careful 
to  get  each  girl  to  answer  one 
question  or  to  give  one  fact  in  the 
lesson,  and  when  a  timid  or  back- 
ward girl  had,  in  spite  of  nervous- 
ness, done  her  part,  I  should  be 
careful  to  give  her  a  word  of 
praise.  By  the  way,  let  me  im- 
press on  all  presidents  that  honey 
catches  more  flies  than  vinegan 
Be  lavish  with  your  praise,  and 
very  moderate  and  gentle  with 
your  criticism.  If  you  are  sure 
that  some  of  the  girls  have  stayed 
away  because  they  were  too  indo- 
lent or  careless  to  prepare  their 
lesson,  don't  scold  them  or  their 
playmates,  for  it  will  do  no  good. 
Let  the  matter  rest  awhile,  and 
then  if  you  meet  the  absented  girl 
on  the  street,  put  your  arm  around 
her  and  tell  her  that  you  miss  her 
sadly  at  the  meeting.  Tell  her  to 
come  even  if  she  is  too  "busy" 
(put  it  that  way)  to  get  her  lesson 
ready,  and  ask  her  to  come  for 
your  sake.  She  will  be  a  hard- 
hearted girl,  indeed,  if  that  does 
not  melt  her  and  bring  her  to 
meeting  next  time.  If  you  were 
to  remember  her  in  your  prayers 
next  time  you  are  on  your  knees, 
it  will  be  easier  for  her  and  for 
you,    too.      I    do    not    doubt    that 
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there  will  be  some  difficulty  in  en- 
deavoring to  introduce  this  new 
system  of  things.  But  do  you 
take  hold  with  a  vigorous  hand, 
and  let  tlfe  one  or  two  willing 
ones  bear  the  brunt  of  the  burden 
right  at  first,  and  by  and  by  you 
can  draw  them  all  in,  and  dozens 
more  who  have  never  made  it  a 
habit  to  attend  meetings. 

In  using  this  subject,  it  would 
be  a  good  plan  to  let  some  girl 
whom  you  know  is  too  idle  or  too 
indiffei*^nft  to  do  very*  ^nUcb '  to- 
wards preparing  her  lessons,  let 
such  a  one  get  the  map  of  the 
United  States,  bring  it  to  the 
second  meeting  when  you  are  all 
engaged  on  the  subject,  and*  then 
ask  her  or  others  to  point  out  the 
places  in  succession  that  are  given 
in  the  lesson.  For  instance. 
Where  is  Sharon?  Where  is 
Vermont?  Where  is  New  York 
State?  Where  is  Palmyra?  and 
so  on.  Then  you  might  ask  some 
of  the  girls  to  look  up  in  the 
history  of  the  United  States  some 
one  or  two  events  which  happened 
between  the  years  of  1805  and 
1823.  Thus  you  are  locating 
Joseph's  history  or  fastening  these 
events  on  to  the  general  history, 
and  the  variety  of  these  things 
gives  interest  and  novelty  to  your 
subject.  Then     you       yourself 

might  prepare  a  block  of  wood,  or 
some  thin  shingles  about  the 
length,  width,  and  thickness  of  the 
plates  upon  which  the  Book  of 
Mormon  was  engraved.  Again, 
you  could  draw  on  a  blackboard, 
or  even  a  sheet  of  paper  a  likeness 
of    the    sacred    spectacles    or    the 


Urim  and  Thummim.  This  must 
be  done  with  much  care  and 
solemnity,  for  these  are  sacred 
things  and  must  be  dealt  with  in 
the  proper  spirit;  but  if  done 
properly,  they  will  add  much  to 
your  own  interest  and  to  that  of 
your  girls.  Let  these  lessons  be 
the  subject  of  your  study,  thought, 
prayer  and  daily  research.  In  this 
way,  inspiration  will  be  given  you 
constantly  to  meet  the  d|)ecial  re- 
quirements €fi  your  special  society. 
Another  thought  comes  to  me;  in 
speaking  of  the  light  which  fell 
upon  Joseph  at  his  vision,  some 
faint  idea  of  the  increased  glory  of 
that  light  over  the  noonday  sun- 
light, may  be  given  by  asking  the 
girls,  (if  you  do  not  care  to  make 
the  experiment  yourself  in  the 
meeting,)  to  get  a  common  candle 
and  light  it,  then  blow  out  the 
lamp  and  see  how  much  more 
power  there  is  in  a  large  lamp 
as  compared  to  the  light  of  a 
candle.  This  in  an  intensely  in- 
creased degree,  is  the  comparison 
between  the  two  lights  witnessed 
by  Joseph.  In  drawing  the  com- 
parison between  ordinary  darkness 
and  the  darkness  which  assailed 
him,  ask  them  to  go  sometime 
from  a  dark  room  into  the  star- 
light darkness  out  of  doors,  or  vu^ 
versa.  All  these  points  are  sus- 
ceptible of  beautiful  and  simple 
illustrations  and  illuminations. 

If  you  will  begin  to  study  these 
things  you  will  be  surprised  at 
the  flow  of  light  which  will  radiate 
from  you  and  help  to  work  out 
beautiful  results  from  these 
simple  lessons. 
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AMATURE  ESSAYS. 


AN  AMERICAN  GIRL'S   EXPERIENCE 

IN  A  MEXICAN  CUSTOM  HOUSE. 

It  is  on  a  dry,  hot  day  in  the 
middle  of  June  that  eight  heavily- 
loaded  wagons  may  be  seen  rolling 
slowly  into  the  barren  little 
"ciudad"  of  La  Ascension,  the  seat 
of  the  Mexican  Custom  House. 
Following  closely  behind,  envel- 
oped in  a  cloud  of  dust  is  a  light 
buggy. 

Suddenly  the  wagons  stop,  and 
while  the  dust  is  still  in  the  faces 
of  the  inexperienced  occupants  of 
the  buggy,  they  lay  their  trembling 
hands  on  shining  revolvers,  ar- 
range two  formidable  guns  for 
action,  and  look  as  desperately 
brave  as  possible.  The  lady  almost 
faints  at  the  bare  thought  of  being 
"held  up"  by  the  Mexicans. 

However,  the  excitement  and 
pleasure  of  figuring  as  a  possible 
heroine  quickly  gives  way  to  a 
happy  disappointment  as  someone 
calls  out  "Custom  House!"  The 
dust  has  by  this  time  cleared  away, 
and  this  is  what  they  see: 

A  town  laid  out  somewhat  like  a 
Utah  village  but  looking  very  dif- 
erent,  there  being  no  trees,  no 
fences,  no  refreshing  little  streams 
and  consequently  no  grass  but  in- 
stead, broad,  smooth,  hard  streets, 
bounded  on  either  side  by  what  ap- 
peared to  be  continuous  mud 
walls,  but  which  are  in  reality  an 
unbroken  series  of  Mexican    huts. 


These  embowered  walls  are  in 
some  instances  twenty  feet  high, 
roofs  flat,  and  quite  out  of  sight. 

This  caravan  on  wheels  contains 
an  American  company,  composed 
of  seven  men,  three  women,  four 
boys  and  one  unsophisticated 
young  lady.  The  facts  laid  bare 
are  something  like  these:  This 
company  is  very  desirous  of  pass- 
ing the  Mexican  frontier  with  as 
little  trouble  and  expense  as  pos- 
sible. They  know  the  officials  will 
act  just  as  they  feel,  agreeable  or 
disagreeable;  doubling  the  duties 
in  the  latter  case,  as  they  are 
under  the  restraint  neither  of 
courts  nor  conscience. 

They  also  know  these  gallant 
senors  to  be  more  or  less  inter- 
ested in  the  comparatively  fair- 
faced  American  girl. 

Accordingly,  they  exact  a  prom- 
ise from  the  innocent  creature  be- 
fore named,  that  she  will  wash  her 
face  (a  duty  all  have  shirked  on 
account  of  the  scorching  winds  and 
thick  dust);  also  comb  and  curl  her 
hair,  adorn  herself  in  her  gayest 
costume,  and  try  to  be  smiling 
and  pleasant. 

Picture  her  then, an  hour  later, 
after  having  made  her  toilet  in 
the  seclusion  of  a  covered  wagon, 
waiting  in  a  new  frock,  half 
fearful,  half  hopeful  of  her  ability 
to  placate  the  "powers   that    be." 

The    great   doors  of    the  Casado 
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Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


40 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL. 


Hannas  roll  back  and  three  tall, 
handsome  Spaniards  come  strid- 
ing forth,  dressed  in  the  latest 
American  style,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  their  shining  pointed-toed 
shoes  and  wide  sombreros. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  young 
lady  is  introduced  by  her  father, 
and  each  according  to  custom, 
shakes  her  hand  and  bowing  and 
smiling  pleasantly  welcomes  her 
with:  Buenos  Dtas,  Se  nor  it  a,  Conto 
le  va. 

Having  studied  the  language  a 
little  she  answers  hesitatingly  in 
book  Spanish:  ** Muy  Men  gra- 
das,'*  and  tries  to  indicate  that 
she  is  very  glad  she  has  got 
there. 

Many  others  come  and  are  pre- 
sented in  like  manner.  All  are  ex- 
ceedingly courteous  and  friendly. 
They  seem,  as  a  whole,  so  pleas- 
ant, well-bred  and  free  that 
the  company  almost  forget  they 
are  among  foreigners. 

Our  American  maiden  talks 
merrily  first  with  one  and  then 
another  until  dinner,  when  all  the 
officers  come  in  a  body  and  insist 
that  she  and  her  father  dine  with 
them. 

Knowing  that  a  refusal  will 
greatly  offend  these  new  acquain- 
tances, the  two  Americans,  with 
the  best  grace  possible,  accompany 
them  to  the  dining  room. 

The  white-washed  walls  are 
hung  with  pictures  of  crosses,  of 
our  Savior,  and  of  the  virgin  Mary. 

The  floor  is  dirt,  packed  hard 
as  cement.  There  are  tables  and 
chairs,  and  a  very  old,  very  ugly, 
very  greasy-looking  cook. 


One  would  expect  the  feminine 
visitor  to  rebel  against  food  pre- 
pared by  the  last-named  indi- 
vidual, (the  blackest  kind  of  a« 
Mexican  woman).  On  the  con- 
trary, she  greatly  en  jays  the 
dinner,  doing  full  justice  to  each- 
of  the  eight  courses. 

The  first,  the  most  delicious- 
she  has  ever  eaten,  is  jeyoies  y 
chilli,  (beans  and  red  pepper) ;  and 
the  last  two  are  wine  ahd  cigar- 
ettes. She  has  no  little  difficulty 
in  assuring  them,  in  broken 
Spanish,  that  she  does  not  care 
to  smoke. 

At  three  o'clock  business  com- 
mences again  and  as  the  closing 
hour  is  six,  every  officer  must 
work  as  fast  as  possible.  In- 
spectors run  hither  and  thither, 
everything  is  examined,  even  to 
the  contents  of  trunks;  but  owing 
to  their  good  humor  no  fault  is 
found. 

This  "red  tape"  business  at  last 
through  with,  and  papers  signed, 
the  great  doors  roll  together 
again. 

The  Mexicans  stroll  lazily  out, 
light  cigarettes  and  form  little 
groups  on  the  corners.  When  the 
Americans  are  loaded  and  ready  to 
start,  all  come  forward  to  say 
good-by.  Shaking  hands  a  good 
many  times,  they  commend  you 
to  the  care  of  Dios  a  good  many 
more  times  before  you  finally  get 
I  away. 

It  is  now  night.  It  would  be 
quite  dark  but  for  the  full  red 
(not  white  here)  moon,  just  rising 
over  the  house  tops.  The  soft 
shadows    falling    across    the  n6w 
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beautiful;  broad  streets,  the  queer 
old  Catholic  Church  looking  so 
desolate  in  the  half-buried  light, 
together  with  the  dead  stillness  of 
the  town  leave  an  impression  on 
the  mind,  vivid,  strange,  dreary, 
and  quaint,  never  to  be  dis- 
associated with  the  scene* 

The    long  train  of  wagons  rolls 
slowly  out    and    the    girl    looking 


backward  can  see  her  whilom 
admirers  bowing  and  kissing  their 
hands  to  her;  and  last,  but  not 
least,  comes  the  faint,  dreary 
sound  of  their  mellow  voices, 
harmoniously  blending  in  the 
"Spanish  Serenade." 

Ida  Stewart, 

Provo,  Utah. 


EDITOR'S  DEPARTMENT. 


WAS  COLUMBUS  INSPIRED? 
In  talking  with  one  of  our  well- 
known  Elders  upon  the  subject  of 
inspiration  and  revelation,  he  said 
that  they  were  interchangeable 
terms;  that  men  who  were  inspired 
had  revelation.  I  thought  differ- 
ently, and  I  have  since  learned 
from  the  words  of  our  leaders  that 
my  view  was  the  correct  one. 
Poets,  painters,  writers,  discover- 
ers and  all  men  and  women  who 
bring  light,  truth  and  beauty  into 
the  world  are  inspired  of  God. 
Revelation  has  not  been  given  to 
man  from  the  time  of  the  apostasy 
of  the  Christian  Church,  until  our 
Father  condescended  to  come  to 
earth  and  restore  His  ancient 
gospel  through  the  boy-prophet, 
Jpseph  Smith.  Even  now,  men  in 
this  Church  receive  revelation  only 
for  legitimate  purposes;  the  mem- 
ber of  the  Church  does  not  receive 
revelations  to  guide  the  Church, 
but  he  can  receive  daily  inspira- 
tion and  even  at  times  revelation 
for  the  guidance  of  his  own  or  his 
family  affairs.  If  he  holds  a  presid- 
ing office    in    any   quorum  of  the 


Priesthood,  he  may  receive  inspi- 
ration to  assist  him  in  these  la- 
bors. But  there  is  a  difference  in 
revelation  and  inspiration.  Martin 
Luther  was  inspired  to  throw  off 
the  yoke  of  Catholicism,  but  he 
never  claimed,  nor  did  he  receive, 
any  revelation  from  God.  Gallileo 
was  inspired  with  a  grand  truth. 
So  was  Herchel  and  many  others. 
So  indeed  was  Columbus  when  he 
felt  a  persistent  guiding  to  find  the 
way  around  the  earth.  He  had  not 
a  revelation;  if  he  had,  he  would 
not  have  supposed  this  land  to  be 
India,  for  revelations  are  never 
partly  true  and  partly  false.  In- 
spiration may  come  to  a  soul,  and 
and  it  may  be  in  part  and  it  may 
be  in  whole.  For  instance,  a 
man  may  feel  an  inspiration  in  his 
heart  to  write  a  poem,  to  paint  a 
picture,  or  to  discover  a  hitherto 
unknown  truth  in  science;  but  his 
inspiration  may  and  often  does 
stop  short  of  perfection.  But 
when  the  Lord  gives  a  revelation 
the  "Thus  saith  the  Lord"  puts  a 
stop  to  all  controversy  and  there 
is  never    anything  left  half  under- 
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stood  or  half  explained.  God  is 
the  author  and  the  revealer  of  all 
truth,  all  beauty,  all  happiness 
and  all  good.  If  any  man  is  in- 
spired to  do  good,  to  teach  truth 
or  to  evolve  beauty,  he  does  it 
through  the  influence  of  the  Divine 
Spirit  of  inspiration.  A  good 
tree  bringeth  forth  good  fruit,  and 
we  do  not  gather  figs  of  thorns 
and  thistles.  The  Pilgrim  Fa- 
thers were  inspired;  so  were  the 
framers  of  this  Constitution.  So 
were  all  those  who  have  con- 
tributed to  bring  to  pass  liberty 
and  peace  upon  this  earth.  We 
as  Saints  are  inclined  sometimes 
to  be  narrow  and  contracted  in  our 
views;  when  we  are,  however,  we 
are  not  filled  with  the  Spirit  of  the 
Lord.  He  is  as  broad  as  the  arch 
of  the  everlasting  heavens?  Can 
we  who  are  finite  and  full  of  follies 
afford  to  condemn  where  He  does 
not? 

In  gazing  back  upon  that  mo- 
mentous page  of  history,  written 
all  over  with  the  name  of  Christo- 
pher Columbus,  I  bow  in  reverence 
to  the  great  man  who  felt  and 
followed  the  inspiration  of  God  in 
coming  to  seek  the  watery  highway 
of  the  earth.  He  knew  not,  he 
never  did  while  living  in  mor- 
tality, the  great  mission  he  had 
performed,  but  up  in  that  bright 
place  where  the  spirits  of  the 
great  and  good  of  the  earth  are 
dwelling,  one  of  the  highest 
and  noblest  spirits  there  is  that  of 
Christopher  Columbus.  And  so 
we  are  honoring  one  who  deserves 
all  honor,  and  paying  a  tribute  of 
grateful   love    to  the  spirit  of  one 


of  God's  chosen  ones.  All  honor 
to  brave  old  Christopher  Colum- 
bus! 

In  relation  to  the  premiums 
offered  to  those  who  act  as  agents 
for  the  Journal,  there  still  seems 
to  be  some  misunderstanding  of 
the  matter,  and  so  I  wish  to  ex- 
plain a  little  more  about  it.  An}' 
agent  who  has  been  acting  for  the 
Journal,  and  who  wishes  to  do  so 
for  the  coming  year,  can  do  so 
on  precisely  the  same  terms  as 
last  year  if  she  prefers  the  cash 
per  cent.  If  she  wishes  to  take 
premiums  instead  she  can  do  that. 
So  again  if  anyone,  whether  as 
agent  or  not,  desires  to  become  an 
agent,  he  or  she  can  do  so,  taking 
her  choice  between  the  cash  per 
cent,  or  the  premiums.  Likewise, 
any  one  whose  name  is  already  on 
the  book,  no  matter  with  whom 
they  subscribed,  can  become  an 
agent  if  she  so  wishes.  The  pre- 
miums are  matters  of  choice  for 
all.      Is  this  clear  now? 


The  management  of  Yale  has 
decided  that,  this  fall,  all  the 
post  graduate  courses  with  the 
degree  of  Doctor  of  Philosophy, 
will  be  opened  without  distinction 
of  sex.  It  is  not  the  design  to 
establish  an  annex  or  other  fivial 
of  the  colleges  already  existing 
for  women,  but  to  receive  the 
graduates  of  those  colleges  and 
give  them  as  good  opportunities 
for  the  most  advanced  research 
and  education  as  can  be  found  in 
Europe.  Yale  is  the  first  of  the 
great  universities  of  this  country 
to  make  this  change. 
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THE  WORLD'S  CONGRESS  AUXILIARY  OF  THE  WORLD'S 
COLUMBIAN  EXPOSITION. 


WOMAN'S  BRANCH  OF  THE  AUXIL- 
IARY. 

Mrs.  Potter  Palmer,  President. 
Mrs.  Charles  Henrotin, 
Vice-President. 

DEPARTMENT  OF  WOMAN'S 
PROGRESS. 

Preliminary  Address  of  the  Com- 
m  it  tee  on  a  World's  Congress  of 
Representative  Women  at  Chi- 
cago in  i8gj. 

This  Congress  is  proposed,  not 
for  the  purpose  of  advocating  any 
one  cause,  of  promoting  any  one 
doctrine,  or  of  advancing  any  one 
propaganda,  but  for  the  purpose 
of  bringing  together,  the  repre- 
sentatives of  all  worthy  organiza- 
tions of  women,  whatever  their 
nationality  or  their  specific  ob- 
ject. 

In  June  of  1887  the  Natfonal 
Woman  Suffrage  Association  is- 
sued a  call  to  the  women  of  the 
world,  stating  that  on  March  25, 
1888,  an  International  Council  of 
Women  would  be  convened  in 
Washington,  D.  C,  to  celebrate 
the  fortieth  anniversary  of  "the 
first  organized  demand  for  equal 
educational,  industrial,  profes- 
sional and  political  rights  for 
women,  which  was  made  in  a  con- 
vention held  at  Seneca  Falls, 
New  York  (U.  S.  A.),  in  the 
year  1848." 

The  International  Council  con- 
vened    in      Washington     on    the 


appointed  day,  and  continued  its 
sessions  through  eight  days, 
adjourning  April  1,  1888.  Fifty- 
one  national  organizations  of 
women  and  seven  different  coun- 
tries were  represented  in  this 
meeting. 

The  Council  seemed  too  im- 
portant to  the  women  participat- 
ing in  its  deliberations  to  permit 
of  its  being  adjourned  and  dis- 
solved without  taking  measures 
toward  a  permanent  organization 
of  the  National  and  International 
movements  represented  in  it. 
Accordingly  on  the  31st  of  March, 
1888,  the  National  Council  of 
Women  of  the  United  States  and 
the  International  Council  of 
Women  were  both  formally  organ- 
ized, under  the  form  of  constitu- 
tion hereto  appended.  The  In- 
ternational Council  of  "Women  was 
officered  as  follows: 

President  —  Millicent  Garrett 
Fawcett,  England. 

Vice-president — Clara  Barton, 
United  States. 

Corresponding  Secretary  — 
Rachel  Foster  Avery,  United 
States. 

Recording  Secretary — Kirstine 
Frederiksen,  Denmark. 

Treasurer  —  Isabelle  Bogelot, 
France. 

By  the  terms  of  the  constitution, 
meetings  of  the  International 
Council  were  to  be  held  quin- 
tennially,  and  the  first  was  set  for 
five  years   from    its    organization. 
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viz.,  the  spring  of  1893.  It  was 
informally  agreed  that  the  first 
meeting  of  the  International 
Council  should  be  convened  in 
London,  unless  prior  to  the  date 
fixed  for  it,  circumstances  should 
render  it  advisable  to  convene  it 
elsewhere. 

In  July,  1889,  in  response  to  an 
invitation  of  the  progressive  wo- 
men of  France,  an  International 
Congress  of  Women  was  convened 
in  Paris,  under  the  auspices  of 
the  French  Government. 

The  French  leaders  were  gener- 
ous in  repeatedly  ascribing  the 
courageous  impulse  under  which 
they  had  acted  to  the  council  held 
in  Washington  the  preceding 
year.  Before  its  adjournment, 
that  Congress,  composed  of  dele- 
gates representing  over  one  hun- 
dred societies  and  twenty-six 
different  nationalities,  by  a  unani- 
mous vote,  passed  a  resolution 
approving  the  permanent  Inter- 
national Council  of  Women,  the 
organization  of  which  had  been 
effected  in  Washington  the  pre- 
ceding year,  and  pledging  its 
members  to  work  for  the  estab- 
lishment of  National  Councils  in 
their  respective  countries,  and  for 
the  dissemination  of  information 
concerning  the  International  Coun- 
cil and  its  objects. 

So  soon  as  the  United  States 
Government  had,  through  Con- 
gress, made  provision  for  celebrat- 
ing the  discovery  of  America  by 
the  World's  Columbian  Exposi- 
tion— and  had  fixed  the  time  and 
place  for  such  Exposition,  the 
American  officers    of   the  Interna- 


tional Council  at  once  conceived 
it  to  be  appropriate,  inasmuch  as 
the  year  fixed  for  its  first  meeting 
coincided  with  the  year  for  the 
Exposition,  that  the  International 
Council  should  be  convened  in 
Chicago  during  the  Exposition 
season  of  1893,  the  exact  date  to 
be  hereafter  announced.  Through 
correspondence  concerning  this 
plan,  the  cordial  concurrence  of 
the  foreign  officers  was  received. 
The  organization  of 

THE  world's    congress    AUXILIARY, 

under  the  authority  and  with  the 
support  of  the  World's  Columbian 
Exposition,  and  with  the  recogni- 
tion and  approval  of  the  Govern- 
ment of  the  United  States,  affords 
to  the  officers  of  the  International 
Council  of  Women  an  unantici- 
pated ally,  in  securing  a  meeting 
of  Jthe  character  they  desire,  viz. : 

A    GENERAL     WORLD'S      CONGRESS   OF 

THE    REPRESENTATIVE    WOMEN 

OF    THE  WORLD. 

It* is  desired  to  convene  in  this 
Congress  not  only  the  delegates  of 
organizations  of  women,  but  also 
women  not  affiliated  with  others 
in  any  organic  relation,  who  have 
attained  distinction  in  any  line  of 
worthy  activity. 

It  is  believed  that  such  a  Con- 
gress of  women  will  be  able  to 
present  the  history  of  woman's 
development  and  progress,  and 
her  present  status  as  an  acknowl- 
edged factor  in  the  world  of  Art, 
Science  and  Industry,  and  a 
potent  influence  in  civil  as  well 
as  in  social  and  domestic  life. 

In     May,     1891,     the     National 
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Council  of  Women  of  the  United 
States,  through  its  Executive  Com- 
mittee, passed  a  resolution  pledg- 
ing itself  to  entertain,  during  the 
Congress,  all  delegates  attending 
it  from  foreign  countries. 

This  was  announced  to  organ- 
izations of  women  wherever 
know^n,  and  in  many  countries, 
notably  in  England,  France, 
Canada,  Scandinavia,  and  Fin- 
land, and  more  recently  in  Italy, 
Switzerland,  and  Germany,  the 
organized  activity  of  women  has 
been  quickened  by  it.  Many 
women  in  all  these  countries  are 
planning  to  attend  this   Congress. 

Home  and  Foreign  Advisory 
Councils  will  be  formed  to  co- 
operate by  correspondence  with 
the  Local  Committee  of  Arrange- 
ments, to  the  end  that  this  Con- 
gress may  be  conducted  to  the 
distinguished  success  which  the 
conditions  demand.  All  officers 
of  the  International  Council  will 
be  made  members  of  the  Foreign 
Advisory  Council.  All  officers  of 
the  National  Council  will  be 
made  members  of  the  Home  Ad- 
visory Council. 

Women  in  all  parts  of  the 
world,  interested  in  any  depart- 
ment of  intellectual  activity,  in 
philanthropy  or  reform,  are  so- 
licited to  correspond  with  the 
chairman  of  the  local  committee, 
or  with  the  secretary  of  the  Inter- 
national Council  of  Women,  and 
freely  suggest — topics  for  dis- 
cussion in  this  Congress,  the 
names  of  women  who  should  be 
invited  to  present  papers  or  to 
participate  in   the    discussions  of 


the  Congress,  and  also  the  names 
of  women  who  should  be  included 
in  either  of  the  two  Advisory 
Councils. 

Every  living  question  pertain- 
ing to  the  education  or  the  em- 
ployment of  women  may  be  dis- 
cussed in  this  Congress.  In  its 
sessions  the  woman's  view  upon 
every  issue  affecting  humanity — 
upon  the  Home,  the  Church,  the 
State,  and  her  own  function  in 
these  institutions  may  be  pre- 
sented. What  such  a  Congress 
may  do  for  the  uplifting  of  hu- 
manity, if  the  women  of  the  world 
avail  themselves  of  its  unique  ad- 
vantages for  stating  their  view  of 
the  present  condition  of  the  race, 
— of  its  struggles,  its  possibilities, 
its  hopes, — is  incalculable.  The 
aid  which  such  a  Congress  will 
give  to  the  solution  of  the  hun- 
dreds of  problems  included  in 
what  is  massed  under  the  phrase 
"The  Woman  Question,"  is 
equally  beyond  measure.  Human- 
ity may  well  entertain  eager 
anxiety  regarding  the  manner  in 
which  women  will  respond  to  this 
matchless  opportunity. 

On  behalf  of  the  Committee  of 
Arrangements, 

May  Wright  Sewall, 
Chairman  of  the  Committee 
and  President  of  the  National 
Council  of  Women,  U.  S.  A., 
343  N.  Pennsylvania  St., 
Indianapolis,  Ind. 

Rachel  Foster  Avery, 
Secretary  of    the    Committee 
and    Corresponding  Secretary 
International  Council  of  Wo- 
men, Somerton,  Philadelphia, 
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CONSTITUTION  OF  THE  INTERNATION- 
AL COUNCIL  OF  WOMEN,  ORGAN- 
IZED AT  WASHINGTON,  UNITED 
STATES   OF  AMERICA,  MARCH  31, 

1888. 

PREAMBLE. 

We,  women  of  all  nations,  sin- 
cerely believing  that  the  best  good 
of  humanity  will  be  advanced  by 
greater  unity  of  thought,  sym- 
pathy and  purpose,  and  that  an 
organized  movement  of  women 
will  best  conserve  the  highest 
good  of  the  family  and  the  State, 
do  hereby  band  ourselves  together 
in  a  confederation  of  workers, 
committed  to  the  overthrow  of  all 
forms  of  ignorance  and  injustice, 
and  to  the  application  of  the 
golden  rule  to  society,  custom  and 
law. 

That  we  may  more  successfully 
prosecute  the  work,  we  adopt  the 
following 

CONSTITUTION. 
Article  I. — Name. 

This  federation  shall  be  called 
the  International  Council  of 
Women. 

Article  II. — General  Policy. 

This  International  Council  is 
organized  in  the  interest  of  no 
one  propaganda,  and  has  no  power 
over  its  auxiliaries  beyond  that  of 
suggestion  and  sympathy;  there- 
fore, no  National  Council  voting 
to  become  auxiliary  to  the  Inter- 
national shall  thereby  render  itself 
liable  to  be  interfered  with  in  re- 
spect to  its  complete  organic  unity, 
independence, or  methods  of  work, 
or  shall  be  committed  to  any  princi- 
ple or  method  of  any  other  Coun- 
cil, or  to  any  utterance  or  act  of 
this  International  Council,  beyond 


compliance  with  the  terms  of  this 
Constitution. 

Article  III. — Officers. 

The  officers  shall  be  a  president, 
vice-president  at  large,  corres- 
ponding secretary,  recording 
secretary  and  treasurer.  Each 
president  of  a  National  Council 
shall  be  ex-officio  vice-president  of 
the  International  Council. 

The  five  general  officers,  with  the 
vice-presidents,  shall  constitute  an 
executive  committee,  of  which 
seven  members  shall  make  a 
quorum,  to  control  and  provide 
for  the  general  interests  of  the 
International  Council. 

Article    IV. — Auxiliaries. 

Any  National  Council  may  be- 
come auxiliary  to  the  International 
Council  by  its  own  vote,  and  by 
the  payment  of  one  hundred  dol- 
lars every  five  years.  The  sum 
shall  be  paid  into  the  treasury  of 
the  International  Council  not  later 
than  three  months  prior  to  its 
quintennial  meetings. 

Article     V. — Meetings. 

The  International  Council  shall 
hold  quintennial  meetings.  The 
Committee  of  Arrangements  shall 
be  composed  of  the  Executive 
Committee  and  one  delegate  from 
each  National  Council. 
Article  VI. 

This  constitution  may  be  altered 
or  amended  by  a  majority  vote  of  the 
Council  at  any  quintennial  meet- 
ing, printed  notice  thereof  having 
been  sent  to  each  member  of  the 
Executive  Committee  at  least 
three  months  prior  to  such  meet- 
ing. 
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OUR  GIRLS." 


On  Friday,  July  29th,  in  com- 
pany with  Sister  Elizabeth  How- 
ard, I  left  Salt  Lake  to  make  a 
short  trip  through  Southern  Utah 
in  the  interest  of  the  various  As- 
sociations of  Women. 

We  arrived  at  Salina  the  after- 
noon of  the  same  day,  and  were 
met  by  Brother  Baker  of  Richfield, 
who  kindly  took  us  over  to  that 
place  that  evening.  We  went  to 
the  home  of  Brother  Geo.  Bean, 
who,  with  his  wife  gave  us  a  very 
cordial  reception.  The  next  day 
we  spent  in  visiting  with  some  of 
the  sisters,  until  evening,  when 
we  held  a  Suffrage  Meeting  which 
was  well  attended,  there  being  a 
number  of  gentlemen  present. 
■  Mrs.  Celia  Bean,  the  President 
of  the  Suffrage  Association,  is  a 
very  bright,  energetic,  sweet, 
womanly  woman,  and  to  her  ear- 
nest efforts,  no  doubt,  is  due  much 
of  the  thrift  of  the  Suffrage  Associ- 
ation of  Richfield. 

Sunday  we  atttended  the  general 
sacrament  service,  after  which  the 
Relief  Society  and  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A. 
held  a  meeting  conjointly.  There 
was  a  large  attendance  of  both  old 
and  young,  many  coming  from  the 
surrounding  settlements,  and  we 
can  truly  say  the  Spirit  of  God 
was  in  our  midst,  inspiring  both 
speakers  and  hearers;  testifying  of 
His  goodness  to  us,  and  causing 
us  to  resolve  in  our  minds  to  live 
nearer  Him  and  forsake  every- 
thing evil. 


After  meeting  we  had  many  re- 
quests to  go  to  some  of  the  near 
settlements  and  hold  meeting  but 
as  there  was  a  team  waiting  to 
take  us  to  Panguitch  we  were  ob- 
liged to  decline  with  regrets. 

Words  can  hardly  express  our 
thankfulness  to  the  people  of 
Richfield  for  their  extreme  kind- 
ness and  attention  to  us,  espec- 
ialy  Brother  and  Sister  Bean: 
their  hospitality  will,  I  trust, 
ever  be  remembered  and  appreci- 
;  ated  by  us. 

The  next  morning  Brother 
Lewis  came  to  take  us  to  Pan- 
guitch, a  distance  of  ninety  miles 
south.  We  traveled  as  far  as 
Junction  the  first  day,  stopping 
over  night  at  Brother  John  Mor- 
rill's. He  and  his  wife  were  very 
kind  to  us,  and  were  very  desirous 
to  have  us  remain  and  hold  meet- 
ing there.  Several  of  the  sisters 
called  to  see  us  during  the  even 
ing. 

Tuesday  morning  we  started 
early  and  arrived  at  Panguitch 
about  6:30  p.  m.  We  were  driven 
to  President  J.  W.  Crosby's  where 
we  were  entertained  while  in  that 
place. 

Wednesday  morning  and  after- 
noon held  Relief  Society  meetings. 
In  the  evening  a  young  ladies' 
meeting.  The  meeting  house  was 
well  filled  with  both  men  and 
women,  and  we  had  a  most  enjoy- 
able time.  The  Spirit  of  the  Lord 
was  manifest  in  an  untold  degree. 


•All  commuDications  from  the  members  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  AssocUtions  to  this  department 
should  be  addressed  to  Mrs.  Elmina  S.  Taylor,  t(;8  W.  Third  South  St..  Salt  Lake  Ciiy.  'Che 
address  of  the  Secretary  of  the  Central  Board  of  the  V.  L.  M.  1.  A.  is  Annie  M.  Cannon,  Folsom's 
Avenue.  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 
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Thursday  morning  we  attended 
Fast  meeting  and  in  the  afternoon 
held  a  Primary  meeting,  a  large 
number  of  children  being  present, 
also  many  of  the  parents,  and  all 
seemed  to  enjoy  meeting  together. 

While  in  Panguitch  we  visited 
many  of  the  sisters,  and  the  en- 
joyable time  we  had  among  them 
more  than  repaid  us  for  the 
long  journey  we  had  taken.  We 
also  met  a  number  of  old  time 
friends,  which  added  greatly  to  our 
pleasure.  Friday  Brother  Crosby 
again  kindly  furnished  us  a  team, 
and  the  same  careful,  good-natured 
Brother  Lewis  to  take  us  over  to 
Beaver — 40  miles —  to  attend  the 
laidies*  conference  there.  We  ar- 
rived at  our  destination  at  5:30  p. 
m.  and  drove  to  President 
White's.  His  wife  gave  us  a  cor- 
dial greeting  and  we  shared  their 
hospitality  while  in  Beaver.  Held 
three  meetings  on  Saturday,  Re- 
lief Society  morning  and  after- 
noon, and  Primary  in  the  even- 
ing. The  next  morning,  we  at- 
tended Sunday  School,  and  were 
well  entertained  in  listening  to  the 
exercises,  particularly  the  singing. 
The  juvenile  choir  is  most  ex- 
cellent, ands  hows  careful  training. 
Sunday,  in  the  afternoon,  attended 
a  funeral,  and  in  the  evening  the 
Y.  L.  and  Y.  M.  Associations  held 
a  conjoint  meeting.  There  was 
a  short  programme,  after  which 
the  time  was  occupied  in  speaking. 

The  next  day  we  were  taken 
to  Kanosh — 50  miles — where  we 
met  the  sisters  from  Fillmore,  who 
were  holding  meeting  there.  In 
the  morning  attended  a  Primary, 
then  drove  ten    miles    to    Meadow 


and  held  a  meeting  with  the  Y.  L. 
and  Primary  associations.  In  the 
settlements  quite  a  lively  inter- 
est is  taken  in  mutual  improve- 
ment. Drove  to  Fillmore  the  same 
evening,  and  were  the  guests  of 
Sister  Martha  Robinson.  Wednes- 
day we  held  three  meetings.  Thurs- 
day the  young  ladies  met  in  confer- 
ence, and  in  the  afternoon  the 
Primary.  All  these  meetings  were 
well  attended,  and  a  very  enjo}-- 
able  time  was  experienced  by  all. 

Sister  Robinson  did  everything 
in  her  power  for  our  comfort  and 
happiness  while  there.  The  same 
evening  we  drove  to  Holden — 10 
miles — and  held  meeting.  There, 
as  at  all  the  other  places,  we  en- 
joyed that  Spirit  from  which  flows 
all  truth,  and  a  sociable,  delightful 
time  was  enjoyed.  Friday  morning 
we  traveled  to  Scipio  and  held  two 
meetings,  primary  in  the  morning 
and  young  ladies'  in  the  afternoon. 
A  goodly  number  were  present  and 
all  seemed  well  pleased  and  satis- 
fied with  having  met  together. 

I  cannot  speak  too  highly  of  the 
hospitality  of  the  people  where 
ever  we  went,  and  the  good  Spirit 
which  attended  our  labors.  In 
every  place  the  presidents  of 
stakes  and  counselors,  and  bish- 
ops and  their  counselors  attended 
our  meetings,  which  was  a  great 
help  and  encouragement  to  us. 

Saturday  we  returned  to  Salt 
Lake,  in  good  health  without  ac- 
cident, having  held  sixteen  meet- 
ings, and  trusting  that  we  have 
accomplished  some  little  good. 

Addella  Eardley, 
Aid  to    the  Presidency  of  Y.  L.  M. 
I.  A. 
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OUR  PICTURE  GALLERY. 


ZINA  YOUNG  WILLIAMS  CARD. 
The  subject  of    this  sketch  was 
born  April  3rd,  1850,  in  Salt  Lake 
City,  being  the    only    daughter  of 
her  mother, Sister  Zina  D.  Young, 
and    although    one    of    the   many 
daughters    of  President    Brigham 
Young,  she  was  none  the    less  his 
beloved  and    prized    child.     Who 
that  remembers  the  childhood  and 
youth  of  this    gifted    girl  will  fail 
to  recall  the  restless,  dancing  feet, 
the  quaint  questions  forever  bubl- 
ing    on     the    laughing     lips,     the 
sweet    voice,    always  her   greatest  I 
charm,  trilling    and    caroling    for  | 
very    joy    of     living?      She     was 
always  a  leader  among  her  associ- 
ates.    It  was  Zina  who  taught  us 
how      to      fashion      clay    dishes, 
wonderful    in    their     variety    and 
lack    of    ijtility;     she    first     made 
whole    armies  of  paper  dolls  with 
wardrobes      of       bright       colored 
dresses;    who    but    Zina    planned 
and      executed      the     magnificent 
pageants  with  which  some  hapless 
rag    baby    was  consigned  to  step- 
mother earth?     And  whose  hands 
but    hers    designed  the   delightful 
grass  homes    by  the  brook  for  the 
tiny  china  dolls    which  were  such 
a  rarity     that    they    were    usually 
owned  by  a  small  syndicate?  Who  I 
did  not    feel  grandly    elated  when  j 
chosen  to  be  "Zina's  girl?"     Did  | 
we  lie    awake    on  the    long  upper  ] 
porch    in    the    sweet,   starry  sum-  I 
mer    nights?     Whose     stories     of  I 
fairy  life  were  richest  in  web    and  | 
woof    of  magic    carpets,    frightful  | 


gnomes  blue-eyed,  silver-tressed 
fairy  queens,  and  brown-eyed, 
curly-haired  princes?  Zina's 
princes  were  always  dark-eyed 
and  curly  haired.  Was  there  a 
general  stampede  for  our  inner 
bed-chambers?  You  may  be 
assured  it  was  with  a  thunder 
shower  which  drove  us  indoors 
or  it  was  the  tale  of  the  crying 
panther,  and  the  yellow-eyed, 
fierce  wild-cat.  Told  by  whom, 
these  stories?  By  that  arch-magi- 
cian, Zina.  God  bless  her.  No 
one  ever  caught  her  in  a  mean  or 
ill-natured  trick.  Whose  ghost 
stories  was  it  that  peopled  the 
long,  dark  old  garret  with  a  thou- 
sand hobgoblins,  and  made  every 
flower  of  the  field  a  retreat  and  a 
chariot  for  the  tiniest  of  beauti- 
ful spirits?  The  first  buttercup 
that  peeped  its  dainty  cup  over 
the  brown  lips  of  the  cold  March 
earth  was  always  Zina*s  prize; 
others^  might  find  them  afterwards, 
but  she  found  as  if  by  some 
occult  fioral  instinct,  the  first, 
rare,  golden  prize.  But  there,  this 
is  not  writing  a  dignified  sketch 
of  my  sister,  it  is  just  a  rambling 
back  over  the  memory  meadows 
of  childhood,  and  I  must  try  to  be 
proper  and  dignified. 

When  she,  this  sister  of  mine, 
was  about  sixteen, she  was  allowed 
by  our  indulgent  father  to  gratify 
her  instinctive  love  of  the  drama, 
by  appearing  on  the  stage  of  the 
Salt  Lake  Theater.  What  a 
pretty,  simple  maiden    she  looked 
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in  the  "Youth  Who  Never  Saw 
a  Woman,"  with  her  white  swiss 
muslin  frock  modestly  down  to 
her  shoe  tops,  and  her  long,  fine, 
perfectly  straight  hair  braided  in 
two  glossy  braids  upon  her 
shoulders?  How  like  a  bird  she 
looked  when  Sarah  Alexander, 
who  was  the  unlucky  youth  of 
the  farce,  put  his  head  out  of  the 
rickety  stage  window,  and  calling 
the  white  robed  maiden  a  bird, 
flung  out  grain  to  entice  her, 
chirruped  in  delighted  tones, 
"birdie!  bfrdie?"  Again,  in  the 
"Lost  Child,"  who  but  she  could 
have  kept  her  face  straight  when 
the  baby  she  brought  out  upon 
the  stage  caught  sight  of  its 
mother  in  the  front  and  electrified 
the  audience  by  calling  loudly  for 
"Mamma,  mamma?"  Alas,  the 
white  muslin  frocks  and  the  thinly 
shod  feet  were  too  great  a  risk  to 
run  for  the  nervous,  delicate  con- 
stitution; her  health  was  com- 
pletely broken  up  never  to  be 
entirely  recovered. 

She  was  married  to  Brother 
Thomas  Williams  in  1868  in 
plural  marriage.  That  is,  she  was 
the  second  wife.  Never  lived  a 
more  devoted  wife,  nor  has  this 
world  ever  produced  a  better,  wiser 
mother  than  has  this  dancing, 
laughing  girl  proved  to  the  two 
boys  born  before  the  death  of 
her  husband  in  July,  1873.  Zina 
has  preached  the  worth  and 
beauty  of  plural  life  in  the .  best 
possible  way,  by  living  it  in  the 
purest  and  noblest  manner. 

In  the  year  1878,  one  year  after 
the    death    of  her  idolized  father. 


Zina  came  down  to  Provo  and 
began  attending  the  Brigham 
Young  Academy.  She  intended 
to  take  up  the  course  in  literature 
but  no  sooner  had  she  got  fairly 
settled  than  our  dear  Principal 
settled  her  future  labors.  He 
needed  her  every  day,  every  hour 
to  assist  him;  and  as  usual  she 
put  aside  her  own  selfish  desires 
and  allowed  her  course  to  be 
marked  out  by  Brother  Maeser. 
First  the  young  ladies  were 
graded  and  arranged  in  classes, 
with  Sister  Zina  at  the  head  or 
matron.  She  had  charge  of  every 
girl  monitor  and  to  her  was  con- 
fided the  whole  spiritual  welfare 
of  these  daughters  of  Zion. 
Then  the  Primary  department  was 
put  under  her,  as  her  ability  to 
control  and  teach  children  was 
and  is  something  marvelous.  But 
there  was  something  yet;  towards 
the  close  of  the  first  semester,  the 
inspiration  to  begin  the  work  of 
manual  training  for  girls  was  given 
to  Brother  Maeser,  and  at  once  he 
placed  this  mighty  burden  upon 
the  capable  shoulders  of  Sister 
Zina.  I  have  persuaded  her  to 
write  me  a  few  details  of  the 
matter,  and  will  add  them  to  this 
article.  But  what  words  can  I 
choose  to  tell  the  powerful  in- 
fluence exerted  by  this  charming 
woman  upon  everyone  who  came 
within  the  circle  of  her  presence? 
She  was  to  the  girls  what  Brother 
Maeser  was  to  us  all — sister, 
mother,  friend,  lover,  counselor 
and  guide.  Hundreds  will  read 
these  words  and  echo  this  tribute 
of    worth    to    the    good    done    by 
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Sister  Card  while  in  Provo.  The 
mere  details,  of  the  work  per- 
formed by  her  own  hands  or  those 
of  her  pupils  is  but  the  shell,  the 
crust.  The  life  giving  word,  the 
subtle  suggestion  of  purity,  the 
constant  enrichment  of  mind  and 
character  which  was  the  result  of 
her  labors  with  the  girls  can  only 
be  hinted  at  here.  To  study  art, 
to  love  the  beautiful  was  inter- 
woven with  every  leaf  and  flower 
traced  by  her  own  or  her  pupils' 
hands.  No  one  since  has  made 
this  department  the  thing  of  life 
and  glorious  progress  which  it 
was  when  conducted  by  Sister 
Zina  Young  Williams  Card;  but 
this  I  do  not  say  in  condemnation; 
it  is  the  simple  truth. 

It  was  in  January  of  this,  her 
first  year  in  the  Academy,  that 
Sister  Williams,  as  she  was  called 
then,  was  sent  by  President  Taylor, 
in  company  with  Sister  Emeline 
B.  Wells,  to  Washington,  and 
while  there,  working  in  the  in- 
terests of  our  women,  she  saw  and 
conversed  with  the  leaders  of  the 
nation.  It  was  on  this  Washing- 
ton mission  that  the  picture  was 
taken  which  accompanies  this.  It 
seemed  appropriate  to  represent 
her  here  as  she  looked  at  the  time 
of  her  labors  in  the  Academy. 

For  five  years  Sister  Zina 
labored  in  the  Academy,  her  work 
growing  in  magnitude  every  day. 
At  the  time  of  the  disastrous  fire 
of  1884  the  ladies'  work  depart- 
ment was  occupying  rooms  built 
by  the  generosity  of  President  A. 
O.  Smoot  especially  for  that  pur- 
pose. 


Soon  after  the  fire  Sister  Z  na 
moved  to  Logan,  chiefly  because 
her  health  was  too  precarious  to 
allow  her  to  continue  her  labors 
in  the  Academy.  While  in  Provo 
she  acted  as  President  of  the 
Stake  Primary  Association,  a  post 
she  was  singularly  adapted  for. 
Her  house  was  open  to  rich  and 
poor,  sick  and  well.  So  hospita- 
ble was  she  that  her  own  peace 
and  comfort,  even  her  health,  were 
set  entirely  aside,  while  she  waited 
upon  friends  and  acquaintances 
night  and  day.  Few  *  who  have 
known  this  dear  girl  have  failed 
to  avail  themselves  of  her  hearty 
invitation  to  partake  of  her  hos- 
pitality. The  very  queen  of  enter- 
tainers, she  made  even  the  half- 
welcome  guest  welcome,  or  rather 
the  guests,  who  to  others  would 
have  been  unwelcome,  she  took 
them  into  her  home  and  fed  and 
cherished  with  the  wide  hospitality 
of  eternity. 

Some  years  ago  she,  in  company 
with  her  husband.  Brother  Card, 
removed  to  Canada,  where  she  has 
labored  with  unceasing  vigilance 
to  build  up  Zion  in  a  new  and 
distant  land.  The  hundreds,  nay 
the  thousands,  who  have  received 
succor  and  comfort  at  her  hospita- 
ble hands  in  that  far-away  land 
can  tell  some  of  the  heavy  burdens 
of  work  and  care  borne  by  this 
true  Saint.  She  has  accepted  the 
presidency  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A., 
and  works  at  her  post  with  un- 
wavering fidelity.  What  she  is  to 
the  Saints  in  that  foreign  land  I 
only  know  by  intuition;  but  what 
she  is  to  those  who  know  her  here 
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in  Utah,  and  the  constant  void 
caused  by  her  absence,  the  wide 
circle  of  her  loving  friends  alone 
can  tell.  There  are  those  among 
us  who  can  only  reconcile  our- 
selves that  there  is  a  God  in  Israel 
and  that  when  He  sees  fit  to  re- 
call her  home  she  will  return  to 
those  who  know  and  appreciate 
her  best. 

I  remind  myself  that  in  all  this 
I  have  told  none  of  the  dear 
girl's  faults.  And  has  she  then 
no  faults?  To  be  sure  she  has, 
my  dear  enquiring  friend,  and  if 
you  persist  in  knowing  about  them 
I  will  try  to  enumerate  a  few.  In 
the  first  place,  she  is  too  big- 
hearted  for  this  poor  mundane 
sphere.  She  loves  everybody, 
good,  bad  and  indifferent;  and 
there  are  not  wanting  people  who 
with  sly  nods  and  winks,  assert 
that  this  is  all  put  on.  They 
know  better,  you  see;  they  drag 
out  their  own  pint  measures  and 
behold  they  find  nothing  in  their 
tin  cups  to  justify  such  a  charac- 
teristic, so  then,  of  course,  no  one 
else  can  possess  such  an  unearthly 
trait.  Then,  again,  this  dear 
sister  of  mine  lacks  self-control, 
and  the  power  to  refuse  favors. 
She  positively  will  not  control  her 
hospitable  instincts  enough  to 
keep  her  from  running  the  gravest 
risks  with  her  health  to  work  for 
others.  She  will  not  control  her 
love  of  doing  good  sufficiently  to 
prevent  her  from  committing  slow 
suicide;  and  withal  she  is  alto- 
gether too  big-hearted  and  unsel- 
fish for  such  a  poor  sort  of  a  world 
as  this.       She  has,  however,  a  bit 


of  sarcastic  gall  just  under  the  tip 
of  her  tongue,  and  once  in  a  very 
great  while  she  can  drop  one  sting- 
ing word  upon  some  hapless  wight 
who  has  richly  earned  a  tongue 
lashing  at  a  good  woman's  hands. 
All  in  all,  I  am  very  sure  I  am 
within  reason  when  I  say  there  is 
no  better  wife,  no  truer  mother, 
no  more  affectionate  friend,  and 
no  wiser  counselor  among  the 
daughters  of  Zion  than  Sister 
Zina  Young  Williams  Card. 


THE     ORIGINAL     WORK     DEPARTMENT 

FOR  GIRLS  OF  THE  BRIGHAM 

yOUNG    ACADEMY. 

Dear  Sister  Susa: — Sickness 
has  prevented  my  answering  the 
call  made  for  a  brief  review  of  my 
labors  in  the  beloved  institution 
known  as  the  Brigham  Young 
Academy.  As  you  and  your  dear 
mother  were  the  ones  to  inspire 
me  with  a  desire  to  attend  this 
school,  I  know  you  can  understand 
by  your  own  feelings  the  purpose 
of  mine  on  entering  as  a  pupil, 
when  somewhat  advance  in  years, 
this  fine  school;  but  Brother 
Maeser,  who  had  taught  us  when 
children,  was  the  principal,  so, 
reassured  by  the  respect  that  I 
had  always  felt  for  him,  I  went 
forward  with  confidence  that  in 
him  I  had  a  friend,  to  me  person- 
ally, and  also  to  our  father,  so  in 
the  fall  of  '78  my  life  took  a  new 
turn.  My  little  son,  Sterling, 
soon  became  a  pupil  also.  Ton- 
nie  was  too  young.  Your  own 
graphic  description  of  this  first 
year  tells  my    story    better  than  I 
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could.  In  January,  '79,  in  com- 
pany with  Sister  E.  B.  Wells,  I 
went  to  Washington  to  attend  the 
Woman's  Suffrage  Convention 
held  there.  On  my  return  re- 
sumed my  studies,  and  the  follow- 
ing year  became  a  teacher  of  the 
Primary  Department,  and  started 
a  work  class  for  the  young  ladies, 
two  new  fields  of  labor  for  me.  I 
felt  then  I  was  not  corfipetent  for 
either  position,  and  so  expressed 
myself  when  asked  if  I  would  as- 
sume these  duties.  "  You  can  learn, " 
was  the  answer  of  my  beloved 
teacher,  and  that  God-given  in- 
spiration that  burned  in  his  bosom 
seemed  to  lend  a  pair  of  wings  to 
my  halting  decision.  "I  will 
do  my  best, "  I  said,  and  I  did. 
Each  year  made  the  young  ladies' 
work  class  a  more  important 
feature  of  the  institution,  not  only 
in  teaching  plain  and  fancy 
needle  work,  but  in  lectures  that 
were  suited  to  the  needs  of  young 
girls  away  from  home  influences; 
in  addition  to  that  labor  I  assisted 
them  in  finding  suitable  boarding 
places,  visited  them  when  ill,  and 
in  fact  was  a  mother  to  them.  O 
the  love  and  holy  confidence  that 
existed  in  our  hearts  for  each 
other!  how  our  lives  seemed  to 
blend  in  a  deep  and  ever-flowing 
fountain  of  intelligence!  how 
sweet  were  the  words  of  inspira- 
tion and  encouragement  given  us 
by  our  honored  teacher  and  prin- 
cipal! One  of  the  happiest  days 
of  my  life  was  when  through  dear 
Pa  Smoot's  and  Brother  Harvey 
Cluff's  generosity  and  energy  the 
new  portion  was  added  to  the  old 


building,  and  our  work  class  was 
duly  installed  in  the  large  and 
elegant  upper  room,  built  es- 
pecially for  it.  With  what  pride 
did  the  young  ladies  clean  and 
admire  our  apartment.  Here  our 
bazaar  of  materials  could  be  dis- 
played to  the  best  advantage,  and 
here  we  could  hold  our  classes  un- 
disturbed, and  not  as  formerly, 
wait  till  school  was  closed  before 
a  room  was  at  liberty  for  us. 

The  night  of  January  27th,  1884, 
will  ever  remain  in  my  memory  as 
a  season  of  burning  sacrifice,  for 
my  heart  and  hopes  were  centered 
so  much  in  my  labors  of  love  for 
my  young  sisters  that  I  felt  like 
one  who  had  planted  a  tree,  watch- 
ed and  tended  it  till  it  had  flowered 
and  borne  fruit,  then  the  rude 
hand  of  the  destroying  element 
laid  in  ashes  my  fair  dream,  our 
beloved  home,  room  and  school 
house  were  things  of  the  past. 

After  the  fire  I  asked  our  hon- 
ored teacher  what  could  be  the 
fate  of  the  work  class.  Patting 
me  on  the  head  he  exclaimed, 
"My  conscience!  it  didn't  burn 
you  up,  nor  your  pupils,  so  don't 
worry  about  that.  Sister  Wil- 
liams. "  But  the  crowded  and 
inconvenient  condition  of  affairs 
interrupted  to  a  great  extent  our 
labors.  My  health  failed  me,  and 
reluctantly  I  yielded  to  a  linger- 
ing and  nearly  fatal  illness,  which 
compelled  me  to  cease  teaching.  I 
have  referred  but  once  to  my 
position  as  primary  teacher,  but 
my  heart  goes  out  in  love  and 
gratitude  to  my  dear  children,  for 
they  live  in  my  memory  almost  as 
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if  they  had  been  my  own.  For 
over  five  years  we  studied  to- 
gether. In  all  trying  places  and 
under  all  circumstances  Brother 
Maeser  was  my  guide,  instructor 
and  friend.  "God  bless  him," 
cries  my  heart,  when  I  think  of 
the  army  of  young  people  who  will 
turn  to  him  and  say,  even  as  I 
say,  "I  was  wandering  in  ignor- 
ance and  you  led  me  to  the  light; 
I  longed  to  grow  in  knowledge 
and  intelligence,  you  gave  my  soul 
wings;  I  wanted  to  know  how  to 
be  a  better  Saint,  you  gave  me 
that  key  that  enabled  me  to  swing 
wide  the  door  of  eternal  progres- 
sion, and  learn  the  lesson  of  the 
value  of  time. " 


My  labors  ceased  in  the  beloved 
Academy  in  1884,  and  my  mission 
now  is  in  a  foreign  land..  But  my 
interest  will  ever  live  for  the  ad- 
vancement of  these  glorious 
schools.  May  the  way  continue  to 
be  enlarged  for  their  development, 
and  to  all  the  sisters  who  fill  the 
position  of  teachers  in  the  ladies' 
work  class  I  extend  my  friendship 
and  good  wishes  for  the  further 
development  of  these  departments. 
Let  every  effort  be  made  in  their 
behalf,  that  they  may  keep  pace 
with  the  rapid  progress  made  in 
other  branches  of  our  God-given 
Church  schools. 

Zina    Young  Card. 


LITERARY   DEPARTMENT. 


LAKE  ANNETTE. 

Among  high  summits  dim  defined 

Midst  floating  cloud  banlcs— silvery  pale— 
Markiag  the  mountain  bars  that  bind 

The  limit  of  a  fertile  vale. 

The  idle  rills  have  gathered  where 

The  shelter  of  a  lofty  steep 
Conceals  a  purple  there 

In  which  the  mingled  waters  sleep, 

And  while,  from  circling  mountains  thrown, 
Like  lightest  mantle  o'er  its  breast — 

The  shadows  fall — and  high,  and  lone 
A  storm  seared  giant  guards  its  rest. 

The  lake,  safe  slumbering  beneath — 
In  dreams  a  restless  ripple  shakes, 

Or,  wind-stirred,  bears  its  breast  to  breathe 
The  pine  scent  that  the  breeze  awakes. 

But  never  owns  the  fiercest  spell 

Of  storm-cloud  brooding  o'er  the  peaks 

Nor  answers  to  the  tempest  swell 

That  through  the  winding  canyon  shrieks. 
Josephine  Spencer. 


AUNT  RUTH'S  STORY. 
(continued  from  page  15.) 

CHAPTER    IV. 

"We  are  awfully  late  I  know!" 
panted  Julia,  as  she  and  her  sister 
came  bouncing  into  the  room 
where  Aunt  Ruth  and  the  girls  sat 
waiting  one  Saturday  evening. 
"But  you  know  ma  never  lets  us 
go  anywhere  on  Saturdays  till  we 
have  prepared  all  our  clean  cloth- 
ing for  Sunday  morning,  and  it 
has  kept  Suse  and  me  sewing 
pretty  lively  I  can  tell  you.  But 
here  we  are  at  last,  anxious  to 
hear  more,"  and  the  two  girls 
nestled  down  among  the  rest  and 
pinched     their     neighbors'     arms 
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with     sheer     satisfaction.  And 

Aunt  Ruth  began: 

"At  about  the  time  when  Clara\s 
baby  was  a  year  old  her  hus- 
band introduced  her  to  a  young 
Gentile  family,  consisting  of  man 
and  wife,  who  had  lately  come 
to  live  at  our  place,  and  with 
whom  Mrs.  Brown  at  once  became 
very  intimate.  Although  Clara 
did  not  fancy  Mrs.  O'Brien,  who 
was  Irish,  she  was  obliged  to 
receive  her  kindly  into  her  home, 
it  being  her  husband's  wish. 

"Mrs.  O'Brien  was  a  tall,  mus- 
cular woman,  with  large  features, 
and — well,  in  fact  everything 
about  her  was  large  and  loud. 
Her  eyes  were  large,  black  and 
snapping;  her  coarse,  long  hair, 
of  which  she  was  very  proud,  was 
also  very  dark;  her  voice  was  high 
and  shrill;  her  laughter  loud;  her 
dress  gaudy,  and  she  always  wore 
a  profusion  of  slate  pencil  crimps 
directly  over  her  eyebrows.  She 
was  not  attractive  as  far  as  I 
could  see,  but  she  was  very 
popular  with  a  certain  class  of 
men.  Clara  had  ever  been  a 
modest  girl,  and  was  always 
rather  timid  in  the  company  of 
men,  to  whom  she  was  generally 
at  a  loss  what  to  say,  as  she  her- 
self expressed  it.  Not  so  with 
Mrs.  O'Brien,  who  could  fiing 
her  words  about  right  and  left, 
regardless  of  the  effect  they  might 
have.  And  often  when  they  were 
in  company  together,  and  Clara 
saw  the  men  crowd  around  her 
and  laugh  at  her  vulgar  wit,  and 
wink  at  each  other,  she  wondered 
with     burning     cheeks     how     her 


husband  could  find  anything  to 
admire  in  such  a  woman.  But  so 
it  seemed  to  be.  Mr.  Brown 
never  tired  of  lauding  her  to  the 
skies,  and  slowly,  very  slowly,  the 
green-eyed  monster  crept  into 
Clara's  unguarded  heart  and  made 
its  presence  felt  with  sharp, 
piercing  pangs,  that  she  at  first 
was  unable  to  account  for. 

"One  evening  she  ventured  to 
say  to  her  husband  that  she  could 
not  see  what  men  found  in  that 
coarse,  loud-voiced,  bold  woman 
to  admire." 

"  'Oh,'  he  said  carelessly, 'bright, 
witty  women  like  she  most  always 
take  well.  Men  generally  tire  of 
these  shy,  retiring  creatures,  that 
melt  into  tears  at  the  least  word 
that  does  not  please  them.* 

"The  sharp,  sudden  pain  at  her 
heart  made  Clara  put  her  hand 
quickly  to  her  left  side,^  and  a  cry 
rose  to  her  lips,  but  she  checked 
it  and  merely  bit  her  lip,  and 
after  having  collected  herself  a 
little  she  said  almost  under  her 
breath: 

"  '  And  do  you  admire  her?  ' 

"  '  Well,  Clara, I  don't  profess  to 
be  any  better  than  most  men. 
Where  I  see  a  pretty  woman  I 
of  course  admire  her;  that's 
plain.' 

"  He  laughed  carelessly  as  he 
tossed  the  match  with  which  he 
had  lit  his  cigar  into  the  open 
fireplace,  and  began  to  stroll  up 
and  down  the  floor. 

"In  spite  of  her  effort  Clara's 
voice  shook  when  she  retorted: 

"'  Most  men?  I  know  that  my 
father    never     cast     his     eyes     on 
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other  women  after  he  married  my 
mother.  * 

"At  this  Mr.  Brown  broke  out  in 
a  long,  loud  laugh,  and  when  he 
finally  recovered  breath  enough 
he  said,  still  laughing: 

"  <  Oh,  Clara,  this  is  really  too 
much  from  a  girl  who  is  brought 
up  in  polygamous  surroundings 
and  under  as  loose  a  marriage 
system  as  your  own.' 

"*  Loose  marriage  system!*  re- 
torted Clara,  hotly.  It  never  be- 
fore occurred  to  her  how  little  he 
understood  of  the  sacred  princi- 
ples of  her  religion. 

"  *  Don't  you  dare  to  fling  ridi- 
cule at  what  you  are  unable  to 
comprehend,'  she  cried  in  a 
broken  voice.  She  had  advanced 
threateningly  toward  him  and  her 
eyes  flashed  with  indignation. 
He  stood  motionless,  and  gazed 
wonderingly  at  her  a  second,  for- 
getting his  cigar,  which  he  held 
between  his  large,  white  teeth. 
Then  he  said  coldly: 

"  *  Are  you  trying  to  imitate  Mrs. 
O'Brien?  Well,  the  role  don't 
suit  you,  Clara,  and  furthermore, 
I  will  let  you  know  that  it  don't 
suit  me  either,  and  I  won't  have 
any  more  such  scenes;  I  warn  you 
not  to  repeat  it. ' 

*'  He  picked  up  his  hat  and  slowly 
and  deliberately  he  walked  out  of 
the  house.  In  jealous  anger 
Clara  flew  to  the  window  to  see 
which  way  he  went.  He  had  not 
proceeded  far  down  the  street 
when  he  met  Mrs.  O'Brien,  who 
smiled  her  sweetest  under  her 
towering  scarlet  feather  and  her 
frowsy  black  crimps.       Clara    fell 


on  her  knees  in  a  passion  of  tears, 
and  tore  and  tossed  her  hair 
about  her  head  till  the  violence 
ofher  grief  and  anger  had  worn 
off.  Then  she  began  to  think 
more  calmly,  and  she  found  a 
ray  of  hope  in  the  thought  that 
perhaps  it  was  her  own  sickly 
fancies  that  had  conjured  up  this 
belief  that  he  was  becoming  en- 
snared in  that  woman's  meshes. 
She  pondered  and  pondered  how 
she  had  better  do.  What  couse  to 
take  how  she  was  most  likely  to  win 
him  back  again.  How  she  wished 
she  could  have  gone  to  her 
mother,  but  shame  held  her  back. 
She  could  not  expose  her  hus- 
band's fault  to  those  who  had 
warned  her  strongly  against  him, 
and,  worst  of  all,  she  had  not  the 
faith  in  God  she  once  had;  she  did 
not  take  her  troubles  to  Him,  but 
tried  to  bear  them  alone.  She  re- 
solved at  last  to  try  and  be  patient 
and  bear  what  she  believed  to 
be  her  husband's  temporary  cold- 
ness with  dignity.  She  would  not 
dissolve  ivB  tears,  as  he  had  so 
scornfully  alluded  to;  that  was  a 
home  thrust,  she  knew  she  was 
rather  apt  to  take  refuge  in  tears 
when  things  went  against  her. 

"Now  you  know,  my  dear  girls, 
that  misfortune  never  comes 
singly.  So  it  was  in  Clara's  case. 
Added  to  what  she  already  had  to 
bear  came  financial  distress';  not 
all  at  once;  it  came  gradually. 

Mr.  Brown  had  done  very  little 
work,  save  some  writing  he  always 
seemed  to  be  occupied  with, 
when  it  suited  him  to  appear  in- 
dustrious.    Clara  had  asked  seve- 
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ral  times  what  he  was  doing,  and 
he  had  always  told  her  it  was  law 
papers,  and  she  fancied  perhaps 
he  was  fitting  himself  for  a 
lawyer.  She  was  ignorant  in  some 
things,  you  see,  and  very  trusting 
— must  have  been  very  trusting. 
He  had  formerly  always  had 
plenty  of  money,  and  she  never 
once  questioned  the  source  of  this 
ready  Supply.  But  when  trouble 
came  in  shape  of  unpaid  bills  and 
her  husband  growled  at  the  rate 
at  which  everything  cost  and 
complained  of  her  extravagance, 
she  began  to  wonder  secretly  why 
he  did  not  seek  some  work,  and 
she  then  also  began  to  feel  a  de- 
sire to  know  whence  he  had 
obtained  his  money  so  far,  as  well 
as  the  cause  of  the  stop  in  the 
flow.  But  somehow  she  could  not 
bring  herself  to  ask.  In  her 
heart's  most  secret  recess  was 
dawning  a  fear  that  all  was  not  as 
it  should  be,  but  the  feeling  was 
so  remote  that  it  did  not  even 
shape  itself  into  thoughts." 

Aunt  Ruth  stoppi^d,  heaved  a 
sigh  and  rested  her  head  in  one 
hand  and  sat  musing  a  while. 

When  I  think  of  what  the 
poor  girl  has  had  to  go  through  I 
wonder  sometimes  her  reason 
hasn't  left  her."  Then  looking 
around  on  her  little  circle  of 
listeners  she  said  in  a  voice  that 
trem'bled  with  emotion:  "Girls, 
take  warning;  take  warning  of 
what  I  am  about  to  tell  you,  that 
a  like  fate  does  not  befall  you. 
Listen  to  the  voice  of  your 
parents. 

"One     bright     morning,   shortly 


before  Clara  was  about  to  be 
confined  a  second  time,  she  had 
been  taking  a  short  stroll  in  the 
orchard  before  breakfast,  and 
stood  leisurely  gazing  down  the 
street  over  the  fence,  watching 
without  interest  a  man  who  came 
running  at  full  speed  from  an 
opposite  direction  toward  her.  As 
he  encountered  passers-by  he 
stopped  a  second,  pointed  ex- 
citedly up  toward  the  hilly  side  of 
our  town,  gasped  out  a  few  words 
and  sped  on  again,  leaving  the 
others  to  stare  stupidly, first  in  the 
direction  he  had  pointed,  then 
after  the  running  man,  and  finally 
hurrying  off  up  the  hill.  A 
vague  consciousness  that  some- 
thing terrible  had  happened  over- 
came Clara  and  she  walked  hur- 
riedly indoors  before  the  man 
should  have  reached  her,  for  fear 
the  excitable  news  might  be  too 
great  a  shock  for  her  unsettled 
nerves.  She  sank  down  in  a  chair 
and  exclaimed  breathlessly  to  her 
husband,  who  was  obscured 
behind  an  immense  paper,  he 
had  opened  to  its  utmost  capacity: 

"  'John,  I  believe  something 
dreadful  must  have  happened  up 
on  the  hill,  there  is  a  great  deal  of 
excitement  in  the  street;  I  saw 
people  hurrying  in  that  direction, 
and  do  go  and  see  what  it  is, 
John.' 

"For  a  moment  her  husband  did 
not  answer,  then  finally,  rattling 
the  paper  at  a  great  rate,  he 
merely  observed:  *Oh,  I  guess  t 
is  only  your  imagination;  what 
should  have  happened?' 

"Just  then  the  trampling  of  many 
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feet  on  the  pavement  and  loud 
talking  outside  was  heard,  and  on 
hastening  to  the  window  they 
saw  a  great  crowd  moving  up  the 
hill,  while  excitable  exclamations 
and  shouting  made  it  impossible 
to  hear  anything  of  the  cause  of 
the  agitation.  Clara  noticed  that 
even  her  husband  had  turned  pale, 
and  seizing  his  hat  he  left  the 
house  without  a  word  and  joined 
the  swelling  crowd. 

"Before  an  hour  was  over  Clara 
had  been  cautiously  told  by  a 
neighboring  woman  that  a  murder 
had  been  committed;  that  the 
victim  was  an  old  man  by  the 
name  of  Smith,  who  lived  alone 
in  a  log  house  on  the  hill.  He 
was  quite  old,  and  people  had 
called  him  a  miser,  everybody 
being  sure  that  he  was  concealing 
a  great  deal  of  gold  and  silver  in 
his  old  tumble-down  hut  some- 
where; and  it  was  of  course  greed 
for  his  gold  that  had  led  to 
the  perpetration  of  this  terrible 
deed. 

"Well,  I  won't  try  to  picture 
the  excitement  that  prevailed;  the 
public  pulse  beat  high  with  rage 
and  indignation  at  the  villain  or 
villains  who  had  stained  the  fair 
fame  of  our  peaceful  community 
with  this  bloody  deed — a  thing 
unheard  of  in  our  midst  till  then. 
And  not  being  at  all  versed  in 
criminal  court  proceedings,  I  will 
not  attempt  to  describe  the  trial 
that  followed. 

"Mr.  O'Brien  having  been  seen 
go  into  the  old  man's  house  the 
day  previous  to  the  murder,  was 
arrested  with    his  wife  on  suspic- 


ion, and  as  a  consequence  of 
being  very  intimate  with  them, 
Mr.  Brown  was  also  arrested, 
whether  on  suspicion  or  merely 
as  a  witness  I  cannot  say. 

"As  there  was  no  other  individ- 
iial  on  whom  the  least  suspicion 
could  fall,  and  as  there  appeared 
no  evidence  of  guilt  against  Mr. 
O'Brien,  the  jury  rendered  a  ver- 
dict of  not  guilty  and  the  case 
was  dismissed  till  further  evidence 
should  appear.  I  believe  that's 
the  way  they  put  it.  I'm  not  sure 
though;  however  that  don't  matter. 

"  Clara  had  been  much  troubled 
over  the  occurrence  of  her  husband 
being  subpoenaed  or  arrested  what 
you  may  call  it,  and  had  spent  the 
day  in  weeping,  and  was  much 
worn  out  when  her  husband  came 
home  in  the  evening,  pale  but 
more  cheerful  than  she  had  seen 
him  for  many  a  day.  After  supper 
he  went  out  in  town  again  after 
telling  her  he  should  not  be  long. 
Clara  put  her  little  boy  to  bed, 
gave  her  servant  a  few  directions 
about  breakfast,  and  feeling  the 
air  inside  oppressive  strolled  out 
in  the  garden  under  the  softly 
swaying  poplars.  It  was  warm, 
being  in  July;  there  was  no  moon 
and  night  was  spreading  her 
wings  gently  over  the  quiet  land- 
scape, and  everything  seemed  to 
settle  comfortably  to  rest  and 
sleep;  only  the  leaves  whispered 
mystically  as  the  warm  summer 
wind  stirred  softly  among  them. 
Clara  wandered  slowly  down  to 
her  favorite  nook,  the  green  house, 
but  looking  in  it  seemed  to  her 
lively    fancy    that  flitting  shadows 
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could  she  eat.  All  her  time  and 
strength  were  absorbed  in  the  one 
engrossing  effort  to  save  her  chil- 
dren's lives. 

**Did  she  pray  for  them?  Yes, 
indeed  she  did,  with  every  breath 
she  drew,  she  implored  God  to 
let  the  destroying  angel  pass  by 
her    door. 

**  A  doctor  from  town  came  out 
and  gave  her  medicines  and  direc- 
tions how  to  use  them;  night  and 
day,  for  four  days  she  and  her 
husband  went  from  one  to  the 
other  administering  the  medicines 
to  the  four  children.  All  to  no 
apparent  avail.  The  evening  of 
the  fourth  day,  the  youngest  boy 
died  in  agony.  Then  towards 
morning  the  next  eldest  died.  At 
noon  of  the  fifth  day,  the  third 
child  died.  Can  any  of  you  im- 
agine what  it  meant  to  those 
lonely  parents  out  there  on  that 
distant  ranch?  No  neighbors  to 
come  in  and  offer  to  assist;  no 
friendly  hands  to  come  and  per- 
form the  last  sad  offices  of  the 
dear  and  beautiful  dead.  The 
mother's  trembling  hands  must 
perforce  fashion  the  clothing  for 
the  forms  of  her  darlings;  father 
and  mother  must  alone  cleanse  and 
clothe  the  cold  and  stiffened  re- 
mains of  all  that  was  once  so 
bright  and  lovable.  No  one  but 
the  weeping  mother  to  sit  by  the 
dreadful'bier  while  the  father  went 
out  with  his  pick  and  shovel  to 
dig  the  graves  of  his  idolized  chil- 
dren. No  funeral  services  with 
their  sad  but  comforting  ofiices. 
No  flowers  brought  by  loving 
hands    to    strew   over    the    draped 


coffin  lid.  No  strains  of  sweet 
music  that  tear  the  heart  and  yet 
carry  the  thoughts  up  to  God 
and  heaven  where  the  spirit 
has  already  flown.  No  ser- 
mon fraught  with  comfort  and 
hope.  No  chance  to  fill  the  mind 
with  solemn  but  peaceful  thoughts 
of  heaven  and  the  swift  coming 
eternity,  where  all  will  be  united 
and  blessed.  Nothing  of  all  these 
usual  and  greatly  comforting  ad- 
juncts to  death  and  bereavement. 
Ah  no!  Nothing  but  the  cold 
bodies  and  the  colder  graves  with 
their  frightful  suggestions  to  see, 
to  think  of,  and  to  carry  in  the 
heart  as  last  pictures  of  the  loved 
and  lost. 

**My  poor  sister  clothed  and  pre- 
pared her  loved  ones  for  the 
grave,  and  one  by  one  the  parents 
bowed  to  the  very  earth  with  their 
great  agony  went  out  to  the  near 
spot  chosen  by  Mary  for  the 
graves,  and  together  they  lowered 
the  coffins  into  the  graves  and 
with  a  broken  and  whispered 
prayer  the  cruel  earth  was 
shoveled  upon  the  coffin  lid,  and 
nothing  was  left  to  them  but  the 
agonized  remembrance  of  their 
loss.  I  will  not  harrow  up  your 
feelings  by  telling  you  of  my 
sister's  awful  despair;  of  how  she 
screamed  and  moaned  and  tore 
her  hair  and  beat  her  breast  until 
the  milk  for  her  nursing  babe  was 
soured  and  dried  up  with  her;  nor 
of  the  deadly  apathy  which  fol- 
lowed her  noisier  grief,  far  worse 
to  witness  and  to  bear  than  any 
spoken  woe.  How  she  sat  hours 
together  at  her  window  gazing  out 
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in  silent  misery  at  the  little  graves 
only  a  few  feet  from  where  she  sat. 
For  she  had  them  buried  as  close 
to  the  house  as  it  was  possible 
so  that  she  could  see  them  at  any 
moment. 

**  Her  oldest  son  was  the  first  to 
take  the  disease  and  the  last  to 
succumb  to  its  deadly  power. 
But  at  midnight  on  the  night  of 
the  sixth  day  he,  too,  kissed  his 
mother  on  the  cheek  in  a  long 
and  loving  goodby.  Yes,  it  was 
simply  terrible,  four  children  dead 
in  six  days.  The  oldest  daughter 
and  the  six  months  old  baby  were 
all  that  were  left. 

'*  It  was  fittle  wonder  that  my 
dear  Mary  was  almost  crazy.  I 
do  not  use  that  term  in  exagger- 
ation, for  she  was  near  to  lose  her 
reason.  They  sometimes  brought 
her  little  babe  to  her  to  rouse  her, 
but  she  would  only  look  vacantly 
at  it  and  then  turn  her  eyes  to 
the  graves  under  the  locust  tree. 
In  the  course  of  a  few  weeks  she 
became  a  little  more  reasonable, 
or  at  least  for  the  sake  of  those 
left  she  roused  herself  enough  to 
once  more  resume  her  old  duties 
and  labors.  But  it  was  without 
one  bit  of  spirit  or  hope.  She 
moved  about  like  a  shadowy  ghost 
of  her  former  bright  happy  self. 
Her  mind  was  so  absorbed  in  her 
own  grief,  selfish  grief  if  you 
please  to  call  it  so,  that  she  was 
seldom  conscious  of  what  she  was 
doing.  She  performed  the  old 
mechanical  tasks  in  a  mechanical, 
absent-minded  way.  She  saw  and 
heard  as  one  in  an  unhappy 
dream. 


"Sometimes  her  friends  sought 
to  talk  with  her  and  to  use  words 
of  comfort  or  reason. 

"  *  Don't  talk  to  me,*  she  would 
cry,  *  no  one  has  suffered  as  I  have. 
God  never  so  punished  one  of  His 
children  before  on  this  earth.  Oh 
you  may  say  this  one  or  that  one 
has  suffered;  they  should  endure 
what  I  have  before  they  can  know 
anything  of  what  I  have  suffered. ' 

**  In  short  she  would  listen  to  no 
one  or  to  nothing  which  tended  to 
lessen  the  blow  which  had  fallen. 
As  months  went  by,  her  mind 
actually  began  to  be  unhinged  by 
the  constant  pressure  of  the  same 
sad  thoughts. 

**You,  Nellie,  will  know  some- 
thing of  that  tasteless  feeling  left 
in  your  life  by  the  death  of  a  child. 
That  feeling  as  if  there  never 
could  come  a. time  when  the  same 
pleasures,  the  same  objects  could 
create  in  your  mind  the  least 
interest  or  amusement.  It  is  as 
if  the  salt  of  life  were  gone  and 
all  is  worthless.  My  poor  sister 
had  had  greater  cause  to  feel  this 
•way  than  most  of  people,  and 
bitter  and  hard  did  she  feel  over 
her  heavy  loss,  that  she  made  no 
effort,  even  of  the  smallest  kind, 
to  get  over  her  grief.  Rather  did 
she  nurse  and  brood  over  her 
trouble  with  a  sort  of  pleasure  in 
the  fact  that  she  could  not  over- 
come it. 

"  At  last,  however,  she  herself 
became  uneasy  at  her  mental  con- 
dition. She  became  aware  that 
she  did  things  that  were  strange 
and  like  a  crazy  person.  The 
first    time    she    became     painfully 
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aware  of  this  growing  tendency 
was  one  morning  a  few  months 
after  her  loss.  A  stranger  had 
stopped  at  their  house  all  night 
and  she  was  preparing  breakfast 
for  him  and  the  family.  She  had 
no  bread  in  the  house  and  was 
obliged  to  stir  up  some  biscuits. 
Without  thinking  what  she  was 
doing,  she  mixed  up  her  dough 
and  put  it  in  the  oven.  When  it 
came  out  it  was  as  heavy  as  lead. 
She  had  forgotten  to  put  in  any 
soda.  This  was  bad,  for  they 
were  obliged  to  eat  the  biscuits. 
But  not  until  the  stranger  spued 
out  his  spoonful  of  coffee  with  a 
wry  face,  and  the  question  from 
her  husband  followed, 

"  *  Why  Mary,  what  on  earth  do 
you  mean  by  putting  salt  into  the 
sugar-bowl  instead  of  sugar  ?'  did 
she  feel  so  uneasy.  Then  she 
knew  that  her  mind  was  beginning 
to  fail  her  and  she  saw  something 
of  the  danger  in  which  she  stood. 
She  found  that  she  would  often  do 
exactly  the  opposite  Jhing  to  what 
she  intended  to  do,  and  often  did 
she  throw  away  or  waste  good 
material  in  her  absent-mindedness. 
Still  she  was  as  unreconciled  to 
her  trouble,  and  still  she  thought 
that  God  had  taken  her  children 
when  He  need  not  have  done  so. 
She  often  said  to  people  who 
sought  to  comfort  her  that  her  sor- 
row was  the  worst  sorrow  possible 
to  bear. 

"  Thus  over  a  year  passed.  It 
was  a  cold,stomy  night  in  the  early 
winter,  and  the  little  family  with- 
in had  settled  down  to  their  custo- 
mary   evening    occupations,  when 


a  knock  at  the  door  was  answered 
by  the  father,  and  an  old  couple 
with  grey  hair  and  bowed  forms 
entered  the  room  and  asked  if 
they  might  remain  over  night  with 
them,  as  they  wete  on  their  way 
to  Boise  City,  and  the  night  was 
too  stormy  to  go  any    arther. 

"  They  were  cordially  invited  to 
draw  chairs  up  to  the  fire,  and  -the 
man  of  the  house  went  out  to 
attend  to  their  team,  for  the  poor 
old  man  seemed  too  feeble  to  stir 
again  from  his  chair  that  evening. 

"  Mary  arose  at  the  same  time 
her  husband  went  out  and  stepped 
about  to  prepare  some  supper. 
Abstracted  as  she  was 'in  her  own 
gloomy  thoughts,  she  could  but 
notice  that  the  old  people  sat  with 
their  hands  clasped  and  their 
heads  bowed  in  low  and  earnest 
conversation.  As  her  attention 
was  more  and  more  attracted  to 
them,  she  saw  they  were  both  cry- 
ing, and  the  old  lady  frequently 
put  her  large  red  cotton  handker- 
chief to  her  own  eyes  and  then 
passed  it  over  to  her  companion. 
As  no  one  seemed  to  be  notic- 
ing them,  the  old  people  allowed 
themselves  to  give  full  vent  to 
their  feelings,  and  the  old  lady 
began  to  sob  in  bitter  and  stifled 
moans. 

"  It  is  hard  to  witness  grief  in 
any  one;  in  the  little  helpless  child 
who  is  as  yet  scarcely  conscious  of 
his  grief;  in  the  youth  whose  heart 
is  illy  fitted  to  bear  sorrow  and 
gloom;  and  in  ihe  mature,  whose 
minds  are  already  full  of  care  and 
anxiety,  it  is  painful  to  see  the 
signs  of     an  added  woe  and  grief. 
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But  if  you  have  ever  witnessed 
the  melting  sorrow  of  an  old  man 
you  will  know  there  is  nothing 
on  the  face  of  this  earth  so  liable 
as  that  to  tear  your  own  heart  in 
keen  sympathetic  throes  of  pain 
as  that  dreadful,  painful  sight. 

*'  To  Mary  it  was  almost  unbear- 
able to  watch  the  two  sitting  there 
in  helpless,  quivering  misery,  their 
forms  shaken  with  stifled  but 
bitter  sobs,  their  poor,  pale, 
wrinkled  cheeks  washed  by  a  river 
of  swift  falling  tears.  It  affected 
her  beyond  tears;  she  felt  as  if 
she  must  scream  aloud  in  agony. 
Her  own  sorfow  was  too  poignant 
to  leave  her  thoughts  for  more 
than  a  moment;  but  this  scene 
was  too  much  for  her  overburden- 
ed nerves  and  mind,  and  she  was 
almost  beside  herself. 

**It  was  with  a  startled  scream  of 
relief  and  surprise  that  she  saw 
her  husband  open  the  door  at  last, 
and  come  in  from  his  kindly 
office  of  caring  for  the  strangers' 
team.  He  went  up  to  her  and 
gravely  put  his  arm  about  her 
with  some  soothing  words,  for  her 
mental  condition  was  well  known 
to  him  and  caused  him  much 
anxiety.  She  quickly  drew  his 
attention  to  the  weeping  condi- 
tion of  their  visitors,  and  then 
hurried  to  put  on  the  table  the 
supper  she  had  prepared. 

**  The  old  lady  thanked  her  for 
all  her  kindly  attention,  and  the 
aged  travelers  sat  down  and  evi- 
dently tried  hard  to  eat  some- 
thing. But  it  was  useless.  One 
or  two  mouthfuls  was  all  they 
could     manage,     and     then     they 


slowly  pushed  their  chairs  away 
from  the  table  and  arose  with 
poorly  dissembled  grief  in  their 
eyes  and  voices. 

"Not  till  that  moment  did  Mary 
notice  that  the  old  lady  was 
dressed  in  black,  with  a  bit  of 
crape  around  her  throat,  and  the 
old  gentleman  had  a  piece  of  the 
same  gloomy  stuff  tied  about  his 
throat  in  place  of  an  ordinary 
necktie.  Could  it  be  possible  that 
they  were  going  to  the  funeral  of 
some  loved  and  lost  one?  Mary 
queried  in  her  mind.  The  very 
thought  made  her  heart  warm  in 
saddened  throbs  to  the  wretched 
old  couple,  and  she  resolved  to 
ask  them  about  it.  As  soon  as 
her  dishes  were  washed  she  offered 
to  conduct  them  to  a  bed  and  get 
them  to  rest,  as  they  must  surely 
be  weary  with  the  day's  travel. 

"The  old  man  thanked  her,  and 
then  after  a  short  pause  asked  her 
if  it  would  inconvenience  her  in 
the  least  if  they  were  to  sit  up 
by  the  fire  all  night.  She  looked 
at  them  in  some  surprise,  and 
asked  them  if  they  were  not  very 
tired. 

"  '  Yes,  we  are  very  tired;  but,' 
and  the  old  lady  hesitated,  '  we 
are  too  unhappy  to  sleep,  and  if 
you  would  not  mind  we  would 
prefer  sitting  here  by  the  fire.' 

"  '  Of  course  you  are  perfectly 
welcome  to  do  so,  if  you  wish  it; 
but  may  I  ask  if  you  are  in  sor- 
row for  the  death  of  some  dear 
one?'  and  poor  Mary's  voice  broke 
with  the  thought  of  such  cruel  woe. 

"At  this,  with  one  despairing 
glance    at    her    husband,    the    old 
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lady  broke  into  a  perfect  passion 
of  despairing  sobs,  and  the  old 
gentleman  heaved  a  deep  sigh 
and  for  a  moment  dropped  his 
head  in  his  hands  as  if  utterly  un- 
able to  utter  a  word.  Then,  rais- 
ing his  head,  but  with  his  eyes 
closed  as  if  in  distress,  he  said 
slowly : 

"  *  Sister,  our  grief  is  far  greater 
than  the  peaceful  death  of  a 
loved  child.' 

"  *  Impossible?'  softly  expostu- 
lated the  lips  of  my  sister,  and 
her  heart  echoed  the  oft  reiterated 
expression — impossible  I 

"  '  Did  you  say  impossible,  sis- 
ter? Then  you  do  not  know  where- 
of you  speak.  Do  you  know  what 
this  bit  of  crape  is  upon  my  neck 
for?  Oh  God  I  it  is  there  be- 
cause we  are  going  to  attend  the 
hanging  of  our  oldest  son!'  and 
the  wretched  old  man  dropped  his 
head  and  sobbed  in  bitter,  un- 
restrained woe.  Then  as  soon  as 
he  could  command  his  voice  he 
told  Mary  the  whole  of  the  pitiful 
story.  The  young  man  their  son 
had  gone  out  to  mining  camps, 
that  worst  of  all  traps  to  catch 
the  feet  of  our  young  men,  to 
earn  his  living,  and  had  gradually 
imbibed  the  tastes  and  habits  of 
other  wicked  men.  He  got  to 
drinking  with  the  drunkard,  and 
gambling  with  the  gambler.  He 
had  grown  ashamed  to  see  his 
good  old  parents,  and  had  ceased 
altogether  to  visit  them.  Years 
passed,  and  one  day  they  had  re- 
ceived a  telegram  ^rom  some  one 
in  Idaho  that  their  son  had  com- 
mitted murder,  and  been  sentenced 


to  be  hung,  and  the  hanging  was 
to  be  done  on  a  certain  day.  If 
they  desired  to  see  him  alive  they 
must  hasten  to  the  spot.  Then, 
under  the  stress  of  the  greatest 
agony  a  Saint  may  know,  that  of 
the  knowledge  that  a  loved  one 
has  sinned  in  this  world  with  a  sin 
that  cuts  off  all  hope  of  exaltation 
in  the  next,  the  aged  parents 
hastened  to  meet  their  beloved  and 
wretched  son  ere  his  life  was  cut 
off  from  this  earth. 

'*  Behold  here  was  a  sorrow- 
worse  than  death.  And  as  my  sister 
sat  through  the  long  silent  watches 
of  that  night  with  that  wretched 
couple  and  mingled  her  tears 
and  sobs  with  them  in  unre- 
strained sorrow,  she,  too,  ad- 
mitted without  reservation  that 
there  were  sorrows  far  more  bitter 
to  endure  than  that  which  she  had 
been  called  upon  to  bear.  Her 
own  loved  ones  were  safe  with  the 
dear  Father  who  had  taken  them 
home  in  their  youth  and  inno- 
cence. They  were  sure  of  an 
eternal  rest  and  glory,  while  she 
had  every  thought  of  loving  com- 
fort about  their  future.  As  for  her 
it  need  only  be  her  care  to  prepare 
herself  to  meet  them  an^i  share  the 
exceeding  weight  of  glory  which 
would  belong  to  them  all  if  she 
were  only  faithful  and  obedient. 
It  seemed  to  her  as  if  her  own 
tears  were  dried  up  in  the  face  of 
this  terrible  agony  which  she  wit- 
nessed and  shared  for  one  night 
only. 

"  When  morning  came  it  reveal- 
ed to  their  eyes  the  fact  that  all  had 
grown  years  older  in  that  one  brief 
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space.  If  the  parents  were  old 
before,  now  they  were  tottering 
with  the  weight  of  something 
heavier  than  years,  bitterer  than 
death,  and  sadder  than  words  can 
describe.  They  were  good  Latter- 
day  Saints,  and  the  knowledge  of 
the  hopelessness  of  their  son's 
condition  was  the  sharpest  pang  of 
all  that  they  had  to  endure.  Mary 
saw  them  depart  for  their  journey, 
knowing  that  the  end  thereof 
would  seal  upon  their  hearts  a 
heavier  blow  than  can  ever  be 
placed  upon  the  human  heart  by 
poverty,  sickness  or  death  in  its 
most  aggravated  form,  if  it  be  the 
death  of  innocence  and  peace. 
Alas,  she  knew  now,  something  of 
the  selfishness  of  her  own  grief, 
which  she  had  allowed  to  so  warp 
her  mind  that  it  was  already  al- 
most unhinged.  It  was  with  a  full 
and  bursting  heart  that  she  bowed 
her  body  to  the  earth  that  morn- 
ing and  told  her  Father  in  earnest 
tones  the  repentance  and  shame 
which  she  felt  for  her  own  sin  of 
ingratitude.  Then  she  prayed 
with  mighty  strength  for  the  only 
balm  that  could  be  given  to  those 
aged  parents,  the  balm  of  forget- 
fulness  and  heavenly  patience. 
Her  own  loss  was  bliss  compared 
to  theirs,  and  with  many  sighs  and 
tears  my  poor  sister  so  acknowl- 
edged it  to  God  and  her  own 
heart. 

"The  lesson  was  a  lasting  one. 
Not  two  months  after  the  baby 
was  stricken  with  the  same  disease 
which  had  carried  off  the  other 
four,  and  in  three  days  she  too 
was  laid  out    under    the    shade  of 


the  locusts,  and  there  was  but 
one  child  left  to  them.  But  Mary 
had  learned  her  lesson  well.  She 
wept,  she  sorrowed,  of  course,  no 
one  could  do  less;  but  through  it 
all  she  said  with  steadfast  heart, 
*  Thy  will  be  done,  not  mine,  O 
God!  The  Lord  giveth  and  the 
Lord  taketh  away,  blessed  be  the 
name  of  the  Lord.' 

."'That  is  my  sister's  story,' 
concluded  the  lady  of  the  house. 
'  There  is  little  more  to  be  added, 
unless  I  should  speak  of  a  vision 
which  was  afterwards  sent  her, 
of  the  time  when  her  children 
should  come  forth  from  their 
graves,  and  of  the  unearthly  joy 
which  swept  her  being  with  a 
bliss  unknown  to  earth  as  she 
clasped  them  one  and  all  to  her 
breast,  knowing  they  were  to  be 
near  her  and  with  her  for  all  eter- 
nity. I  cannot  remember  it  in 
detail,  but  it  was  very  beautiful, 
and  was  a  great  comfort  to  my 
sister's  sore  heart.  She  still  lives 
in  Idaho,  and  as  she  goes  about 
her  work  with  cheerful  counte- 
nance and  peaceful  heart,  she  can 
always  see  the  five  graves  beneath 
the  locust  tree  by  raising  her 
eyes  to  the  window,  and  to  her 
they  are  the  most  beautiful  sight 
on  earth.  She  has  had  more  chil- 
dren, and  is  the  proud  and  cheer- 
ful mother  of  a  growing  family, 
but  never  again  will  she  say  that 
there  are  no  worse  sorrows  than 
death. ' 

**After  the  lady  of  the  house  had 
ceased  her  story,  all  of  the  ladies 
made  various  remarks  relative  to 
it,  and  to  the    former    subjects  of 
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conversation.  It  was  a  noticeable 
fact  that  the  tone  of  their  remarks 
was  very  different  to  that  formerly 
used  in  speaking  of  Mrs.  Armi- 
tage.  At  length  Sister  Anderson 
said  in  her  quiet  way: 

"  *  If  there  is  time  before  dinner 
I  will  tell  you  a  story  which  I  told 
to  Mrs.  Armitage  last  evening. 
I  will  call  it  *The  Bishop's 
Child.' 

(to  be  concluded.) 


WHAT  IS  IT? 

Is't  then  romance,  to  court  love's  shining  dart, 
Which,  while  it  pierces,  elevates  the  heart, 
And  makes  us  nobler,  though  we  sometimes  sigh 
For  things  ungained  or  lost  ?  With  motives  high, 
And  strung  determinations  ne'er  to  yield 
To  ought  which  might  not  be   to  worlds  re- 
vealed. 
Young  love  is  sweet,  e'en  though  its  lips  were 
sealed. 

What  is  romance  ?    Is't  like  an  insect's  sting. 
Which  strikes  the  heart,  then  flits  on  restless 

wing. 
Leaving  no  recompense,  nor  ought  but  pain  ? 
Nay  I    I  believe  Gcd  hath  no  purpose  vain ; 
And  if  romance  be  studied  as  it  should, 
Though  never  learned,  or  fully  understood, 
It  brings,  with   young  love,  lessons  pure  and 

good. 

Ah  bright  romance  !  and  dear,  what  e'er  thou 

art, 
I  pray  thee,  ne'er  forsake  my  grateful  heart ; 
But  like  a  beauteous  bird  which  comes  to  sing, 
And  steals  away  full  many  a  hurtful  thing. 
Come  oft  to  me,  and  may  I  ne'er  grow  old 
If  then  thy  voice  were  stilled,  thy  being  cold — 
I'd  never  part  with  thee  for  fame  or  gold. 

Let  me  not  err,  but  with  a  willing  hand, 
Be  wisely  led  tu  better  understand  : 
My  hero  silvered  head,  or  beardless  boy. 
It  matters  not,  romance,  thy  song  is  joy, 
Thy  language  eloquence,  learned  or  uncouth — 
But  let  me  live  for  heav'n,  and  heavenly  truth, 
If  sweeter  things  they  hold   than  dreams  of 
youth. 

Lula, 


THE  DEDICATION  OF  THE  SALT  LAKE 
TEMPLE. 

When  for  a  few  moments  we 
forget  our  earthly  surroundings  in 
contemplation  of  the  marvels  of 
eternity,  we  are  made  to  feel  the 
tangible  link  between  the  seen 
and  the  unseen  worlds,  between  the 
small  period,  Timey  and  the  lengths 
of  eternity;  and  we  realize  that 
our  mortal  life  is  but  as  one  room 
in  the  great  college  through  which 
we  pass,  on  the  way  to  immortal 
exaltation. 

What  a  short  period  is  life,  yet 
how  important  its  bearing  upon 
the  eternities  before  us! 

Within  the  last  few  months  in 
the  loss  of  very  dear  friends,  the 
future  has  become  much  clearer 
to  me. 

The  experience  must  come  to 
each  one  in  order  for  all  to  fully 
realize  how  near  God  is  to  us. 

Having  known,  loved  and  lost 
our  dear  ones,  we  learn  that  they 
are  still  near  us. 

Oft  we  feel  their  sweet  presence 
in  hours  of  solitude  and  grief,  and 
we  know  that  heaven  is  here, 
around  us. 

By  the  great  increase  of  faith 
among  the  Latter-day  Saints,  we 
are  drawing  much  nearer  the  spirit 
world,  holding  closer  communion 
with  heaven  than  at  any  previous 
time.  "The  millennial  dawn  pres- 
ses on  to  our  view  and  eternity's 
here. " 

Those  who  attended  the  laying 
of  the  capstone  upon  our  beauti- 
ful temple,  will  never  forget  the 
mighty  testimony  of  the  Spirit 
of  God  which  thrilled  their  entire 
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beings  as  with  fire,  plainly  testify- 
ing that  the  pleasure  of  our 
Heavenly  Father  was  indeed 
manifested  towards  the  children 
of    Zion. 

How  well  will  we  remember 
the  celestial  joy  that  filled  our 
souls  as  we  shouted  Hosanna  to 
God  and  the  Lamb;  nor  can  we 
forget  the  tears  that  welled  up 
into  our  eyes,  as  our  hearts  over- 
flowed with  the  peace  that  pas- 
seth  understanding  —  the  sole 
means  of  expression  for  so  great 
a  testimony.  Then — our  minds 
lit  up  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  that 
sweet  teacher — we  contemplated 
the  beauties  and  blessings  that 
would  attend  the  dedication  of 
this  holy  structure.  Our  weak 
voices  attuned  to  celestial  strains 
might  join  the  celestial  choirs  in 
praising  and  blessing  our  God. 
We  read  in  the  Doctrine  and  Cov- 
enants of  the  glorious  manifesta- 
tions of  God's  love  at  the  dedica- 
tion of  the  Kirtland  temple,  when 
Joseph  and  Oliver,  the  vail  taken 
from  their  minds,  beheld  the 
Lord  standing  upon  the  breastwork 
of  the  pulpit,  having  under  His 
feet  a  paved  work  of  pure  gold, 
his  eyes  as  flames  of  fire.  His  hair 
like  the  pure  snow  and  His  coun- 
tenance radiant  above  the  splen- 
dor of  the  sun. 

And  as  He  spoke  to  them  His 
voice  was  as  the  rushing  of 
mighty  waters.      He  said  to  them: 

"I  am  the  first  and  the  last;  I 
am  he  who  liveth,  I  am  he  who 
was  slain;  I  am  your  advocate 
with  the  Father;  behold  your  sins 
are   forgiven  you;     you  are    clean 


before  me;  therefore  lift  your 
heads  and  rejoice. " 

"  Let  the  hearts  of  your  brethren 
rejoice  and  let  the  hearts  of  all 
my  people  rejoice  who  have  with 
their  might  built  this  house  to  my 
name.  For  behold,  I  have  accept- 
ed this  house  and  my  name  shall 
be  here,  and  I  will  manifest  my- 
self to  my  people  in  mercy  in  this 
house.  Yea,  I  will  appear  unto 
my  servants  and  speak  unto  them 
with  mine  own  voice,  if  my  people 
will  keep  my  commandments  and 
do  not  polute  this  holy  house,  yea, 
the  hearts  of  thousands  and  tens 
of  thousands  shall  greatly  rejoice, 
in  consequence  of  the  blessings 
which  shall  be  poured  out,  and 
the  endowments  with  which  my 
servants  have  been  endowed  in 
this  house.  And  this  is  the  be- 
ginning of  the  blessings  which 
shall  be  poured  out  upon  the 
heads  of  my  people.  Even  so. 
Amen. " 

Then  came  Moses  to  them  and 
restored  the  keys  of  the  gathering 
of  Israel  from  the  four  parts  of 
the  earth  and  the  leading  of  the 
Ten  Tribes  from  the  north 
country.  Next  appeared  Elias, 
restoring  the  dispensation  of 
Abraham,  saying:  "In  us  and 
our  seed  shall  all  the  generations 
of  the  earth  be  blessed. "  The 
prophet  Elijah  then  delivered 
the  keys  of  turning  the  hearts  of 
the  fathers  to  the  children  and 
the  children  to  the  fathers.  God 
tells  us  this  is  just  the  beginning 
of  the  blessings  to  be  poured  out 
upon  the  Saints.  This  wonderful 
vision  was    given  April  3rd,  1886. 
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The  keys  restored  by  Moses 
have  gathered  the  Saints  from  all 
parts  of  the  world  and  many  yet 
will  come  at  the  word  of  our 
Elders — the    messengers    of  God. 

As  they  have  gathered  temples 
have  reared  their  sacred  spires  to 
heaven,  that  the  keys,  restored  by 
Elijah  might  be  used;  then  began 
the  work  that  will  never  end 
until  every  soul  shall  be  re- 
deemed. The  dead  of  ages  past 
have  received  of  the  holy  ordin- 
ances of  the  gospel  through  the 
love  and  labor  of  their  living 
relations — thus  shall  the  human 
family  become  as  one  united 
whole. 

Genealogies  have  been  gathered 
from  the  former  homes  of  the 
gathered  Saints,  and  when  mortal 
resources  have  failed,  heavenly 
messengers,  dreams,  visions, 
and  miracles  have  taken  up  the 
broken  thread  of  knowledge  neces- 
sary to  perform  and  continue  the 
work  of  redemption  and  no 
hindrance  is  suffered  to  retard 
the  glorious  work.  Spirits,  weary 
with  long  waiting  to  be  redeemed 
from  bondage,  have  been  per- 
mitted to  visit  relatives,  and  beg 
that  the  prison  doors  be  opened, 
and  they  be  allowed  to  ascend  the 
scale  of  knowledge  until  they,  too, 
shall  become  perfect. 

Thus  is  the  silence  of  the 
tomb  forever  broken,  and  the 
doors  of  eternity  opened  before 
our  glad  eyes,  and  communion 
between  them  and  us  is  firmly 
established.  And  we  learn  that 
they  live,  learn,  and  labor  there 
as  we    do  here,  only  bereft  of  the 


earthly  failings  which  encumber 
us.  Their  frailties  slumber  for- 
ever in  the  dust  never  to  be  taken 
up  again,  for  their  bodies  put  on 
incorruption  and  immortality  at 
the  resurrection.  Six  temples 
have  been  reared  in  this  dispen- 
sation for  this  holy  work,  and  for 
the  Saints  to  be  sealed  up  unto 
eternal  lives,  so  beautifully  ex- 
pressed by  our  poet  and  prophet. 
Parley  P.   Pratt: 

"Ye  kindred    spirits,  filled  with 

mutual  love. 
Pure    as    the    dews    descending 

from  above. 
All     hail  I  for    you    the     sacred 

keys  are  given 
To  make  you   one  on  earth  and 

one  in  heaven — 
Be    fruitful,    then,  and  let  your 

race  extend; 
Fill  earth,  the  stars,  and  worlds 

that  never  end. " 

Five  temples  have  been  finished, 
the  sixth  is  near    its    completion. 

Since  the  completion  of  the 
Kirtland  temple  many  thousands 
have  been  officiated  for,  and  thous- 
ands of  our  most  faithful,  most 
useful  sons  and  daughters  of 
Zion — in  promising  youth,  in  ripe 
old  age,  and  the  highest  of 
earthly  usefulness — have  left  us. 
They  were  called  home  and  we 
have  sorrowed  deeply  not  realiz- 
ing the  reason  for  their  departure. 
Now  all  is  explained.  The  work 
of  preaching  to  the  nations  of  the 
earth  is  small,  exceedingly  small, 
compared  with  the  millions  of 
souls  in  the  spirit  world,  who 
must  be  taught  the  gospel  ere  they 
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I  can  receive  it.  Hence  our  dear 
ones,  having  proved  their  effi- 
ciency, are  called  to  the  greater 
labor.       In    the    spirit  world  they 

I  prepare  the  way  for  us  to  do 
our  part  in  the  temples.  They 
have  but  changed  their  field  of 
labor. 

While  we  work  here  our  loved 
ones,  and  those  of  past  ages, 
whom  we  labor  for,  pray  for  us 
continually,  remember  us  unceas- 
ingly before  the  Lord  in  love  and 
gratitude  far  beyond  our  compre- 
hension. Occasionally  we  get  a 
faint  idea  as  faith  increases  in 
our  souls;  but  'tis  very  faint. 
We  cannot  contain  nor  express 
the  fullness  of  joy  that  floods  our 
hearts  when  God  blesses  us.  The 
language  of  the  soul,  like  the 
spirit  itself,  is  pressed  and  covered 
by  our  mortal  bodies  and  almost 
forgotten,  save  for  a  few  signs. 
Our  eyes  fill  to  overflowing;  our 
hearts  leap  forth  and  sink  again; 
but  when  we  know  as  we  are 
known,  and  things  appear  as  they 
are  and  not  as  they  seem,  the 
wings  of  our  soul  will  no  longer 
beat  fruitlessly  against  their  prison 
doors  of  clay  to  find  the  long-lost 
power;  but  the  body  will  become 
the  pure  medium  and  all  our 
thoughts  shall  find  expression. 
Our  reward  for  the  labor  of  love, 
the  work  for  the  dead,  is  this: 
that  Christ  bestows  upon  us  the 
proud  title  of  saviors  upon  Mount 
Zion.  Cannot  we  now  pierce  the 
fast  receding  vail  and  with  the 
clear  eye  of  faith  behold  the  con- 
nection, the  nearness  of  our  earthly 
Hfe  with  our  dear  ones  behind  it? 


Not  long  since,  at  the  funeral  of  a 
very  dear  friend,  I  was  deeply, 
joyfully  impressed  with  these 
words,  "This  body  shall  scarcely 
know  decay  ere  it  shall  be  resur- 
rected, and  communion  with  him 
be  enjoyed  as  fully  as  before 
death. "  Think  of  the  visitors  at 
the  Kirtland  temple  and  of  the 
mighty  men  and  women  who  have 
died  since  that  time,  of  the  glories 
enjoyed  in  our  holy  temples,  and 
tell  if  you  can  the  mighty  power 
that  will  be  made  manifest  when 
the  Salt  Lake  temple  is  dedicated 
to  our  God. 

The  services  are  to  continue 
until  every  Saint  shall  have  the 
privilege  of  participating.  Each 
soul  shall  receive  that  peculiar 
blessing  necessary  for  its  comfort 
and  encouragement.  Think  you 
not  that  our  beloved  Joseph  and 
Hyrum,  Brigham  Young,  John 
Taylor,  and  the  other  holy  men 
and  women  of  our  day  will  be 
there  with  us?  Ah,  could  we  but 
tell  the  joy  with  which  they  hail 
the  glorious  day  for  which  they 
lived,  labored  and  died.  Let  us 
so  purify  and  cleanse  our  bodies 
that  God's  Spirit  shall  find  them 
temples  of  light  wherein  it  can 
abide  and  give  us  that  fullness  of 
joy  and  knowledge  that  shall 
exalt  us  in    his    presence  forever. 

Keep  the  Word  of  Wisdom  and 
remember  our  prayers  with  dili- 
gence, and  let  us  help  with  our 
might  to  finish  this  holy  house, 
that  when  we  enter  therein  abun- 
dant blessings  shall  be  in  store  for 
us. 

Rose    Wallace. 
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THEOLOGICAL. 


BAPTISM  AND  THE  GIFT  OF  THE 
HOLY  GHOST. 

The  principle  of  baptism  by 
immersion  has  always  seemed  so 
plain  and  so  well  sustained  by 
Bible  teachings,  that  it  is  only 
recently  I  have  been  made  to 
understand  that  some  people  can 
be  honest  and  still  deny  the  neces- 
sity of  baptism  by  immersion.  I 
discover  there  are  many  honest 
and  sincere  people  who  have 
argued  themselves,  or  have  been 
argued  into  a  belief  that  sprink- 
ling or  pouring  water  is  quite  suf- 
ficient for  this  rite,  and  there  are 
some  who  even  deny  that  the 
ordinance  is  necessary  to  salva- 
tion. We,  as  a  people,  have  felt 
so  safe  and  so  secure  on  these 
points  that  we  are  a  little  over- 
confident, and  it  may  happen  to 
some  of  you  girls,  as  it  has  hap- 
pened to  me,  that  the  time  will 
come  when  you  will  have  to  be 
able  to  prove  why  the  doctrine  of 
baptism  by  immersion  is  essential 
and  that  it  was  taught  by  our 
Savior. 

Matthew,  the  Apostle,  tells  us 
that  "Jesus  when  he  was  bap- 
tized, went  up  straightway  out  of 
the  water. "  The  Apostle  Mark 
also  says,  "Jesus  came  from 
Nazareth  of  Galilee,  and  was 
baptized  of  John  in  Jordan.  And 
straightway  coming  up  out  of  the 
water,  he  saw  the  heavens 
opened,"  etc.  The  other  two 
evangelists  speak  of  the  baptism, 
but    do    not    add  those  significant 


words,   "came   straightway  up  out 
of  the  water." 

Those  who  argue  against  immer- 
sion say  that  the  full  meaning  of 
these  passages  is  that  He  came 
up  from  the  side  or  near  unto  the 
water.  I  heard  a  most  effective 
story  told  the  other  day  in  illus- 
tration of  this  point;  but  I  am  not 
much  in  favor  of  sarcasm  in  argu- 
ment, and  therefore  I  beg  my 
readers  not  to  use  the  story  in  a 
sarcastic  manner.  However,  it  is 
so  applicable  to  this  matter  that 
I  feel  constrained  to  repeat  it. 
The  story  runs: 

"A  minister  had  been  delivering 
a  most  eloquent  sermon  illustra- 
tive of  the  argument  in  behalf  of 
Christ  coming  from  the  side  of 
the  water  or  'nigh  unto  it,*  and 
an  old  Dutchman  had  listened 
with  a  great  deal  of  attention  to 
the  elaborate  plea.  At  the  con- 
clusion the  Dutchman  sought  out 
the  divine  and  thus  expressed 
himself: 

"  'I  vas  so  glad  to  be  here  today 
and  here  dese  sermons;  I  vas  so 
glad  to  hear  dat  our  Savior  did 
not  go  down  into  de  vater,  but 
only  come  nigh  unto  it.  Yaw, 
dat  vas  goot.  And  den,  maybe, 
it  was  goot  too  dat  Jonah  did  not 
go  into  de  vhale's  belly,  but 
yoost  nigh  unto  it.  And  Moses, 
he  did  not  go  up  into  de  mount 
but  nigh  unto  it.  Oh,  yah,  dis 
vas  very  goot.  But  vait  von 
leetle  minute.  Now,  ven  ve  shall 
die  and  go  away  from  dis  vorld, 
den  maybe  ve  shall  not  go  into  d^ 
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Kingdom  of  Heaven,  but  yoost 
nigh  unto  it.  I  am  not  so  zure 
aboud  dis  dings.  I  don't  vant 
to  go  nigh  unto  de  kingdom;  I 
vant  to  go  right  straight  into  it. 
Yah,  das  vas  so.'" 

The  story  is  so  apt  that  it  is 
worth  a  book  of  arguments.  How- 
ever, let  us  see  what  the  Bible 
says.  If  Jesus  "came  up  out  of" 
the  water,  I  can  conceive  of  no 
way  in  which  he  could  come  up 
"out  of "  without  first  going  "down 
into. "  That  is  surely  logical,  and 
simple  and  plain.  He  most  cer- 
tainly was  down  in  the  water,  and 
whether  He  had  the  water  poured 
upon  Him  or  was  immersed,  He 
was  down  in  the  water,  else  He 
could  not  have  come  up  out  of 
the  water. 

As  to  whether  He  was  immersed 
or  not,  let  us  see  what  is  said 
about  that.  Paul,  in  writing  to 
the  Romans,  says:  "Therefore, 
we  are  buried  with  Him  by  bap- 
tism in  death;  that  like  as  Christ 
was  raised  up  from  the  dead  by 
the  glory  of  the  Father,  even  so 
we  all  should  walk  in  newness  of 
life.  For  if  we  have  been  planted 
together  in  the  likeness  of  His 
death,  we  shall  also  be  in  the 
likeness  of  His  resurrection." 
Again,  tne  same  apostle,  m  writ- 
ing to  the  CoUosians,  refers  to 
this,  his  favorite  figure  of  bap- 
tism, "Buried  with  Him  in  bap- 
tism, wherein  also  ye  are  risen 
with  Him  through  the  faith  of  the 
operation  of  God  who  hath  raised 
Him  from  the  dead." 

In  what  manner  were  the  an- 
cient Hebrews  buried?     By  being 


laid  in  sepulchers.  The  Jews  laid 
their  dead  down  in  the  tomb. 
Now  how  can  a  person  be  buried 
in  water  if  he  be  standing  up  or 
by  having  the  water  poured  upon 
him,  or  by  sprinkling  the  water 
upon  him.  Again,  Paul  likens 
this  ordinance  to  a  planting. 
Now  if  a  seed  is  planted  is  it  not 
covered  with  earth?  If  we  are 
baptized  in  the  likepess  of  Cnrist's 
death  and  resurrected  or  raised 
from  that  baptism  in  likeness  of 
His  resurrection,  in  what  other 
way  except  by  complete  immer- 
sion can  that  likeness  be  made 
perfect.  Here,  too,  is  another 
point.  In  death  or  in  planting 
a  seed,  the  dead  person  and  the 
seed  is  taken  as  a  powerless  lump 
into  the  hands  of  another  to  be 
laid  down  in  the  water  or  in  the 
earth.  If  the  baptism  is  performed 
while  the  applicant  either  stands 
or  kneels,  no  such  likeness  is 
made  in  the  ordinance.  This  is  a 
small  point;  but  I  have  often 
listened  to  the  instructions  given 
to  those  about  to  be  baptized, 
and  when  the  person  is  told  not 
to  try  to  use  his  own  strength, 
but  to  lie  down  in  the  hands  of 
the  one  who  is  officiating,  I  have 
thought  how  perfectly  those  in- 
structions carry  out  the  figure 
made  by  Paul  in  speaking  of  this 
ordinance. 

If  you  wish  to  further  inform 
yourselves  upon  this  point,  read 
carefully  the  chapter  on  Baptism 
contained  in  the  Compendium, 
and  that  given  in  the  Ready 
References,  and  if  yoii  can  find 
the  article  written  upon    this  sub- 
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ject  in  the  Deseret  News  about  two 
years  ago  by  J.  M.  Sjodahl  you 
will  see  how  this  beautiful  and 
simple  ordinance  has  been 
changed. 

As  d  last  argument,  the  sectar- 
ian will  tell  you  that  he  does  not 
consider  the  particular  mode  of 
administering  this  ordinance  as 
of  any  great  moment,  for  after  all 
it  is  only  an  "outward  visible 
sign  of  an  inward  spiritual  grace." 
I  am  not  learned  in  the  peculiar 
sectarian  ghrases,  and  I  must  con- 
fess that  this  expression  is  some- 
what puzzling  to  my  simple  under- 
standing. However,  I  gather  that 
it  has  some  reference  to  the  mind 
being  in  the  real  state  of  conver- 
sion. This  last  is  perfectly  true.  But 
let  me  ask  in  all  loving  kindness 
of  my  sectarian  friend,  if  the  out- 
ward sign  mattereth  so  little,  why 
it  was  that  Christ  Himself,  who 
was  without  sin,  must  needs 
comply  with  this  ordinance?  And 
what  was  His  reply  to  John  when 
that  rough  son  of  the  hills  of 
Judah  hesitated  to  perform  this 
ordinance  upon  the  person  of  one 
whose  shoe  latchet  he  felt  himself 
unworthy  to  unloose?  "Suffer  it 
to  be  so  now,  for  thus  it  becometh 
us  to  fulfill  all  righteousness." 
Singular  words  for  the  Savior  to 
use  if  this  ordinance  mattered 
little,  and  was  but  the  outward 
sign  received  by  one  whose  mind 
was  already  converted.  Does  it 
matter  little?  If  it  was  necessary 
for  Jesus  and  His  apostles  and 
disciples  to  receive  this  ordinance, 
and  as  Paul  says,  with  "one  bap- 
tism,   one    Lord,"   I    don't    think 


you  and  I  can    attain  to  the  same 
kingdom  entered  by  them  without 
going  through  the  same  initiators- 
ordinance.       The    sectarian  world 
have  spiritualized  so  many  of    the 
plain    ordinances    of     the     gospel 
that  today  a  simple  declaration  of 
belief  in  Christ  and  the  other  per- 
sonages   of    the  Godhead,    seems 
sufficient    to    procure    people     en- 
trance into    any    church  or  creed. 
Well,  what  about     thus  spiritu- 
alizing these  things?     Do  I  think 
that  baptism    simply    as    an  ordi- 
nance will    save    a    man?        Deci- 
dedly not.      But  on  the  other  hand, 
if  Christ   says    it    is    a    necessary 
labor,  I  dare  not  leave  it  undone. 
The  whole  fact  of    the    matter  is, 
that  since  the  many  and    glorious 
revelations  given    to    the  Prophet 
Joseph  Smith,  the  world  has  been 
full  of  light,  and    while  they  have 
erected  many  of  their  own  errors, 
yet  they    will    not  accept  of  pure, 
unadulterated  truth.       This  world 
is  a  sphere  of  symbols.        Anyone 
who  reads    the    sacred    history  of 
the  Jews  and  the  Nephites  will  be 
convinced    that    we    are  living  in 
one  great  primary  school,  or  even 
it  might  be  said    a    kindergarten, 
where    we    are    taught    by    object 
lessons,  in    which  signs  and  sym 
bols  are  the  language  employed  \yy 
our  heavenly  Parent  to  instruct  us. 
The     sectarian     world     have    dis- 
covered, in    rebounding    from   the 
dense     and    ignorant    superstition 
of    the    Roman     Catholic    Church 
that  the    real    religion    is    in    the 
heart,  and  that    outward    symbols 
are    but    forms    and    shows.      But 
they  do    not    read    the    scriptures 
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closely  enough,  or  they  would 
know  that  the  forms  must  accom- 
pany the  spiritual  conversion,  and 
that  God  requires  all,  even  His 
Divine  Son,  to  comply  with  these 
outward  forms.  It  is  not  enough 
to  feel  the  truth  of  His  gospel  in 
the  heart;  the  outward  sign  of 
baptism  and  laying  on  of  hands 
must  be  administered  to  each  and 
every  believer. 

In  talking  with  one  of  our  youths 
out  at  Harvard,  he  confessed  to 
me  that  these  things  were  some- 
what of  a  stumbling  block  to  him. 
Evidently  the  spiritualized  doc- 
trines of  the  intensely  intellectual 
world  had  captivated  his  mind, 
and  he  was  puzzled.  He  saw  the 
half  truth  that  the  outward  sign 
is  only  the  lesser  part  of  truth. 
"Do  you  know,"  I  said  to  him, 
"that  it  is  always  necessary  for 
us  to  begin  with  the  known  and 
creep  up  to  the  unknown?  If  you 
want  to  teach  a  child  that  a  cube 
is  four-sided,  it  would  be  much 
easier  and  more  effectually  done 
by  giving  him  a  square  block  of 
wood.  That  is  a  tangible  lesson, 
something  to  take  hold  of;  it  is 
the  concrete  that  must  precede  the 
abstract;  it  is  in  short  the  language 
of  symbols."  "Yes,  I  see  that; 
but  when  we  reach  the  age  of  wis- 
dom we  do  not  need  blocks. 
When  we  know  and  are  familiar 
with  the  abstract  we  have  no 
further  use  for  the  concrete.  What 
use  is  there  for  us  to  go  about 
with  cubes  of  wood  in  our  hands 
when  we  are  in  geometry?"  "My 
dear  young  friend,  if  you  will  turn 
to  your  Testament,"  said    I,   "you 


will  read  what  the  great  Teacher 
said  to  one  who  thought  the  God- 
head needed  no  blocks  of  wood  i  n 
order  to  administer  in  the  laws  of 
geometry.  Did  He  not  say  to 
such  a  one,  'Suffer  it  to  be  so, 
for  thus  it  becometh  us  to  fulfill 
all  righteousness?*  If  it  is  neces- 
sary for  Him  to  carry  wooden 
cubes  on  this  earth,  let  not  you 
nor  I  consider  ourselves  either 
better  or  smarter  than  He  was." 
"Thanks;  I  see  this  as  I  never 
saw  it  before,"  gravely  answered 
my  companion.  We  are  in  a 
world  of  symbols;  we  are  dwelling 
in  a  primary  stage.  Every  king- 
dom has  its  laws,  and  the  law  of 
this  one  is  that  we  must  comply 
with  the  outward  forms  and  ordi- 
nances of  the  gospel,  no  matter 
how  simple  or  how  seemingly  un- 
necessary they  may  appear  to  us. 
We  may  enter  a  sphere  some  day, 
if  we  are  faithful,  where  this  pre- 
paratory law  is  unnecessary;  but 
while  we  are  here  we  can  do  no 
less,  indeed  we  can  only  do  what 
we  are  commanded  by  God  and 
His  Son. 

Another  error  has  crept  into 
most  of  the  sectarian  churches, 
that  of  infant  baptism.  This 
error  was  also  a  part  of  the  apos- 
tate Nephite  creed,  as  we  are 
told  in  the  Book  of  Mormon.  It 
will  not  do  for  us  to  ridicule  this 
strange  belief,  for  there  are  some 
extremely  plausible  reasons  given 
for  the  practice.  The  assertion  is 
made  by  our  sectarian  friends  that 
no  unbaptized  person  can  enter 
the  kingdom  of  heaven.  It  seems 
a    little    strange    that    this    is    so 
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strenuously  insisted  upon,  when 
the  moment  before  these  same 
people  were  saying  that  the  form 
of  baptism  mattered  little,  for  it 
was  but  an  outward  sign  of  an 
inward  grace.  However,  we  are 
quite  ready  to  agree  with  them  in 
saying  that  baptism  is  essential 
to  salvation.  But  now,  as  to  the 
proper  persons  to  be  baptized. 
The  instructions  of  Jesus  to  His 
apostles  were  these:  "Go  ye  into 
all  the  world,  and  preach  the 
gospel  to  every  creature.  He  that 
believeth  and  is  baptized  shall  be 
saved;  but  he  that  believeth  not 
shall  be  damned.  And  these 
signs  shall  follow  them  that  be- 
lieve: In  my  name  they  shall  cast 
out  devils;  they  shall  speak  with 
new  tongues;  they  shall  take  up 
serpents;  and  if  they  drink  any 
deadly  thing  it  shall  not  hurt 
them;  they  shall  lay  hands  on  the 
sick  and  they  shall  recover." 

The  sectarian  tells  us  if  all  who 
are  not  baptized  are  shut  out  of 
the  kingdom,  then  the  infants 
should  receive  the  ordinance; 
and  as  they  are  too  young  to 
make  promises  for  themselves, 
then  come  sponsers,  usually  near 
relatives,  who  solemnly  promise  in 
behalf  of  the  infant  that  it  shall 
accept  their  act  and  live  a  Godly 
life.  The  ordinance  is  performed, 
and  the  infant,  if  it  should  die 
before  reaching  years  of  ac- 
countability, has  an  assurance  of 
entering  into  the  kingdom.  What 
does  Christ  say  about  little  chil- 
dren? He  gathers  them  to  His 
bosom,  and  with  one  sweep  of  all 
their    natures     and      needs,     says 


with    solemn    simplicity,      "Suffer 
little    children    to    come  unto  me, 
and  forbid    them    not,  for  of  such 
is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. "      Don't 
you  think  He  would  have  baptized 
them  if  there  was  any  need  of   that 
act?    Most  certainly;   He     in     His 
infinite  wisdom  would  have  left  no 
necessary     act     unperformed       for 
their  future  salvation.     Mark,  how- 
ever,   the    unanswerable    logic     of 
His  words:    "Of  such  is  the  king- 
dom of    heaven."       Then,  if  little 
children     were     not    baptized     by 
Him,  why  should   others   deem   it 
necessary  so  to  do.    The  sectarian 
refers  you  to  the    two  passages   in 
the    Acts    of    the    Apostles,  chap. 
16,  verses  14    and    15,  and  verses 
21,  23    and    83,    where    a    woman 
and  her  household  were  baptized, 
and     the    keeper     of     the    prison 
"and      his     house"    received      the 
ordinance  of    baptism.       There    is 
nothing  specially    confirmatory  of 
infant  baptism  in    these  passages, 
for  the    inference    might    be    that 
there    were    wives     and    servants, 
but    no    children.       Of    course     if 
there    were    children     they    could 
easily    have    arrived    at    years     of 
accountability.        Even     if     there 
were     little     children,     those      of 
proper  ages  could  have  been  bap- 
tized, leaving  the  innocent  children 
blameless  and  pure.     What  is  the 
injunction    of    the  Savior?      "Re- 
pent, repent,  of   your  sins  and  be 
baptized."    Can  little  children  sin 
when  they  have  no    knowledge,   of 
sin?       Not     until     they     are     old 
enough    to    comprehend    the    dif- 
ference   between  right  and  wrong 
can  they  be   held    accountable  for 
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their  actions.  A  tiny  infant  can 
make  no  promises,  and  no  one  on 
earth  has  a  right  to  make  promises 
of  such  a  solemn  nature  for  an- 
other human  soul.  We  all  have 
our  agency,  and  it  is  wrong  to 
wrest  it  from  us  in  that  way. 

Enough  for  that  question.  Let 
us  now  turn  to  our  position  as 
young  sisters  in  this -Church,  and 
see  if  there  is  anything  required 
of  us  in  this  matter.  Are  you  a 
young  mother?  Or  are  you  a 
Sunday  school  teacher?  If  so, 
there  is  a  very  grave  duty  resting 
upon  your  shoulders  in  regard  to 
the  law  of  baptism.  What  is  it? 
The  Doctrine  and  Covenants  says: 
"Inasmuch  as  parents  have  chil- 
dren in  Zion,  or  in  any  of  the 
Stakes  which  are  organized,  that 
teach  them  not  to  understand  the 
doctrine  of  repentance,  faith  in 
Christ,  the  Son  of  the  living  God, 
and  of  baptism  and  the  gift  of  the 
Holy  Ghost  by  the  laying  on  of 
the  hands  when  eight  years  old, 
the  sin  be  upon  the  head  of  the 
parents;  for  this  shall  be  a  law 
unto  all  the  inhabitants  of  Zion, 
or  in  any  of  her  Stakes  which  are 
organized;  and  their  children 
shall  be  baptized  for  the  remis- 
sion of  their  sins  when  eight  years 
old,  and  receive  the  laying  on  of 
the  hands,  and  they  shall  teach 
their  children  to  pray  and  to  walk 
uprightly  before  the  Lord." 

Now,  a  child  of  eight  years  old 
is  old  enough  to  have  some  or  all 
of  the  gifts  promised  to  those 
who  believe,  follow  its  baptism. 
And  ought  those  gifts  to  follow? 
Yes,  most  decidedly    they  should. 


and  would,  if  parents  did  the  duty 
so  plainly  indicated  in  this  pas- 
sage. Young  parents,  do  you 
teach  your  growing  children  these 
principles  in  all  sincerity,  or  do 
you  depend  upon  the  Sunday 
schools  to  do  your  work  for  you? 
If  you  do  occasionally  mention 
the  fact  to  your  child  that  soon  he 
or  she  will  be  old  enough  to  be 
baptized,  do  you  do  this  in  a 
mechanical  sort  of  way,  saying 
nothing  further  upon  the  subject? 
If  you  will  try  to  implant  the  liv- 
ing faith  in  the  heart  of  your  child, 
there  is  no  reason  when  the  ordi- 
nance is  performed  why  there 
should  not  flow  upon  the  youthful 
head  a  flood  of  light  and  glorious 
manifestation.  Do  not  take  all 
these  things  easy,  for  woe  be  unto 
him  who  is  at  ease  in  Zion. 

The  Gift  of  the  Holy  Ghost, 
which  is  bestowed  upon  the  newly 
baptized  person  by  the  imposi- 
tion of  hands,  is  a  most  glorious 
gift,  and  there  is  but  one  way  to 
receive  it.  It  is  to  repent  of  our 
sins,  be  baptized,  and  receive  it 
through  the  laying  on  of  hands  of 
those  who  have  the  authority  of 
God  to  confer  it.  There  is  also 
a  distinction  made  between  the 
Spirit  of  God  and  the  Holy  Ghost. 
The  Spirit  of  God  is  given  to  all 
men  who  dwell  upon  the  face  of 
the  earth,  in  greater  or  less 
degree,  but  the  Holy  Ghost  is 
given  to  chosen  ones,  or  rather  to 
those  who  themselves  choose  to  be 
humble,  obedient  children  of 
God.  The  Doctrine  and  Cove- 
nants teaches  us  in  Section  46, 
verse  11,   "For  all  have  not  every 
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gift  given  unto  them;"  for  there 
are  many  gifts,  and  to  every  man 
is  given  a  gift  by  the  Spirit  of 
God.  To  some  is  given  one,  and 
some  is  given  another,  that  all 
may  be  profited  thereby.  To 
some  it  is  given  by  the  Holy 
Ghost  to  know  that  Jesus  Christ 
is  the  Son  of  God,  and  that  He 
was  crucified  for  the  sins  of  the 
world;  to  others  it  is  given  to 
believe  on  their  words,  that  they 
also  might  have  eternal  life  if 
they     continue     faithful.  And 

again  to  some  it  is  given  by  the 
Holy  Ghost  to  know  the  differ- 
ences of  administration,  as  it  will 
be  pleasing  unto  the  same  Lord, 
according  as  the  Lord  will,  suit 
ing  His  mercies  according  to  the 
conditions  of  the  children  of  men. 
And  again,  it  is  given  by  the  Holy 
Ghost  to  some  to  know  the 
diversities  of  operations,  whether 
they  be  of  God,  that  the  manifesta- 
tions of  the  Spirit  may  be  given 
to  every  man  to  profit  withal.  And 
again,  verily  I  say  unto  you,  to 
some  is  given  by  the  Spirit  of 
God  the  word  of  wisdom,"  etc., 
etc.  In  Section  130,  veres  22,  we 
are  told  that  the  Father  has  a 
body  of  flesh  and  bones  as  tangi- 
ble as  man*s;  the  Son  also;  but 
the  Holy  Ghost  has  not  a  body  of 
flesh  and  bones,  but  is  a  person- 
age of  Spirit.  Were  it  not  so, 
the  Holy  Ghost  could  not  dwell  in 
us.  A  man  may  receive  the  Holy 
Ghost,  and  it  may  descend  upon 
him  and  not  tarry  with  him. 
Read  all  of  the  rest  of  Section  46 
and  study  it  carefully. 

In    these    lessons    you    are    en- 


deavoring to  get  a  thorough  under- 
standing of  the  principles  of  the 
gospel,  and  you  cannot  afford  to 
do  your  work  slightingly  or  in  a 
hasty  way.  Study  with  all  your 
powers  of  mind,  and  never  fail 
to  pray  often  and  earnestly  for 
light  to  be  given  to  you.  The  last 
clause  that  I  have  quoted  from 
the  Doctrine  and  Covenants  is 
pregnant  with  meaning.  "A  man 
may  receive  the  Holy  Ghost,  and 
it  may  descend  upon  him  and  not 
tarry  with  him. "  So  that  you  and 
I  may  at  times  receive  that  mighty 
testimony,  and  at  times  we  may 
be  without  it.  Just  here,  it  is 
worth  while  inquiring  of  ourselves, 
why  it  should  leave  us?  I  do  not 
think  I  need  answer  that  question ; 
you  can  answer  it  by  the  knowl- 
edge you  have  of  the  laws  of  the 
gospel.  We  are  told  that  the 
Holy  Ghost  will  lead  us  into  all 
truth.  I  was  warned  in  my  patri- 
archal blessing  to  learn  to  listen 
to  the  whisperings  of  the  Spirit. 
I  am  trying  so  hard  to  do  that, 
but  I  have  not  succeeded  as  well 
as  I  most  earnestly  wish  to,  and 
yet  I  pass  the  warning  on  to  you; 
listen  to  the  whisperings  of  the 
Spirit. 


If  you  would  convince  a  person 
of  his  mistake,,  accost  him  not 
upon  that  subject  when  his  spirit 
is  rufiled  or  discomposed  with  any 
occurrences  of  life;  and  especially 
when  he  has  heated  his  passions 
in  the  defence  of  a  contrary  opin- 
ion. 
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ASSOCIATION  SUGGESTIONS. 


THE  TRANSLATION  OF  THE  BOOK  OF 
MORMON. 
In     giving     this    lesson    to   the 
girls,  great   care   should  be  taken 
by  the  president  of  the  association 
to  familiarize  herself  with  all    the 
details  of  the  history.     Try  to  get 
some    reality    connected  with  the 
facts    as    related  in    Joseph's  his- 
tory.     Ask  those  who  can. tell  you 
something  about  the  style  of  liv- 
ing followed  by  the  New  England 
farmers  at  that  time,  what  sort  of 
houses  were  occupied  by  ordinary 
farmers,   the    physical  features  of 
the  land  over  which  Joseph's  feet 
traveled  during  the  exciting  years 
spent    in    the   translation   of    the 
wonderful  Book.      In  addition    to 
a  large  map  for  reference,  get  one 
of  the  girls  to  prepare  some  paper 
or  pasteboard,  or  get,  if  possible, 
a  piece  of  tin  about  the  size  of  that 
upon  which  the   Book  of  Mormon 
was   engraved.     Get   a   good  idea 
fixed  in  your  own  mind    as  to  the 
shape  and  appearance  of  the  Urim 
arid    Thummim,  the  box  in  which 
they  were    buried,  and    in  fact  all 
the    details  of    the  lesson.      Then 
put    these    graphically    before  the 
girls,  and  make  your  hour    as  full 
of    live,    active    interest    as  it    is 
possible    to    be.     Set    one  girl  to 
finding  out  some    of  the  passages 
in  the    Book  of    Mormon  that  re- 
late to  the    ordinance  of  baptism; 
for    this    it  was    that    led    to    the 
baptism    of    Joseph    and    Oliver. 
Then  let    one  find    the   revelation 
in    the    Doctrine    and    Covenants 
which    relates    to    the    lost  pages 


given  to  Martin  Harris.     See  that 
you  understand  what  books  replace 
that    lost    manuscript,    and    then 
explain  the  matter  to  them.     Call 
their  attention  to  the  strange  way 
in  which  Nephi  was    moved  upon 
to  prepare  the  two  sets  of    plates, 
and  as    he    says,  the    purpose    of 
this  need  is   hidden    from  himself 
but  is  clear  to  God.       Picture    to 
them  the  tall  and  handsome  youth, 
for  such  the  Prophet    was,  and  of 
the  innumerable  trials  he  endured 
from    the    time  of   his  first  vision 
until  his  martyrdom.       Just  think 
yourself  how  the  young  man  must 
have  felt  when  he  started  from  the 
sacred  hill  with  his   precious  bur- 
den weighing    so  heavily    against 
him.   Twice  in  his  passage  through 
the    wood    he    was  assaulted,  and 
twice    strength    was  given  him  to 
conquer  his  assailants.       Be    sure 
and  explain  how  God  works  upon 
natural    principles,   and    fix    upon 
the    minds    of    your    hearers    the 
delusions    which      men  '  allowed 
themselves  to  hold  concerning  the 
work.       Now,  f(5r    instance,    sup- 
pose some    one  in  your  neighbor- 
hood should  say  they  had  received 
a  vision,  and  that  a  lot  of   golden 
plates  were    hidden    in    a   certain 
place,  and    at    a    certain    time  he 
would  bring  them  forth  from  their 
hiding  place.     Don't  you  suppose 
that  an  immense  deal  of  curiosity 
would    be    manifested    by    all  the 
neighborhood,  and    that  plenty  of 
men,  if  refused  the  sight  of  them, 
would  be  willing  to  do  almost  any- 
thing   to   get  a  sight  if  not  actual 
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possession  of  the  treasure?       You 
must    remember     that      the    devil 
takes  perfectly    natural    modes  of 
accomplishing    his     designs,    and 
he  made  men  believe  that  the  lad 
Joseph  was  a    visionary    boy,  and 
that  if  there    were    golden    plates 
they  were    going  to    have    a  sight 
of     them     as    well    as    the   Smith 
family.       Make    this    point    clear, 
for  there  is  no  better  way  of  prov- 
ing to  our  young    people  that  the 
Spirit  of  the    Lord    as  well  as  the 
influence  of    the  devil    acts    upon 
us  in  apparently  natural  channels. 
It  seems  to  us  that  we    just  think 
so  and  so,  not  that  we  are  inspired 
of  the    Lord    or    tempted    of    the 
devil.       'Twas   so  with  these  men 
in  that  far  away  time.       They,  no 
doubt,  fancied  that    it  would  be  a 
good  thing  to  shut  off    the  claims 
of  this    impostor    by  getting  hold 
of  his  tricky  plates,  which  no  one 
could  get  a  sight  of,  and    destroy 
them,  thus  killing  out    the  foolish 
delusion  and  doing    a    good  to  all 
mankind.     Others,  no  doubt,  were 
actuated    by    selfish     and    greedy 
motives,  and    when  they  heard  so 
much  about  the   wonderful  golden 
treasures    hid    up    by    the    young 
Smith,    they    determined    to     get 
hold    of    them    by    fair    means  or 
foul.       All  these  things  should  be 
brought  out  in  a  very  simple    and 
vivid  manner,  and    the    girls    will 
take  a  much    greater  interest  and 
receive  much  more  good. 

There  is  a  small  but  important 
point  in  connection  with  the 
manuscript  lost  by  Martin  Harris 
that  should  be  laid  carefully  de- 
fore    the    young    girls.       There  is 


nothing    so    disagreeable    and    so 
liable  to  lead  to  mischievous  con- 
sequences as  a    persistent,  vulgar 
curiosity  upon  the  part  of  man  or 
woman.     Whether    justly    or  not, 
history  has  recorded    many    more 
troubles     brought     about     by    the 
silly  and    determined  curiosity  of 
women    than    any    that    has  been 
shown  by  men.      No  matter,   how- 
ever, as  to  that,  teach  your  young 
charges  one    solemn    truth:   there 
are    things    which    they    have    no 
right  to  know,  unless  told  of  them 
freely  and  voluntarily.    If  a  young 
girl  finds  herself    in  possession  of 
a  morbid  curiosity,  let  her  at  once 
take    measures    to    curb  it  as  she 
would  a    dangerous    spiritual  dis- 
ease, for  that  is  what  it  is.      Pro- 
per   and     legitimate    curiosity    is 
useful,  for  it   leads  us    into    truth 
and  into  the  bright  fields  of  pro- 
gress.      But    that    is    mainly    the 
curiosity  upon  general  topics,  not 
personal    curiosity.      It  was  a  wo- 
man's curiosity  which  led  Joseph 
and     Martin     into     such     terrible 
straights;  that  curiosity,     it   must 
be  admitted,  was  shared  by  Martin 
himself,  but    it  originated    with  a 
woman.     When  you   are  married, 
you  will    discover    that  your  hus- 
band,  if  in  responsible  positions, 
will  hear  and  know  of  many  things 
that  he    should  not  repeat  to  you. 
When    you    find    this    out,     force 
yourself    to    believe    tjiat    you  do 
not    want  to    know  these    secrets, 
and  by  and  by  it    will  actually  be 
so  with  you.      If  your    husband  is 
in  councils  of  the  Priesthood,  he 
will  hear  things    that    should    not 
be  told    to  any    living    soul.      Yet 
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such  things  will  be  made  known 
to  you  in  the  course  of  time  if 
you  are  faithful  and  patient.  Do 
you  not  hear  things  which  you 
should  keep  sacred  to  yoVirself? 
Yes,  I  am  sure  you  do.  But  if 
you  are  a  person  of  inordinate 
curiosity,  I  should  hesitate  to  tell 
you  one  of  my  little  secrets,  for  I 
am  sure  you  are  unable  to  keep 
secrets  when  you  are  so  anxious 
to  get  them.  I  know  women  who 
are  trusted  by  their  husbands,  but 
they  are  the  women  who  ask  no 
questions  whatever,  and  quietly 
wait  to  hear  what  is  legitimate 
and  proper  for  them  to  know. 
Therefore,  bring  this  little  lesson 
out  strongly,  and  you  will  find 
great  need  for  it,  too,  or  I  am 
not  right  in  my  estimate  of  our 
girls. 

There  is  one  point  in  connec- 
tion with  this  present  lesson  that 
is  most  important  for  you  to  be- 
come acquainted  with  in  your 
upward.  It  is  a  point  that  I 
effort  to  lead  the  girls  onward  and 
never  heard  touched  upon  until  it 
was  taught  by  Elder  B.  H. 
Roberts  in  his  remarks  on  Found- 
er Day  at  the  Brigham  Young 
Academy  at  Provo.  It  was  briefly, 
it  is  an  educational  principle  that 
the  mind  must  be  prepared  for 
the  seed  before  the  seed  could  be 
profitably  planted.  Thus  one 
doctrine  after  another,  the  mind 
of  Joseph  and  his  associates  were 
prepared,  even  as  a  plat  of  ground 
for  the  seed,  and  then  came  the 
information,  the  seed.  You  will 
notice  this  grand  truth  most 
beautifully      exemplified      in     the 


history  we  are  now  following. 
You  see  Joseph  and  Oliver  were 
reading  about  baptism,  and  forth- 
with they  hastened  to  the  woods 
to  ask  the  Lord  as  to  their  duty 
in  that  particular.  And  that  was 
all  that  was  given  them  at  the 
time.  Now  take  this  lesson  home 
to  yourselves;  try  and  say  that 
you  will  excite  a  lively  interest, 
or  in  other  words,  at  the  conclu- 
sion of  one  lesson,  do  all  you  can 
to  make  the  coming  lesson  for  the 
following  week  a  something  to  be 
anticipated,  to  seek  after,  and  to 
be  eagerly  watched  for.  Thus  you 
will  prepare  the  ground,  and  your 
seed  will  not  fall  into  stony 
places. 


GONE  SHOPPING  WITH  MY  WIFE. 

Therk  is  at  least  one  lawyer  in 
Detroit  who  tells  the  truth.  It  is 
his  custom  to  put  on  his  office 
door,  notices — 

'*Gone  to  lunch;  be  back  in  half 
an  hour." 

"Gone  to  court;  back  in  three 
hours." 

"Gone  out  to  see  a  man;  back 
in  ten  minutes. " 

And  so  on  and  callers  are  gen- 
erally successful  in  waiting  for 
him. 

One  day  last  week  a  caller 
found  this: 

"Gone  shopping  with  my  wife; 
will  be  back  I  don't  know  when." 

The  caller  didn't  wait,  neither 
did  four  others  who  called. 


ViRTUK  makes  friends  of  all.. 
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AMATEUR  ESSAYS/ 


WHAT  A  SMILE  DID. 

"  Oh  !  many  a  shaft  at  random  sent 
Finds     mark     the     archer     little 

meant; 
And     many     a    word    at    random 

spoken 
May   soothe   or  wound   the  heart 

that's  broken." 

Sir  Waiter  Scott. 

"Well,  father,  have  you  come 
to  a  decision  yet?  You  remember 
you  promised  me  a  final  answer 
this  morning." 

These  questions  were  eagerly 
asked  by  Gertrude  Smith,  as  she 
entered  the  breakfast  room.  For 
some  weeks  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Smith 
had  been  talking  of  sending  their 
daughter  to  the  University  of 
Deseret. 

"Yes,  my  dear,  you  may  go;  so 
make  necessary  preparations  and 
be  ready  to  go  next   Wednesday." 

They  were  pioneers  of  one  of 
the  small  towns  of  Southern  Utah. 

Gertrude's  knowledge  of  any- 
thing outside  her  home  was  very 
limited. 

How  delighted  she  was  at  the 
idea  of  visiting  the  great  city  and 
riding  on  the  cars!  She  had  never 
seen  them.  With  the  usual 
vivacity  of  an  impulsive,  sixteen 
year-old  maid,  she  allowed  her 
imagination  to  paint  everything 
rose  colored. 

At  the  depot  in  Salt    Lake  City 


she  found  waiting  for  her  the 
lady  with  whom  she  was  to  board. 

Next  morning  our  friend  was 
conducted  to  the  gates  of  the 
University;  and  here  she  suddenly 
found  herself  in  a  throng  of  four 
hundred  students,  all  strangers. 

School  had  been  in  session  a 
week.  Everyone  was  busy  and 
had  no  time  to  notice  the  simple 
country  girl. 

"Oh,  if  someone  would  only 
speak  to  me,  tell  me  where  to  go, 
and  what  to  do. " 

We  will  not  recount  the  doings 
of  the  first  day — how  she  wan- 
dered through  the  great  halls, 
encountering  a  new  difficulty  at 
every  turn,  and  not  daring  to 
speak  for  fear  of  exposing  her 
ignorance.  At  last  in  a  vague  way 
she  understood  school  as  dismiss- 
ed and  went  home. 

At  the  thoughts  of  the  long, 
long  months  to  come,  she  was 
overcome  by  a  feeling  of  utter 
homesickness  that  can  be  exper- 
ienced only  by  those  placed  in 
like  circumstances.  Alone  in  her 
room,  she  wept  and  sobbed  until 
from  sheer  exhaustion  she  fell 
asleep. 

Next  morning,  her  bright  visions 
and  air  castles  shattered,  she 
went  sadly  to  school,  only  to 
find  the  same  array  of  strange 
faces. 

Oh,    how    she    longed    for    one 


*  This  is  a  department  opened  for  the  benefit  of  the  Rhetoric  classes  of  the  B.  Y.  Acadeicy. 
Essays  published  here  are  selections  made  by  a  committee  of  students  appointed  from  the  class  for 
that  purpose. 
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familiar  countenance!  She  clung 
to  an  old  book  brought  from  home 
as  if  it  were  a  live  thing  and  had 
a  heart. 

Two  weeks  dragged  slowly  by. 
One  morning  on  the  way  to 
school,  as  students  passed  and 
repassed,  she  said  to  herself:  "I 
cannot  stand  it  any  longer.  I'll 
write  home  tonight  and  ask  leave 
to  return." 

As  she  opened  the  door  of  the 
ladies'  room,  a  pleasant  voice  said: 
"Good  morning,  don't  you  wan't 
to  have  a  pleasant  chat  while 
we're  here  alone?" 

Could  it  be  possible  that  the 
remark  was  addressed  to  her? 
Had  someone  really  noticed  her? 

You  may  be  sure  the  offer  was 
gratefully  received.  After  this 
Gertrude  had  no  difficulty  in  find- 
ing friends;  but  sKe  declares  that 
if  she  were  to  live  forever  she 
could  not  forget  the  dear  girl  who 
first    deemed    her   worthy  a    kind 

word. 

Katie  De  Long. 


A  MOONLIGHT  SCENE  FROM  ABOVE 
THE  CLOUDS. 

In  the  southern  part  of  Wyom- 
ing the  U.  P.  Railroad  ascends  a 
rise  in  the  mountains  to  an  eleva- 
tion of  more  than  seven  thousand 
feet. 

In  the  early  part  of  last  Novem- 
ber, while  passing  over  that  road, 
between  Cheyenne  and  Evanston, 
we  encountered  a  violent  snow- 
storm. It  was  about  noon.  We 
expected  to  reach  the  great  eleva- 
tion the  succeeding  night.   Having 


been  apprised  of  the  lovely  moon- 
light view  we  could  obtain  of  the 
surrounding  country,  we  looked 
forward  with  great  anticipations. 
Imagine,then,  our  disappointment 
when  the  sky  became  obscured, 
and  the  snow  began  to  fall, 
threatening  to  continue  for  several 
days.  Each  face  wore  a  look  of 
defeated  anticipation. 

Up,  up,  the  great  engine 
ploughed  its  way  all  the  after- 
noon, while  noiselessly  fell  the 
snow-flakes.  Nature  it  seems  had 
taken  a  freak  to  play  with  our 
ambitions.  Covering  the  windows 
with  curtains  of  frost,  she  forbade 
us  a  glimpse  even  of  the  storm, 
the  only  thing  visible  outside. 

With  an  air  of  resignation  each 
settled  down  in  his  seat  and  gave 
himself  up  to  reverie,  or  sleepily 
conversed  with  his  fellow-travel- 
ers. 

The  evening  passed  on.  Night's 
forgetful  stupor  seemed  pervading 
the  car,  when  suddenly  we  were 
startled  by  the  cry  from  one  of 
the  train  men, 

"Look  outside!" 

Then  as  windows  were  raised 
exclamations  of  surprise  and  ad- 
miration were  heard,  which,  as 
the  beauty  grew  more  intense, 
were  hushed  to  that  stillness 
which  proclaims  greatest  appre- 
ciation. 

The  snow-fall  had  ceased.  The 
clouds  had  scattered,  and  the 
great  full  moon  had  risen  in  all 
her    splendor.  Large,     fleecy 

clouds  were^  hovering,  not  above 
but  below  us.  Through  their 
rifts,  as    we  wound    slowly  along, 
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we  could  catch  glimpses  of  the 
valley  far  beneath,  whose  snow 
carpet,  glittering  in  the  mellow 
light  of  the  moon,  reflected  mil- 
lions of  tiny  crystals. 

As  we  looked  down  on  the  op- 
posite mountains,  their  loftiest 
domes  silvered  by  the  moon's 
bright  rays,  and  their  projecting 
cliffs  standing  out  like  pearly 
castles,  it  seemed  as  if  we  had 
been  suddenly  transported  into  a 
world  of  whiteness  and  glittering 
splendor. 

White-mantled  trees,  noble 
kings  of  the  ftorest,  lifted  their 
proud  heads  from  mountain  side 
and  valley,  and,  seen  through  the 


partings  in  the  clouds,  seemed  to 
bow  in  reverence  to  the  reigning 
snow  queen. 

As  we  moved  on  even  the 
clouds,  still  seen  below  us, 
changed  to  forms  fantastic.  Now 
they  stretched  forth  like  mighty 
billows  of  the  sea;  now  rose  like 
weird  and  ancient  ruins. 

Now  they  were  white,  now  gra  ^ 
and  now  of  silver  tint.  Above  all 
the  cold,  still  stars  looked  down 
as  if  in  approbation. 

Silently  we  gazed,  and  review- 
ing the  scene,  we  could  only  say 
with  reverence  and  awe: 

"How  beautiful;  how  sublime!" 
^/icf  Hayes. 


HISTORICAL  SKETCH  OF  THE  CHURCH 

FROM  THE  TIME  OF  THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  THE  PF.CPHETS  JOSEPH  SMITH 

AND  HYRUM  SMITH, 


XIV. 
It  is  recorded  in  the  New  Testa- 
ment: "Jesus  went  into  the  Mount 
of  Olives.  And  early  in  the  morn- 
ing He  came  again  into  the  tem- 
ple, and  all  the  people  came  unto 
Him;  and  He  sat  down  and 
taught  them."  Though  He  had 
been  persecuted  in  the  temple  pre- 
vious to  this,  with  undaunted 
courage  He  again  entered  it,  and 
taught  the  words  of  life  and  salva- 
tion. His  love  and  desire  for  the 
salvation  of  mankind  outweighed 
the  threats  and  malignity  of  the 
narrow-minded,  bigoted  multitude 
that  opposed  Him.  The  Elders 
of  the  'Church  have  followed  in 
His    footsteps,   have    participated 


in  His  experience,  and  shared 
in  His  sufferings.  Early  and  late 
have  they  labored  in  the  ministry, 
and  constant  has  been  the  opposi- 
tion against  them.  But  armed 
with  knowledge  from  Jehovah, 
and  inspired  by  enlightened  zeal 
for  the  truth — zeal  not  kindled  in 
seminaries  of  learning,  but  in 
solitude,  wrestling  with  God, 
where  the  higher  truths  are  dis- 
covered and  obtained.  Pure  de- 
votion and  a  contrite  heart,  de- 
void of  all  selfishness,  bring 
heaven  so  near  that  the  mist  of 
ages  disappears  before  its  light. 
These  are  necessary  and  proper 
qualifications  for  the  ministry  of 
Christ.       The    study    of    the  dead 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL. 


85 


languages  as  a  preparatory  work 
to  preach  the  gospel  has  been 
proved  an  utter  failure.  "The 
power  of  God  unto  salvation"  is 
the  legitimate  means  to  enlighten 
and  heal  the  nations.  The  gos- 
pel must  be  embodied  in  man's 
heart  and  affections,  and  his  whole 
being  electrified  with  it,  before  he 
can  be  qualified  and  worthy  to 
preach  it  to  others.  Opposition 
to  the  truth  is  created  by  pride, 
prejudice,  corruption  and  ignor- 
ance. The  masses  favor  the  ap- 
plause of  society  more  than  the 
claims  of  truth.  When  this  is 
the  case  men  deal  with  it  dis- 
honestly, and  are  not  open  to  con- 
viction. St.  Paul  said:  "I  count 
all  things  but  !oss  for  the  ex- 
cellency of  the  knowledge  of 
Christ."  His  was  an  absolute 
consecration  to  the  truth,  and  thus 
he  was  enabled  to  reach  the  store 
house  of  spiritual  realities.  When 
honest  men  taste  these  realities 
they  enlist  themselves  to  save 
mankind — not  to  destroy.  Our 
race  will  yet  learn  that  the  Elders 
of  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of 
Latter-day  Saints  have  been  en- 
dowed, as  St.  Paul  was,  and  like 
him,  have  "counted  all  things  but 
loss  for  the  excellency  of  the 
knowledge  of  Christ,"  as  revealed 
anew  from  heaven  in  this  last  dis- 
pensation. They  will  also  learn 
that  they  have  been  the  peers  of 
Paul  and  of  the  ancient  apostles 
and  disciples  in  their  devotion 
and  consecration  to  God  and  the 
salvation  of  mankind.  The  skeptic 
may  view  this  statement  as  he 
will;   it  is  the  truth  that  cannot  be 


destroyed,  and  the  heavens  ere 
long  will  bear  witness  of  it  to  all 
nations.  They  have  not  been 
hired  to  preach  for  money;  they 
have  done  so  for  the  love  of  God 
and  their  race — for  the  salvation 
of  the  world.  The  gospel  is  dearer 
to  the  faithful  members  of  the 
Church  than  their  mortal  ex- 
istence. To  be  a  religious 
teacher,  in  the  way  that  God  has 
ordained  the  gospel  to  be  preached, 
he  must  possess  that  invincible 
valor  that  comes  direct  from  the 
Eternal  in  order  to  cope  with  the 
popular  dogmas  of  the  age.  In- 
spired with  this  divine  power  the 
Elders  of  Israel  have  felt  and 
labored  under  the  same  impres- 
sion as  their  Lord  and  Savior,  who 
said:  "I  must  work  the  works  of 
Him  that  sent  me  while  it  is 
called  day;  for  the  night  cometh 
in  which  no  man  can  work. " 

Elder  Jesse  W.  Crosby  reports 
his  labors  from  Boston,  under 
date  of  Nov.    19,  1844.      He  says: 

"  In  August  last  we  left  Nauvoo, 
having  been  appointed  by  the 
Twelve  to  visit  the  British  prov- 
inces— Brother  B.  Brown  and  my- 
self. We  made  our  way  east  to 
western  New  York,  where  we 
were  induced  to  stop  and  spend 
the  coming  winter.  The  Lord  was 
with  us  in  word  and  deed.  We 
organized  several  branches  of  the 
Church,  baptized  rising  of  one 
hundred  and  fifty  souls  in  all,  and 
held  two  public  conferences. 
After  a  tarry  of  about  eight 
months,  we  again  pursued  our 
journey  eastward,  by  way  of 
Montreal    and    Quebec,  making  a 
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short  stay  in  each  of  these  Catho- 
lic cities,  preached  and  circulated 
books     and     pamphlets.  From 

thence  we  proceeded  down  the 
St.  Lawrence,  below  Quebec  then 
crossing  over  to  New  Brunswick. 
*  *  *  Our  labors  were  hard, 
yet  the  Lord  was  with  us,  and 
confirmed  the  word  with  signs 
following,  so  that  notwithstanding 
the  opposition  from  rulers,  and 
threats,  yea  violence,  from  mobs, 
we  were  enabled  to  plant  the 
standard  of  truth  in  New  Bruns- 
wick, and  forty-seven  gathered 
round  it  during  our  short  stay 
there  who  are  numbered  with  us 
in  the  covenant.  They  were  or- 
ganized into  two  branches  both  in 
the  county  of  York.  *  *  *  j 
have  just  returned  from  Peter- 
borough. The  Church  numbers 
eight}'  members  there,  all  in  good 
standing,  who  expressed  their  de- 
termination to  uphold  the  Twelve 
by  a  hearty  vote,  not  one  dissent- 
ing spirit.  In  an  editorial  of  the 
Times  and  Seasons,  Dec.  15,  1844, 
we  find  the  following:  "Great 
numbers  of  brick  houses  have  been 
and  are  being  put  up,  various 
branches  of  manufactures  have 
been  started,  and  everything  wears 
the  aspect  of  industry,  content 
and  prosperity.  ♦  *  *  As  it 
regards  the  Church,  there  never 
was  more  faith  manifested  nor  a 
greater  degree  of  union  than  exists 
at  the  present  time.  The  Church 
has  been  more  perfectly  organized 
lately  in  its  different  quorums; 
there  are  fewer  dissatisfied  spirits 
in  our  midst,  and  peace  and  har- 
mony universally  prevail.    *     *     * 


The  Church  is  organized  for  the 
purpose  of  saving  this  generation, 
and  generations  that  are  past.  It 
exists  in  time  and  will  exist  in 
eternity.  This  Church  fail !  No : 
Times  and  seasons  may  change, 
revolution  may  succeed  revolu- 
tion, thrones  may  be  cast  down 
and  empires  be  dissolved,  earth- 
quakes may  rend  the  earth  from 
center  to  circumference,  the 
mountains  may  be  hurled  from 
their  places,  and  the  mighty  ocean 
be  moved  from  its  bed;  but 
amidst  the  crash  of  worlds  and 
the  crack  of  matter,  truth,  eternal 
truth,  must  remain  unchanged, 
and  those  principles  which  God 
has  revealed  to  His  Saints  be  un- 
scathed amidst  the  warring  ele- 
ments, and  remain  as  firm  as  the 
throne  of  Jehovah. "  On  Dec.  26, 
1844,  the  Seventies  hall  at  Nau- 
voo  was  dedicated.  The  services 
were  conducted  under  the  direc- 
tion of  President  Joseph  Young. 
The  seven  Presidents  of  the 
Seventies  and  members  of  the 
quorum  of  the  Twelve  took  active 
part     in     the    services.  There 

were  fifteen  quorums  represented. 
President  Brigham  Young  offered 
the  dedicatory  prayer.  The  Apos- 
tles occupied  the  most  of  the  time. 
The  meetings  continued  three 
days.  "Truly  this  was  a  time 
and  season  of  rejoicing  with  the 
Saints.  Peace  and  harmony, 
brotherly  love,  kindness  and 
charity  prevailed  throughout. 
The  remembrance  of  this  glorious 
jubilee  will  never  be  erased  from 
the  minds  of  those  who  were  par- 
ticipants."      We  copy  the  follow- 
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ing  from  the  Times  and  Seasons, 
under  date  of  January  the  1st, 
1845 :  '*  Transactions  of  past  times, 
for  at  least  fourteen  years,  gives 
us  little  assurance  that  the  world 
is  upon  the  eve  of  reformation. 
Event  rolls  upon  event;  crime 
succeeds  crime;  and  fraud  follows 
in  the  foosteps  of  knavery;  and 
so  we  may  justly  exclaim:  As  it 
was  in  1844  it  will  be  in  1845! 
Our  warning  voice,  therefore,  is: 
'Be  ye  also  ready;'  be  ready  for 
the  times  and  seasons;  be  ready 
for  the  gathering;  be  ready  for 
the  tithing;  be  ready  to  give  a 
reason  for  your  hope;  be  ready  to 
finish  the  temple;  be  ready  to 
leave  apostates  to  themselves;  be 
ready  for  the  events  of  the  last 
days;  and  be  ready  to  serve  God, 
according  to  His  commandments. " 
Elder  Parley  P.  Pratt  writes  in 
the  New  York  Prophet  of  January 
1st,  1845,  in  relation  to  publish- 
ing truth:  "We  have  now  three 
departments,  duly  appointed  by 
the  Presidency  of  the  Church,  viz: 
The  Nauvoo  office,  under  the 
management  of  Eider  John  Taylor; 
the  English  department,  under 
Elder  Wilford  Woodruff;  and  the 
New  York  publishing  department, 
now  committed  to  my  charge. 
These  three  great  emporiums  of 
light,  truth  and  news  are  quite 
suflficient  until  the  work  enlarges 
and  other  similar  establishments 
are  appointed  by  the  Twelve." 
Under  the  last  given  date  a  pro- 
clamation was  issued  by  Elder 
Parley  P.  Pratt,  addressed  to  the 
Church  of  Jesus' Christ  of  Latter- 
day  Saints — dated    at  the    city  of 


New  York.  The  following  are  a 
few  abstracts  therefrom:  "First  of 
all  I  congratulate  the  Church,  and 
offer  a  tribute  of  grateful  ack- 
nowledgements to  Almighty  God, 
for  the  peace,  union  and  pros- 
perity which  now  pervades  every 
part  of  our  wide-spread  and  still 
increasing  society.  The  Church 
of  the  Saints,  during  the  past 
year,  has  been  called  upon  to  sus- 
tain a  shock  almbst  without  a 
parallel  in  the  history  of  man. 
Murder  and  martyrdom  has  been 
in  our  midst,  depriving  us  of  the 
society  and  labors  of  two  of  the 
greatest  and  best  men  who  ever 
graced  our  planet,  or  the  annals 
of  history  in  any  age.  The  whole 
Church  has  been  clothed  in  mourn- 
ing and  sackcloth,  as  it  were,  from 
the  remote  glens  of  the  Rocky 
Mountains  to  the  Atlantic  cities; 
yea,  more!  Europe  has  felt  the 
shock,  and  tens  of  thousands  of 
the  sons  and  daughters  of  mon- 
archs  have  literally  worn  the  garb 
of  mourning,  and  shed  the  tear  of 
grief  over  the  horrid  deeds  com- 
mitted in  the  bosom  of  a  once 
free  and  happy  country;  dark 
deeds  of  blood,  at  which  even 
the  red  men  of  the  forest  have 
shuddered  with  horror.  Nor  is 
this  cruel  martyrdom  and  grievous 
loss  the  only  trial  the  Church  has 
had  to  sustain  of  late.  The  moun- 
tain waves  of  persecution  have 
rolled  over  her  with  almost  un- 
abated fury.  Dark  clouds  of  war 
have  gathered  thick  around  her 
defenseless  head,  and  threatened 
extermination,  and  its  thunders 
have    sounded    dismal  in    the  dis- 
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tance.  But  still  she  survives  the 
tempest  and  calmly  smiles,  majes- 
tic amid  the  warring  elements,  as 
with  increasing  confidence  and 
strength  she  glides  o'er  the 
boisterous  sea  of  life.  Nor  is  an 
outward  foe  the  only  or  principal 
difficulty  she  has  had  to  encounter. 
She  has  been  in  perils  among 
false  brethren,  and  while  bleed- 
ing without  at  every  pore,  she  has 
been  betrayed  and  wounded  in 
the  house  of  her  friends;  desertion, 
apostasy,  and  traitorism,  both  at 
home  and  abroad,  have  tried 
their  utmost  to  accomplish  her 
overthrow  and  destruction;  but 
she  stands,  and  what  is  more 
astounding,  she  stands  in  union, 
in  peace,  and  is  increasing  in 
numbers  and  in  faith,  and  in 
power  and  influence  with  God  and 
man.  In  all  these  things  we  are 
constrained  to  acknowledge  the 
hand  of  Divine  Providence;  and 
do  express  our  thanks  to  Him  who 
has  founded,  and  thus  far  borne 
off  triumphant,  '  His  own  king- 
dom." *  *  *  The  Prophet 
Joseph  Smith,  "conferred  on 
Elder  Young,  the  President  of  the 
Twelve,  the  keys  of  the  sealing 
power,  as  conferred  in  the  last 
days  by  the  spirit  and  power  of 
Elijah,  in  order  to  seal  the  hearts 
of  the  fathers  to  the  children, 
and  the  hearts  of  the  children  to 
the  fathers,  lest  the  whole  earth 
should  be  smitten  with  a  curse. 
This  last  key  of  the  Priesthood  is 
the  most  sacred  of  all,  and  per- 
tains exclusively  to  the  First  Pres- 
idency of  the  Church,  without 
whose    sanction  and    approval  or 


authority,  no  sealing  blessnig  shall 
be  administered  pertaining  to 
things  of  the  resurrection  and  the 
life  to  come.  After  giving  them 
(the  Twelve)  a  very  short  charge 
to  do  all  things  according  to  the 
pattern,  he  quietly  surrendered 
his  life  into  the  hands  of  his 
blood-thirsting  enemies,  and  all 
this  to  save  the  people  for  whom 
he  had  so  long  labored  from 
threatened  vengeance.  Thus  nobly 
fell  our  worthy  founder  and  leader 
in  the  very  bloom  of  life;  and 
thus  the  responsibility  of  bearing 
off  the  kingdom  triumphantly  now 
rests  upon  the  Twelve." 

An  epistle  of  the  quorum  of  the 
Twelve  was  addressed  to  the 
Church  of  Jesus  Christ,  dated  at 
Nauvoo,  January  14th,  1845.  It 
states:  "There  is  now  in  the  city 
eight  of  the  Twelve,  all  in  good 
health  and  spirits;  our  city  is 
progressing,  and  the  work  of 
the  Lord  is  rolling  forth  with  un- 
precedented rapidity.  We  have 
commenced  a  new  year,  and  the 
Lord  says:  All  victory  and  glory 
is  brought  to  pass  unto  you 
through  diligence,  faithfulness 
and  prayers  of  faith.  *  *  * 
Beware  of  ungodly  men,  who 
creep  among  you  unawares;  they 
are  clouds  without  water,  driven 
about  with  winds,  and  will  finall}' 
be  blown  into  outer  darkness.  * 
*  *  May  the  grace  of  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ,  a  veneration  for  the 
names  of  the  first  martyrs,  first 
Elders  and  first  Prophets  of  the 
nineteenth  century  inspire  your 
hearts  to  hear  counsel,  to  keep 
counsel  to  practice  holiness, to  live 
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the  life  of  Saints  and  die  the  death 
of  the  righteous,  that  your  last 
end  may  be  like  his." 

In  the  month  of  January,  1845, 
forty  officers  of  the  Church  were 
appointed  by  the  Church  agents 
to  collect  donations  and  tithing 
for  the  temple  of  Nauvoo,  and  for 
other  purposes.  They  entered 
into  bonds  for  the  faithful  perform- 
ance of  their  duties,  to  the 
satisfaction  of  the  Church  authori- 
ties. A  conference  was  held  in  the 
town  of  Oakland,  Oakland  County, 
Michigan,  on  the  24th  and  25th 
of  January,  1845,  presided  over  by 
Elder  G.  Savage.  Fourteen 
branches  were  represented.  Some 
were  ordained  to  the  ministry, 
and  several  called  as  missionaries 
to  travel  and  preach  the  gospel. 
A  conference  was  held  at  Norwalk, 
Conn.,  January  1st  and  2nd,  1845, 
presided  over  by  Elder  Lane.  It 
was  there  resolved,  "That  the  sis- 
ters organize  themselves  into  a 
sewing  society,  to  furnish  worthy 
traveling  Elders  with  such  cloth- 
ing as  they  need.  ♦  *  *  And  that 
the  brethren  assist  the  sisters  in 
their  laudable  and  praiseworthy 
undertaking  by  applying  one 
shilling  per  week,  in  purchasing 
materials  for  the  sisters  to  make 
up  into  clothing."  A  conference 
was  held  in  the  city  of  Hartford, 
Conn.,  January  4th,  1845.  Elder 
Sinine  was  appointed    president. 

Four  branches  were  represented. 
The  meetings  were  well  attended, 
and  the  gospel  preached  in  plain- 
ness." A  conference  was  held  at 
Jackson,  Jackson  County,  Michi- 
gan, on  the  1st  of  February,  1845. 


Elder  Charles  Dalton  presided.  It 
continued  for  three  days.  One 
was  held  in  the  Franklin  Hall,  St. 
Louis,  February  10th,  1845.  There 
were  represented,  four  High 
Priests,  eighteen  Seventies, twenty- 
five  Elders,  fifteen  Priests,  six 
Teachers,  six  Deacons,  and  three 
hundred  and  twenty  members.  It 
was  resolved  by  the  conference 
"that  we  view  with  mingled  emo- 
tions of  grief  and  surprise  the 
proceedings  of  the  highest  court 
in  the  State  of  Illinois,  in  taking 
away  the  chartered  rights  of  Nau- 
voo. If  they  were  granted  wrong 
they  were  taken  wrong.  Resolved, 
that  although  surrounded  by  apos- 
tates from  the  Church, who  exhibit 
no  better  spirit  than  the  murderers 
of  the  Prophet  and  Patriarch,  yet 
we  feel  perfectly  safe  in  the  midst 
of  an  enlightened  people,  who  alike 
know  how  to  appreciate  political 
liberty  and  religious  freedom ;  and 
who  have  too  much  respect  for 
the  sanctity  of  constitutional  rights 
to  trample  upon  the  laws  and 
rights  of  others."  Resolved,  "that 
we  will  use  every  exertion  in  our 
power  to  uphold  and  sustain  the 
Twelve  Apostles,  as  the  present 
head;  and  also  to  use  a  unity  of 
effort,  to  help  rear  the  temple  of 
God." 

A  conference  was  held  in  Man- 
chester, England,  February  16th, 
1845.  President  Wilford  Wood- 
ruff presided.  Much  business 
was  accomplished,  and  a  good 
spirit  prevailed.  President  Wood- 
ruff attended  conference  at  Brad- 
ford, in  Yorkshire,  England,  on 
the  23rd  of  February,  1845. 
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One  was  held  at  Waynesville, 
Ohio,  March  8th,  1845.  Elder  J. 
Bair  presided.  Seven  branches 
were  represented.  President  Wil- 
ford  Woodruff  attended  conference 
in  the  city  of  Glasgow,  Scotland, 
on  the  16th  of  March,  1845,  and  in 
the  city  of  Edinburg,  on  Sunday, 
March  23rd,  1845.  One  was  held 
near  Alquina,  Fayette  County, la., 
in  the  month  of  March,  1845. 
Elder  David  Pettegrew  presided. 
Conference  was  held  in  the  dis- 
trict of  Alabama,  Tuscaloosa 
County,  February  15th,  1845. 
Elder  A.  O.  Smoot  presided. 
Five  branches    were    represented. 

One  was  held  in  the  city  of 
Quincy.  111.,  on  the  9th  of  March, 
1845.  General  conference  was 
held  in  the  city  of  Nauvoo,  on 
the  6th  of  April,  1845.  Times  and 
Seasons,  Vol.  VI.  p.  169.  Nine  of 
the  quorum  of  the  Twelve  were 
present.  The  general  Church 
authorities  were  unanimously  sus- 
tained by  the  vote  of  the  confer- 
ence. It  was  moved  "that  we 
accept  the  labors  of  Joseph  Smith 
as  a  Prophet,  Seer  and  Revelator 
to  the  nineteenth  century;  and 
that  we  are  satisfied  that  he  lived 


according  to  his  profession,  and 
died  a  martyr  to  the  truth."  The 
motion  was  carried  unanimously. 
It  was  moved  "that  we  accept 
the  labors  of  Hyrum  Smith, 
believing  that  he  lived  according 
to  his  profession,  and  died  a 
martyr  to  the  truth."  It  was 
carried  unanimously.  The  Twelve 
were  sustained,  as  the  First  Presi- 
dency of  the  Church.  The  editor 
adds:  "Never  have  we  seen  the 
time  before  when  the  people  were 
more  willing  to  receive  and  listen 
to  counsel  than  now.  The  High 
Council  have  only  one  case  in 
about  seven  weeks.  Our  magis- 
trates have  nothing  to  do.  We 
have  little  or  no  use  for  charter 
or  law.  Every  man  is  doing  his 
best  to  cultivate  the  ground,  and 
all  are  anxious  to  provide  things 
"honestly  in  the  sight  of  all  men 
— to  honor  our  God,  our  country 
and  its  laws.  Whenever  a  dispute 
or  diffiulty  arises,  a  word  from  the 
proper  source  puts  all  to  right, and 
no  resort  to  law.  May  God  ever 
save  us  from  the  snares  of  men, 
this  drainer  of  money,  and  this 
fruitful  source  of  contention  and 
strife. "  David  John. 


EDITOR'S  DEPARTMENT. 


THE   INKY    TOUCH. 

I  HAVE  just  broken  the  ribbon  of 
my  type-writer,  and  in  trying  to 
patch  it  together  my  fingers  have 
been  pretty  well  smutted  up.  I 
could  not  seemingly  help  it,  for 
the  ribbon  had  to  be  mended  else 
my  work    was  done    for    one  day. 


So,  I  silently  endure  the  smutt}' 
condition  of  my  fingers,  and  go 
on  about  my  business.  When  I 
get  home  I  shall  take  some  strong 
soap  and  hot  water,  and  give  those 
same  fingers  a  general  bath. 

THE    INKY    LAW. 

The     Doctrine    and    Covenants 
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says  that  "There  is  a  law  irre- 
vocably decreed  in  heaven  before 
the  foundations  of  this  world,  up- 
on which  all  blessings  are  pre- 
dicated; and  when  we  obtain  any 
blessing  from  God,  it  is  by  obed- 
ience to  that  law,  upon  which  it 
is  predicated."  If  it  is  possible 
to  get  blessings  only  in  com- 
pliance with  law,  the  opposite 
holds  true,  and  it  is  only  by 
breaking  law  that  we  are  visited 
with  woe.  Now,  there  is  a  very 
well  known  law,  which  I  call  just 
here  the  law  of  blackness.  If  I 
put  my  hand  upon  ink  it  becomes 
smutted.  Every  kingdom  has  its 
laws;  the  laws  of  physical  purity 
and  cleanliness  demand  that  if  I 
would  be  clean  I  must  strictly 
avoid  ink. 

BREAKING    THE   LAW  OF    PHYSICAL 
PURITY. 

I  have,  however,  broken  that 
great  law  of  purity,  and  now  what 
can  1  do  to  cleanse  away  the  stain? 
The  simplest  thing  in  the  world. 
Take  hot  water  and  soap  and 
wash  my  hands.  Well,  so  far  so 
good.  Yet  I  will  assert  that  if  I 
made  a  daily  and  hourly  practice 
of  thus  daubing  my  fingers,  a  time 
would  come  when  the  hottest 
water  and  the  strongest  soap 
would  be  insufficient  to  wash 
away  my  stains.  There  would 
still  be  some  strong  acid  that 
would  cut  this,  but  even  acid  is 
dangerous  to  use.  And  the  worst 
of  this  matter  is  that  there  is 
another  unwritten  hiw,  which  is: 
He  who  smuts  himself  day  after 
day  will  soon  cease  to  be  delicate 


about  his  personal  purity  of 
fingers,  and  will  content  himself 
by  thinking  that  with  his  habit  of 
body  the  stain  is  impossible  to  be 
avoided. 

THE    LAW    OF    SPIRITUAL     BLACKNESS. 

For  every  physical  law  and  its 
reward  and  punishment,  its  at- 
tendant phenomena,  there  is  a 
spiritual  law  with  attendant  re- 
sults, which  can  be  likened 
strongly  unto  the  physical;  or 
rather  let  us  say,  that  the  tem- 
poral is  only  a  type  of  the  spirit- 
ual, and  whatever  is  created  tem- 
poral has  its  complement  in  the 
spiritual  world.  So  then,  if  I  find 
myself  compelled  to  handle  spirit- 
ual ink,  the  stain  will  come  upon 
my  spirit.  There  it  will  be,  no 
doubt,  as  visible  to  the  spiritual 
eyes  as  the  ink  is  to  the  natural 
eyes.  There  are  all  sorts  of  ink 
in  the  spiritual  world.  I  think 
any  of  my  readers  can  name  many 
sorts  of  this  article.  So  then,  if 
we  are  obliged  through  unavoid- 
able circumstances  to  handle  the 
black  stuff  for  a  short  period,  let 
us  make  sure  that  we  realize  its 
inky  character,  and  take  measures 
to  rub  or  wash  it  off  as  soon  as 
can  be  possible.  That  is  what  we 
would  do  if  the  stain  were  on  our 
natural  hand.  Why  should  we 
allow  it  to  remain  upon  our  spirit 
to  corrode  and  canker  that  ?  Far 
more  essential  is  it  that  we  should 
proceed  to  give  our  spirit  a 
thorough  cleansing  from  the  vile 
smut,  and  in  future  avoid  a  repe- 
tition of  the  misfortune  if  at  all 
possible. 
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CLEANSING    INKY    SPOTS    FROM  THE 
SPIRIT. 

And  now,  supposing  we  have  in 
some  way  become  blackened  by 
contact  with  pitch,  spiritual  pitch, 
what  course  should  be  pursued 
in  order  to  eradicate  the  dark 
stain.  There  is  only  one  sure 
way,  that  marked  out  by  our 
Savior:  by  repentance,  if  the 
sin  or  stain  has  been  voluntary 
on  our  part,  by  confession 
and  humility  if  it  has  come  be- 
cause of  our  thoughtlessness,  and 
if  it  has  reached  us  through  no 
voluntary  act  of  ours,  simple  yet 
fervent  prayer  will  suffice.  Do 
you  know  people  that  day  by  day 
are  constantly  handling  inky 
spiritual  things,  and  they  take 
small  pains  to  rub  out  the  stain 
too?  You  will  notice  that  some  do 
not  call  them  stains;  they  term 
them  pleasures  of  the  world,  am- 
bitions of  the  world,  scorn  of  their 
poor  and  humble  brethren  and 
sisters,  a  little  harmless  vanity  as 
to  dress,  a  few  light  yet  evil  words 
about  friend  or  neighbor.  Oh  no, 
these  are  trifles,  my  lady  will 
assure  you,  and    because    she  has 


worn  the  inky  stain  so  long  it  has 
become  as  it  were  ingrained  into 
the  fibre  of  her  spirit,  and  she 
cares  less  than  nothing  about  it. 
By  and  by  my  lady  will  even 
glory  in  her  stain  and  call  it  some 
worldly  title,  such  as  "exclusive- 
ness  of  our  set,  or  the  refinements 
of  life,"  or  indeed  anything  which 
makes  her  one  of  the  dusky- 
spirited  set  of  people,  which  those 
who  seek  solely  the  pleasures  of 
the  world  always  are.  Can  you 
and  I  afford  to  leave  these  ink 
spots  upon  our  souls? 


The  25th  annual  meeting  of  the 
National  American  Woman  Suf- 
frage Association  will  be  held  in 
Washington,  D.  C,  in  Metzerott's 
Music  Hall,  January  15,  16,  17, 
18  and  19,  1893. 

Rev.  Anna  Howard  Shaw,  Vice- 
President-at-Large  of  the  National 
American  Woman  Suffrage  As- 
sociation, has  been  appointed 
Fraternal  Delegate  to  the  National 
Woman's  Christian  Temperance 
Union  Convention,  which  con- 
venes in  Denver,  Colorado.  Octo- 
ber 28  to  November  2. 


OUR  GIRLS.^ 


CIRCULAR  LETTER  TO  Y.  L  M.  I  A. 
Dear  Sisters: 

We  desire  to  thank  you  earnestly 
for  your  energetic  and  successful 
efforts  in  behalf  of  the  Journal 
during  the  past  year. 


Again  we  come  to  you,  asking 
you  to  aid  us  as  you  have  in  the 
past  by  your  words  and  works. 
Keep  the  Journal  continually 
before  your  associations  and  en- 
courage every  one  to  become  a 
subscriber. 


•All  communications  from  the  members  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  L  Associations  to  this  department 
should  be  addressed  to  Mrs.  Elmina  S.  Taylor.  iqS  W.  Third  South  St.,  Salt  Lake  City.  The 
address  of  the  Secretary  of  the  Central  Board  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.  is  Annie  M.  Cannon,  Folsom 
Avenue,  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 
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The  Journal  is  read  by  our  sis- 
ters and  also  by  our  brethren; 
and  many  are  the  encomiums  we 
receive  of  its  worth.  The  First 
Presidency  do  not  fail  to  express 
their  interest  and  pleasure  in  our 
labors.  Shall  we  then  weary  in 
well  doing?  Rather  let  us  in- 
crease our  diligence.  Instruct 
the  ward  agents  to  continue  their 
labors  under  the  same  conditions 
as  formerly.  The  offering  of  pre- 
miums does  not  do  away  with  the 
necessity  of  canvassers,  and  our 
agents  can  take  the  cash  per  cent, 
as  usual,  or  take  advantage  of  the 
premiums  offered,  if  they  prefer. 
See  that  the  agents  make  a  house 
to  house  canvass  of  their  respec- 
tive districts  immediately. 

The  good  done  in  the  future  by 
our  Journal  will  be  measured  only 
by  the  support  given  it  by  our 
sisters  throughout  Zion. 

Your  sisters  in  the  gospel, 

Elmina  S.  Taylor, 
Maria  Y.  Dougall, 
Martha  J.  Tingey, 
Presidency  Y.   L.   M.   I.   A. 


Y.  L   M.  1.  A.  OFFICERS'  MEETING. 

The  general  officers  of  the  Y. 
L.  M.  I.  A.  met  at  the  residence 
of  Counselor  M.  Y.  Dougall,  Oct. 
9th,  1892,  at  4:30  p.  m.  Meeting 
was  called  to  order  by  President 
E.  S.  Taylor,  after  which  all 
present  joined  in  singing,  "Prayer 
is  the  Soul's  Sincere  Desire. " 
Prayer  was  offered  by  Sister  Min- 
nie J.  Snow.  Roll  call  showed 
Bear  Lake,  Box  Elder,  Cache, 
Davis,      Juab,      Malad,      Morgan, 


Millard,  Oneida,  Salt  Lake,  San- 
pete, Tooele,  Wasatch  and  Weber 
represented.  Minutes  of  three 
previous  meetings  were  read,  cor- 
rected and  approved. 

President  Taylor  introduced 
Sisters  Minnie  J.  Snow  and  May 
Talmage,  who  have  been  called 
upon  to  act  as  aids  to  the  central 
board.  Both  sisters  expressed 
their  willingness  to  help  in  any 
way  possible.  Sister  Snow  spoke 
intelligently  and  with  feeling  of 
the  indifference  which  seems  to 
be  growing  up  among  the  young 
in  regard  to  spiritual  affairs,  urg- 
ing all  to  use  their  influence,  to 
check  this.  Sister  Talmage  spoke 
depreciatingly  of  the  frequency  of 
divorces  in  our  midst,  and  the 
flippant  way  some  young  ladies 
have  of  referring  to  sacred  things. 

The  following  officers  of  the 
central  board  were  unanimously 
sustained: 

President — Elmina     S.    Taylor. 

First  Counselor  —  Maria  Y. 
Dougall. 

Second  Counselor — Martha  H. 
Tingey. 

Aids— Adella  W.  Eardley,  Lillie 
Freeze,  Sarah  Eddington,  Aggie 
S.  Campbell,  Minnie  J.  Snow, 
May  Talmage. 

Secretary  and  Treasurer — Ann 
M.   Cannon. 

Corresponding  Secretary — Mae 
Taylor. 

President  Taylor  gave  some  in- 
structions in  regard  to  "The 
Guide,"  which  is  to  be  used  in 
the  assoications  as  far  as  practica- 
ble. The  design  has  been  to  make 
it  so  that  it  will  be  at  least  a  help 
to  the  presidents. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


94 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL. 


Sister  S.  Y.  Gates  read  the  por- 
tion of  "The  Guide"  which  is 
now  ready,  and  has  been  ap- 
proved by  the  First  Presidency  of 
the  Church. 

Upon  the  motion  of  Counselor 
M.  Y.  Dougall,  the  name  "Central 
Board"  was  changed  to  read 
"General  Board." 

President  Taylor  spoke  of  hav- 
ing raised  the  amount  of  the  an- 
nual contribution  which  is  ex- 
pected from  the  Stakes  for  meet- 
ing the  expenses  of  the  general 
board.  Said  it  is  not  desired  to 
oppress  any,  but  where  the  Stake 
is  able  it  is  desired  that  the 
amount  be  two  dollars. 

It  was  desired  that  a  meeting  be 
held  on  the  following  day,  at  10 
a.  m.,  for  the  further  transaction 
of  business. 

President  N.  E.  Pugmire,  of 
Bear  Lake,  gave  a  report  of  the 
financial  condition  of  that  Stake, 
and  said  they  will  do  what  they 
are  called  upon  to  do. 

After  singing  "Doxology,"  and 
benediction  by  Sister  Lillie 
Freeze,  meeting  adjourned  to 
meet  again  at  10  a.m.  on  the  fol- 
lowing day. 

October  10th,  1892. 

At  the  time  appointed,  the 
officers  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A. 
reconvened  at  the  residence  of 
Counselor  Dougall,  meeting  being 
called  to  order  by  .President  E.  S. 
Taylor.  Opening     prayer     was 

offered  by  Counselor  M.  H. 
Tingey.  Roll  call  showed  twelve 
Stakes  .  represented.  Minutes  of 
previous  meeting  were  read  and 
approved,  as  was  also  a  con- 
densed report  of  the  associations. 


President  E.  S.  Taylor  read  a 
letter  from  the  "National  Council 
of  Women,"  soliciting  money  to 
defray  necessary  expenses  of  the 
council  at  the  World's  Fair.  The 
amount  to  be  sent,  and  the  best 
method  of  raising  the  same,  was 
freely  discussed  by  those  present, 
after  which  it  was  decided  by  vote 
to  allow  each  Stake  to  determine 
and  remit  the  amount  to  be  col- 
lected for  this  purpose. 

Reports  were  given  from  the  fol- 
lowing Stakes,  showing  the  as- 
sociations generally  to  be  in  a 
flourishing  condition:  Cache, 
Bannock,  Juab,  Malad,  Morgan, 
Oneida,  Salt  Lake,  Sanpete, 
Tooele,  Weber,  Millard  and  Box 
Elder. 

Counselor  Dougall  considered 
the  Young  Woman's  Journal  a 
gift  of  God.  It  has  come  to  us 
through  inspiration.  All  should 
appreciate  the  efforts  of  the  editor, 
and  every  president  should  be  re- 
sponsible for  the  thorough  canvass 
of  and  number  of  subscriber's  in 
each  ward.  Enthuse  your  officers 
to  work  earnestly  for  this  purpose. 
Urged  all  to  develop  and  try  to 
perfect  themselves  as  leaders  and 
teachers  in  Zion. 

President  Taylor  gave  an  ac- 
count of  twelve  visits  to  various 
Stakes;  commended  the  labor  of 
her  aids.  Solicited  a  full  repre- 
sentation of  Stakes  at  our  next 
Conference.  Requested        the 

amounts  collected  for  contribution 
to  the  Council  to  be  forwarded 
not  later  than  the  10th  of  Dec, 
1892,  to  Ann  M.  Cannon,  Folsom 
Ave.,  Salt  Lake  City. 

Susa  Y.     Gates    offered  a  state- 
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ment  of  the  Young  Woman's  Jour- 
nal. One-third  interest  in  the 
Journal  was  a  gift  to  the  associa- 
tions from  Sister  Gates.  Every 
association  should  have  a  bound 
volume  in  its  library. 

It  was  desired  that  the  Stake 
officers  of  the  Relief  Society, 
Primary  and  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A. 
should  arrange  to  combine  the 
visits  of  their  respective  visitors. 
Also  that  prayer  should  be  con- 
tinually offered  in  behalf  of  the 
general  board.  Benediction  was 
offered  by  Sister  Callister,  and 
meeting  adojurned. 

Ann  M.  Cannon, 
Secretary  General  Board. 


The  fifth  quarterly  conference 
of  the  Young  Ladies'  M.  I.  A.  of 
the  Mexican  Mission  convened 
in  the  Juarez  meeting  house  on 
Monday,  Aug.  29th,  1892.  Pre- 
sent on  the  stand  of  the  Author- 
ities of  the  Mission,  Apostle 
George  Teasdale,  Patriarch  Henry 
Lunt,  Bishop  Winslow  Farr  of 
Dublain,  Jesse  N.  Smith,  Jr.,  of 
Pacheco,  and  many  others.  Pres- 
ident M.  E.  Teasdale  presided. 
The  choir  sang,  "I  saw  a  mighty 
angel  fly."  Patriarch  Henry  Lunt 
offered  prayer.  Choir  sang,  "  How 
pleased  and  blessed  was  I. " 

President  M.  E.  Teasdale  was 
thankful  to  see  such  a  good  at- 
tendance of  young  ladies,  and  their 
mothers,  and  that  so  many  of 
our  brethren  had  stayed  over  to 
attend  our  conference.  Referred 
to  the  blessed  time  enjoyed  at 
the  last  conference  when  the  Spirit 
of    the    Lord    had   been     so   sig- 


nally manifested,  and  hoped  the 
same  spirit  would  be  continued 
unto  us  today.  Invoked  the  bless- 
ings of  the  Lord  upon  the  Con- 
ference. The  minutes  of  the  last 
Conference  were  read  and  ap- 
proved; also  the  half  yearly  re- 
ports. 

The  following  program  was  then 
well  rendered: 

Sister  Lydia  R.  Young  of  Dub- 
lain gave  a  biographical  sketch  of 
the  life  of  Sister  E.  R.  S.  Smith. 
A  song,  "The  Beacon  Light  of 
home,"  by  Mary  Nagel  and  Co., 
of  Pacheco.  Address  by  coun- 
sellor Fanny  C.  Harper,  of  Juarez, 
who  referred  to  the  excellent  in- 
structions given  during  the  Con- 
ference, and  gave  valuable  advice 
to  the  young  ladies  present. 

An  excellent  lecture  on  the  life 
of  the  prophet  Daniel  was  given 
by  Sister  Lucinda  Holden,of  Diaz. 
Sister  Ann-  Romney,  of  Juarez 
recited,  "The  Two  Weavers." 
Address  by  counselor  Libby  Beck, 
of  Diaz,  who  expressed  the  pleas- 
ure she  derived  from  her  labors, 
and  instructed  the  Sisters  in  their 
duties.  "  Let  those  who  would  be 
Saints,  indeed,"  was  sung  by  the 
choir.  Sister  Maria  Moffet,  of 
Pacheco,  gave  a  Book  of  Mormon 
lecture  on  the  1st  chapter  of  the 
Book  of  Alma.  "The  Bridge  of 
Sighs,"  was  nicely  rendered  by 
Sister  Mabel  Barber,  of  Diaz. 
Duet,  "O  how  sweet  the  hunters' 
song!"  by  Ida  Eyring  and  Annie 
Martineau,  of  Juarez. 

Sister  Rhoda  Stowell,  of  Juarez, 
recited,   "One  of  many." 

Apostle  George  Teasdale  was 
much  gratified  with  the   exercises 
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of  the  morning  and  with  the 
timely  instruction  that  had  been 
given.  He  had  greatly  enjoyed 
the  calm,  sweet  spirit  of  the  meet- 
ing. He  encouraged  the  associ- 
ations to  continue  in  their  good 
works,  and  contrasted  the  beauty 
of  righteousness  with  the  hideous- 
ness  of  sin,  etc.  He  blessed  the 
associations. 

The  officers  of  the  Central  Board 
and  of  the  Mexican  Mission  were 
unanimously  sustained. 

President  M.  E.  Teasdale 
thanked  those  who  had  attended 
and  those  who  had  taken  part  in 
the  Conference.  She  rejoiced  in 
the  increasing  interest  manifested 
in  the  success  of  the  associations. 
Regretted  the  time  was  so  limited 
as  we  would  have  been  pleased  to 
hear   from    the   visiting   brethren. 

Choir  sang,  "We're  not  ashamed 
to  own  our  Lord."  Bishop  J.  N. 
Smith,  Jr.,  pronounced  the  bene- 
diction, and  the  conference  ad- 
journed to  Monday,  Nov.  28th, 
1892,  at  10  a.  m.,  in  the  same 
place.        Ida  E.  Eyring, 

Asst.  Secretary. 


OBITUARY. 

To  the  memory  of  Sister  Sadie 
Smith  Hulet,  who  died  at  her 
home  in  Snowflake,  Arizona,  of 
heart  disease,  Sept.    15th,  1892. 

The  deceased  was  the  daughter 
of  President  Jesse  N.  Smith  and 
Emma  Smith,  and  the  wife  of 
John  R.  Hulet;  was  the  mother 
of  two  children,  the  youngest  a 
babe  only  five  weeks  old.  She 
was  born  Feb.  2nd,  18G6,  at 
Parowan,  Iron  County,  Utah,  and 
came  to  Arizona  with  her  parents 
in  May,  1880. 

Sister  Sadie  was  a  child  greatly 


favored  of  the  Lord,  and  wise  be- 
yond her  years;  a  devoted  Saint, 
a  dutiful  daughter,  an  affectionate 
wife  and  mother. 

She  was  an  active  worker  in  Y. 
L.  M.  L  A.,  the  Primary  Asso- 
ciation and  Sunday  School,  and 
for  several  years  held  the  office  of 
Stake  Secretary  of  Y.  L.  M.  I. 
A.  At  the  time  of  her  death  she 
was  counselor  to  the  president  of 
the  Y.  L.  A.  of  Snowflake,  and 
assistant  teacher  in  the  Primary 
Department  of  the  Sunday  School. 

There  are  but  few  whose  entire 
record  is  so  perfect.  She  was 
always  a  peacemaker,  possessed  a 
self-sacrificing  disposition,  was 
especially  kind  and  respectful  to 
the  aged,  and  entertained  the 
highest  regard  for  the  principles 
of  the  gospel. 

Whereas,  in  the  providence  of 
a  just  Creator,  our  beloved  sister, 
Sadie  Smith  Hulet,  has  been 
called  from  our  midst  by  the  hand 
of  death;  and  whereas  her  in- 
fluence was  so  ennobling,  and  her 
character  so  upright,  that  we  can 
view  her  demise  with  no  other 
than  feelings  of    extreme    sorrow. 

Therefore  be  it  resolved:  "That 
in  her  death  our  society  has  lost 
a  faithful  and  valued  member, 
and  a  wise  counselor"  Resolved: 
"That  we  emulate  her  noble 
example,  and  that  we  manifest 
our  appreciation  of  her  worth  in 
these  resolutions  of  respect. " 

Resolved:    "That    we    present  a 
copy  of  these  resolutions  to  the  be- 
reaved family,    with    our     sincere 
sympathy;   that  we  enter  a  copy  on 
the  records    of  the  Young  Ladies' 
Mutual  Improvement    Association 
of    Snowflake,  and    that     we    also 
send  a  copy    to    be    published    in 
the  Young  Woman's  Journal." 
I  M.  S.  Kartchner. 
I  A.  H.  Kartchner. 
Committee.  -   Della  Fish. 

A.   Smith  Fish. 
Lottie  M.   Webb. 
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OUR  PICTURE  GALLERY. 


KATIE   ELIZA   HALE   MERRILL 

Among  the  noble  and  beautiful 
characters  which  have  arisen  in 
the  midst  of  the  young  daughters 
of  Zion,  the  name  of  Katie  Hale 
Merrill  should  not  be  overlooked. 

Her  father,  Elder  Alma  H. 
Hale,  was  fulfilling  a  mission  to 
the  Eastern  States  at  the  time  of 
Katie's  birth,  which  occurred  at 
Grantsville,  Tooele  Co.,  Utah, 
Dec.  10,  1871.  • 

About  six  weeks  before  the  birth 
of  the  little  girl,  the  mother, 
Sister  Sarah  Annie  Clark  Hale, 
after  doing  her  part  in  the 
necessary  preparations  for  her 
husband's  departure,  saw  him 
start,  with  no  other  feeling  than 
that  as  he  was  called  to  the  work  of 
the  Lord,  she  would  not  hinder 
his  progress  for  even  one  day; 
but  would  bid  him  God-speed, 
and  uphold  him  constantly  with 
her  fervent  faith  and  prayers. 
The  same  spirit  ef  religious 
heroism  which  sustained  the 
mother  at  that  time,  characterized 
the  whole  life  of  the  girl  which 
was  born  under  its  influence. 

As  a  child,  Katie  never  missed 
Sunday  School  or  Primary  meet- 
ing, unless  compelled  to  do  so 
from  illness;  and  as  she  was  blest 
with  excellent  health,  her  place  in 
any  of  her  meetings  was  rarely 
vacant.  She  was  so  devoted  to 
her  religion,  so  pure-minded  and 
energetic  that  all  duties  were 
pleasures  rather  than  tasks  for  her 
to  perform. 

In  Grantsville,  where  the  family 


resided  until  Katie  was  sixteen. 
Sister  Hale  presidedover  the  ward 
Primary  from  its  first  organization 
for  a  number  of  years.  She  also 
presided  over  the  Stake  Primaries 
for  a  long  time,  and  until  they 
removed  from  the  stake.  Katie 
was  one  of  the  most  faithful 
attendants  and  helps  in  those 
organizations.  When  but  a  small 
girl,  she  played  the  organ  for  the 
Primary  meetings.  As  soon  as 
she  was  old  enough,  she  joined 
the  Young  Woman's  Mutual  Im- 
provement Association,  but  still 
attended  and  assisted  in  the 
Primary  meetings. 

When  the  family  removed  to 
Smithfield,  Cache  Co.,  in  1888, 
Katie  immediately  became  iden- 
tified with  the  Sabbath  School 
and  Young  Woman's  Association 
of  that  settlement;  was  organist 
for  the  Sunday  School  for  more 
than  two  years,  besides  teaching 
a  class  of  young  ladies;  held  the 
office  of  counselor  in  the  Young 
Woman's  Mutual  Improvement 
Association  for  nearly  three  years, 
and  most  faithfully  and  efficiently 
performed  her  duties  in  all  those 
callings. 

Not  only  a  laborer  in  those 
important  public  positions,  but^ 
Katie  was  also  an  industrious  and 
intelligent  operator  in  very  many 
departments  of  woman's  work; 
from  the  most  delicate  •  kinds  of 
fancy  and  useful  needle-work,  to 
the  minute  details  of  the  kitchen 
and  fireside. 

Being  one  of  a  large   family    of 
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children,  twelve  sons  and  nine 
daughters  having;  been  born  to 
her  father,  four  sons  and  six 
daughters  to  her  "  mother,  of 
necessity  there  was  plenty  of 
family  work  of  all  kinds  ever  on 
hand.  And  these  household 
duties,  so  prosy  and  distasteful 
to  many  girls,  were  never  shirked 
nor  slighted  by  Katie;  but  always 
performed  as  cheerfully  and  faith- 
fully as  any  other  of  the  various 
tasks  allotted  to  her 

It  is  almost  wonderful  that  one 
so  young  in  years,  could  so  well 
have  accomplished  so  much,  in  so 
many  different  directions  as  is 
shown  by  a  review  of  the  life  works 
of  this  most  excellent  young 
woman. 

Chief  among  her  labors,  perhaps, 
may  be  counted  the  great  work 
she  had  the  privilege  of  doing  in 
the  Logan  Temple.  There  she 
was  baptized  for  four  hundred  and 
forty-nine  of  her  dead  relatives; 
was  endowed  for  a  great  number, 
and  also  stood  for  the  sealing  and 
adopting  of  many  souls. 

The  occasion  of  Katie's  mar- 
riage to  Elder  Joseph  Harris 
Merrill,  was  one  long  to  be  remem- 
bered by  those  who  had  the 
privilege  of  being  present.  It 
was  fast  day,  Thursday,  the  6th 
of  November,  1890;  and  the  inside 
of  the  Logan  Temple  seemed  un- 
usually bright,  holy  and  inspiring. 

Katie  was  a  girl  who  always 
dressed  sensibly;  never  wore 
corsets  or  in  any  other  way  de- 
faced the  true  independence  of 
character  which  was  a  part  of  her 
nature.     And  on  that,  the  morning 


of  her  marriage,  in  her  beautiful, 
snow-white  bridal  robes,  with  her 
tall  queenly  bearing  and  her  large, 
tenderly  lustrous  dark  eyes,  she 
seemed  really  angelic.  And  yet, 
although  we  who  watched  her,  felt 
a  singularly  pathetic  sacredness 
attached  to  the  work  that  day, 
particularly  that  portion  in  which 
Katie  was  most  interested,  how 
little  we  thought  that  within  a  few 
months,  angels  would  actually 
claim  the  lovely  bride  of  that  day 
and  call  her  home  to  heaven! 

A  few  weeks  after  their  mar- 
riage, Brother  Joseph  H.  Merrill 
received  a  notice  that  his  name 
had  been  handed  in  to  the 
Presidency  of  the  Church  as  one 
suitable  to  take  a  mission  to  the 
Samoan  Islands.  The  native 
energy  and  unswerving  integrity 
which  were  always  exhibited  in 
Katie's  life  were  not  lacking  now. 

Hard  as  it  seemed  to  part  so 
soon  after  the  holy  union  of 
marriage  had  been  sealed,  the 
young  couple  did  not  waver,  but 
immediately  set  about  making 
ready  for  the  j;iusband's  departure, 
which  was  to  take  place  in 
February,  and  the  mission 
would  probably  last  for  three  or 
four  years. 

It  was  while  passing  through 
this  time  of  trial  that  the  picture 
presented  in  this  number  of  the 
Young  Woman's  Journal  was 
taken;  the  very  sad  expression  it 
shows  was  not  usual  with  K&tie. 
She  said  she  felt  as  though  she 
must  cry,  and  did  not  want  to  sit 
for  the  picture;  but  Joseph  wanted 
it,  and  so  she  consented. 
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Soon  after,  however,  another 
notice  from  the  First  Presidency 
was  recieved  by  the  young  wife, 
which  brightened  her  hopes,  and 
gave  to  her  soul  new  animation. 
Having  learned  of  the  recent 
marriage,  the  church  officials 
deemed  it  advisable  for  Brother 
Merrill  to  take  his  bride  with 
him. 

This  was  a  joyful  piece  of  news 
for  the  young  couple.  Katie  was 
now  elated.  Although  repeatedly 
warned  of  the  many  and  severe 
hardships  to  which  she  would  un- 
avoidably be  subjected,  she  never 
lost  courage  but  persistently  clung 
to  the  assurance  that  the  Lord  never 
requires  anything  of  His  children 
that  He  does  not  give  them  power 
to  accomplish. 

On  the  24th  of  February,  1891,, 
Joseph  and  Katie  left  home  to 
make  their  journey  over  land  and 
ocean,  to  the  Samoan  Islands, 
where  their  missionary  labors 
were  to  be  performed,  and  where 
they  landed  safely  in  good  time. 
Katie  was  ill  most  of  the  time 
during  the  voyage;  and  after 
reaching  Samoa,  it  soon  became 
apparent  that  the  country  and 
fare  did  not  agree  well  with  her. 
Brother  and  Sister  Wm.  O.  and 
Louie  Lee,  were  soon  to  be  re- 
leased and  come  home,  having 
fulfilled  a  mission  there,  thought 
perhaps  it  would  be  best  for 
Katie  to  return  with  them,  as  her 
health  continued  failing.  But 
after  considering  the  matter  care- 
fully, she  said  she  would  remain 
with  her  husband,  and  with  him 
fulfill  the    mission    to  which    they 


had     been     called,    even     if    she 
should  die  there. 

And  before  the  time  for  Brother 
and  Sister  Lee's  "good-by"  to 
her  had  come,  Katie's  last 
promise  of  faithfulness  to  the 
service  of  her  God  had  been  ful- 
filled, she  had  died.  * 

The  sad  and  startling  news  of 
the  young  missionary  woman's 
death  first  reached  President 
Wilford  Woodruff,  sent  direct 
from  Elder  Lee.  Wisely  and 
tenderly,  as  a  father  would  have 
done.  President  Woodruff  had  a 
telegram  sent  to  Elder  Samuel 
Roskelly,  at  the  Logan  Temple, 
with  instructions  to  have  the  news 
taken  as  promptly,  yet  given  as 
gently  and  carefully  as  possible  to 
the  bereaved  parents.  And 
Brother  Rosskelly  himself  bore 
the  sorrowful  tidings  to  the 
stricken  household. 

Sister  Louie  Lee,  who  was  with 
Katie  during  the  time  of  her  last 
illness,  wrote  very  feelingly  to 
Brother  and  Sister  Hale  and 
family;  and  extracts  from  her 
letters  will  best  describe  the  peace- 
ful close  of  our  young  friend's 
life.  She  wrote:  "Fagalii,  Upolu, 
Samoa,  July  10th,  1891.  *  *  * 
Katie  was  such  a  congenial,  chari- 
table, sweet  girl;  and  we  were  so 
happy  together  and  had  such  pleas- 
ant,  nice  times. 

"We  took  day  about  doing  the 
work.  May  23rd,  she  complained 
of  a  headache,  but  still  wanted  to 
do  her  work,  as  it  was  her  day; 
in  the  afternoon  I  insisted  on 
doing  it,  and  her  taking  a  rest. 
Sunday  morning  she  felt  no  better. " 
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From  that  time  on,  Katie  was 
never  well,  but  grew  weaker  and 
weaker,  day  after  day.  Sister  Lee 
very  graphicly  describes  the 
different  stages  of  her  illness; 
and  also  the  common-sense 
methods  employed  in  seeking  to 
relieve  her,  which  seem  to  be  all 
that  wise  judgment  and  tender 
solicitation  could  suggest,  or  care- 
ful, faithful  nursing  carry  out. 

On  Sunday,  June  28th,  the 
gentle,  patient  sufferer  gave 
premature  birth  to  a  son.  Sister 
Lee  writes:  "It  was  very  small, 
but  as  perfect  and  pretty  a  baby 
as  I  ever  saw.  Katie  exclaimed. 
Thank  the  Lord!  it  is  alive,  and 
a  boy;  oh  I  am  so  glad!  Do  let 
me  see  it  and  kiss  it?'      *     *     * 

"At  2  p.  M.,  on  Monday,  the 
baby  passed  quietly  away,  without 
a  struggle.  The  doctor  said  he 
had  no  hopes  of  it  from  the  first. 
We  did  not  tell  Katie  of  it  as  she 
was  so  weak.  Before  washing 
and  dressing  the  little  one  for 
burial,  I  went  to  her  bed-side. 
She  had  told  me  repeatedly  she 
had  no  pain  but  was  so  weak.  Now 
when  I  went  to  her  she  asked  for 
her  husband,  and  said,  'Oh  Sister 
Lee,  I  am  dying!*  I  called  my 
husband  to  administer  to  her, 
rubbed  her  hands  and  feet,  and 
sent  for  her  husband  who  had 
gone  out  to  try  to  control  his 
feelings,  after  seeing  his  baby 
breathe  its  last.  'Oh  Katie,*  I 
said,  'you  are  mistaken,  surely 
you  would  not  leave  your  poor 
husband!*  She  answered,  'They 
have  come  for  me,  and  I  must  go, 
I   can't    stop.'     After    being    ad- 


ministered to  she  revived,  and 
said,  'Administer  again,*  which 
was  done.  Just  then  Joseph  came 
in;  she  spoke  to  him,  kissed  him 
and  said,  'Good-by.  *  She  was 
dead,  without  a  struggle.       Death 

could  not  have  been  more  peaceful. 

♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

"We  are  so  thankful  Brother 
Merrill  has  decided  to  remain  and 
finish  his  mission.  He  is  a  true 
Latter-day  Saint;  is  bearing  his 
cross  bravely  and  manfully,  but 
it  is  so  dreadful.  It  has  been 
the  saddest  experience  of  my 
life." 

After  receiving  the  news  of 
Katie*s  death,  touching  and 
appropriate  memorials  were  pre- 
pared by  the  Smithfield  Sunday 
School  and  Young  Woman  *s 
Mutual  Improvement  Associ- 
ation, showing  the  loving  appre- 
ciation with  which  she  was 
regarded  by  her  associates. 

Dr.  Edward  Young,  in  his 
"  Night  Thoughts  "  has  said, 
"Some  men  live  more  in  thirty 
years  than  others  do  in  sixty. " 

The  subject  of  this  sketch  was 
one  of  the  humble  yet  earnest 
spirited  kind,  who  live  and 
learns  much  in  a  short  time.  Her 
whole  life  may  be  defined  as  a 
beautiful  and  most  successful  mis- 
sion, devoted  to  the  service  of 
Christ. 

It  seems  a  remarkable  coinci- 
dence that,  as  before  mentioned, 
at  the  time  of  the  birth  of  this 
young  woman,  her  father  was 
away  on  a  mission;  that  her  death 
occurred  while  she  was  herself  on 
missionary  duty  in  a  foreign  land. 
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And  again,  that  so  near  the  close 
of  her  life,  she  should  be  re- 
warded with  the  indescribable 
satisfaction  of  receiving  the 
crowning  glory  of  her  womanhood 
and  wifehood  by  becoming  a 
mother,  seems  a  most  befitting 
termination  of  so  perfect  a  life 
mission  as  that  of  Katie  Eliza 
Hale  Merrill. 


Faithful  fts  daughter,  sister,  wife  ; 

Glad  in  young  motherhood,  so  pure  and  sweet ; 

Blest  consunmation  of  a  woman's  life. 

So  brief,  yet  so  complete. 

For  her,  had  come,  friends  from  the  other  side  ; 

She  could  not  stop  ;  yet  she  never  tasted  death  ; 

Her  infant  son  had  pass'd ;  her  angel  guide. 

But  waited  while  her  last  "Goodby"  was  said. 

Then  gently  ceased  her  natural,  mortal  breath  ; 
No  pain,  no  struggle,  yet  we  call  her  dead. 
But  oh !  we  know — the  spirit  testifies. 
Our  Katie  lives  where  such  a  Saint  ne'er  dies. 

L.  L.  GreiHi  Richards, 


LITERARY  DEPARTMENT. 


MOTHER'S  BUTTER. 

HOPE. 

Dear  Lulu  has  given  us  mother's  bread 
And  mother's  bread  calls  for  mother's  butter, 

Now  over  the  two  seems  a  halo  to  spread, 
As  over  heart  thoughts  too  deep  to  utter. 

For  I'm  thinking  alas  of  the  mother's  hands. 
That  will  work  no  more  in  mortal  life, 

Thinking  alas  of  the  household  bands, 
Severed  far  and  wide  in  this  world  of  strife. 

That  will  work  no  more  the  golden  ball. 
While  the  children  around  admire. 

And  think  of  the  feast  awaiting  them  all. 
Prepared  by  the  dear  hands  that  never  tire. 

Oh  I  the  strongest  will   long  for  the  home  of 
youth. 

In  the  warfare  and  struggles  of  earth  ; 
Yearn  for  the  innocent  home  joys  and  truth. 

For  they  have  learned  their  priceless  worth. 

Yearn  for  the  bread  the  butter  and  love, 
That  made  it  so  sweet  to  the  taste; 

Yeam  to  return  like  the  lone  weary  dove, 
To  rest  in  that  hallowed  place. 

I  have  known  these  home  offerings  speed  o'er 
the  sea, 
Tlie  mountain,  the  desert,  the  plain. 
On  the  wings  of  true  love  untrammeled  and 
free, 
Found  the  broken  chains  joined  once  again. 

As  the  brase  Christmas  box  in  triumph  appears, 
And  throbbing  hearts  gather  around. 

Sweet  visions  of  home  arise  through  the  tears, 
As  each  link  in  the  chain  is  found. 


I  once  heard  a  food  mother  say  to  her  child. 
For  vacation  returned  from  school : 

'<  What  liked  you  the  best  of  the  dinner  I  sent. 
Your  home  Christmas  dinner  my  dear  ?" 

"  It  was  all  good,  dear  mother,"  she  said  with  a 
smile, 
"  And  see  my  heart  all  in  a  flutter ; 
I  looked  it  all  over,  and  cried  awhile. 
Then    commenced    with    your  bread    and 
butter." 

You  may  smile  at  my  humble,  simple  theme. 
But  of  such  is  life's  purest,  holiest  joy. 

For  what  is  so  bright  as  life's  morning  dream. 
And  what  can  the  old  home  charm  destroy. 


WORSE  THAN  DEATH. 

THREE  STORIES  TOLD  IN  ONE. 
Part  Three. 

THE    bishop's    CHILI). 

A  NUMBER    of    years    ago    there 
lived  in  a  certain  ward  of  the  city  of 

a  worthy  bishop  and  his  wife. 

Their  names  are  immaterial,  and 
they  were  both  firm  and  faithful 
Latter-day  Saints.  They  had  bad 
a  number  of  children,  but  all  of 
them  but  one  were  girls.  The 
only  son  was  a  boy  of  five  years 
old,  and  you  may  be  sure  he  was 
not  only  the  idol  of  his  parents* 
hearts  but  was  the  pet  and  spoiled 
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darling  of  the  whole  household. 
He  was  indeed  a  lovely  child. 
His  disposition  was  as  sweet  as 
his  mind  was  bright,  and  no  one 
could  wonder  at  the  devotion  of 
his  parents  when  they  saw  the 
intelligent  face  and  sparkling  eyes 
of  the  merry  boy. 

One  day  he  was  stricken  down 
with  a  strange  disease.  The 
doctors  nowadays  would  call  it 
meningitis;  but  there  were  no  doc- 
tors then  to  call  it  anything,  for 
our  people  were  generally  free 
from  disease,  and  there  was  little 
need  for  a  doctor  in  any  town. 
So  without  at  all  knowing  what 
ailed  the  child,  except  that  he 
suffered  terribly  with  headaches, 
and  that  he  was  dangerously  sick, 
the  parents  saw  him  grow  steadily 
worse  and  worse. 

Talk  about  faith,  that  father  ex- 
ercised all  the  faith  and  power  of 
his  Priesthood  with  a  strength  and 
vigor  which  I  have  never  seen 
surpassed  and  seldom  equalled. 
He  would  hang  over  the  bed,  and 
administer  again  and  again  to  the 
child,  and  for  days  he  refused  to 
leave  the  room,  lest  someone  might 
enter  whose  faith  was  less  than 
his  own,  and  in  his  absence  the 
child  might  be  allowed  to  die, 
through  lack  of  faith.  His  whole 
existence  for  many  days  was  a 
constant  prayer. 

He  did  not  pray,  as  some  do, 
"Father,  if  it  be  Thy  will,  spare 
the  life  of  my  darling  son. "  Nay, 
it  was  always  "Give  me  the  life 
of  my  child.  By  virtue  of  the 
Priesthood  which  I  hold,  I  com- 
mand him  to  live."    Over  and  over 


again    this   prayer   ascended    into 
the  ears   of    the  Lord  of  Sabaoth. 

At  last,  the  child  was  dying. 
Everyone  who  was  around  the 
couch  saw  that  dissolution  was 
surely  taking  place,  and  for  two 
hours  all  but  the  father  and  mother 
of  the  child  wept  with  resigned 
sorrow.  The  child  was  almost 
dead,  his  breath  was  but  just  dis- 
cernible, and  the  grey  ashen  look 
of  the  dread  monster  was  spread 
in  unmistakable  hue  over  his 
countenance. 

The  father  and  mother  would  not 
give  up.  But  kneeling  down  on 
the  floor  beside  the  bed  they  com- 
manded the  child  to  live,  by  virtue 
of  the  holy  Priesthood  which  they 
held. 

There  was  a  mighty  power  in 
their  loud-spoken  prayer;  every- 
one felt  it  who  was  present.  But 
to  some  of  those  watchers  it 
seemed  to  bear  an  almost  impious 
strain  of  demand  instead  of  re- 
signed willingness  to  accept  the 
will  of  Him  who  sent  the  child  to 
tabernacle  on  this  earth. 

Certainly  there  was  a  mighty 
power  exerted,  and  the  father  was 
filled  with  an  almost  unearthly 
delight  when  he  saw  the  life  of 
his  darling  brought  back  visibly 
to  the  dead  body  of  the  child, 
and  the  breath  which  had  ceased 
begin  slowly  to  flutter  across  the 
cold  and  pale  lips. 

Who  could  measure  the  joy  of 
the  parents  to  see  the  child  slowly 
but  surely  recover  its  health  and 
strength  I  Of  course  it  was  very 
slowly  accomplished,  so  severe 
was    the    hold     the     disease    had 
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taken  upon  the  body  of  the  boy. 
But  he  did  recover. 

I  cannot  remember  just  how 
long  it  was  before  the  mother  be- 
gan to  notice  something  rather  odd 
in  the  look  of  the  boy.  It  was 
days  after  the  time  I  have  told 
you  about.  It  seemed  to  her  that 
the  peculiar  glassy  look  made  in 
the  eyes  by  the  brain  inflamma- 
tion he  had  suffered  was  being  sup- 
planted by  a  very  disagreeable 
and  painful  expression.  She  re- 
frained from  speaking  of  the  mat- 
ter, even  to  her  husband,  for  she 
hoped  it  was  only  temporary,  and 
that  with  returning  health  and 
strength  the  trouble,  whatever  its 
nature,  would  pass  away.  So  she 
said  nothing  about  it;  neither 
did  the  father  speak  of  his  suspi- 
cions to  the  mother,  for  he,  too, 
hoped  and  felt  that  whatever  ailed 
the  child  would  depart  with  re- 
turning vigor  and  health.  Thus 
weeks  passed  away,  and  the 
parents  avoided  each  other's  eyes 
whenever  in  the  room  with  their 
boy.  Neither  spoke  to  the  other 
of  the  horrible  fear  that  was  be- 
ginning to  haunt  their  every  wak- 
ing thought. 

As  for  the  child,  he  grew  rapidly 
in  his  body,  and  had  a  remarkably 
healthy  appetite,  and  soon  began 
to  kick  out  his  legs  in  increasing 
strength  and  vitality.  Flesh  came 
upon  his  bones,  and  his  body  was 
muscular  and  sturdy.  Never  was 
seen  a  finer  physical  specimen  of 
growing  boyhood.  Alas,  and 
alas! 

The  body  was  all  right,  and  the 
prayer   of    the   parents    had    been 


answered  in  very  deed.  The  life 
of  the  child  had  been  spared,  and 
he  seemed  after  that  to  be  utterly 
exempt  from  disease  and  sickness. 
Yes,  exempt  from  bodily  sickness 
and  disease.  But  he  had  what 
was  a  thousand  times  worse,  a 
disease  of  the  mind.  The  shell  of 
their  beautiful  son  was  left  for 
them  to  mourn  over  in  ever  in- 
creasing sorrow.  But  the  mind, 
the.  lovely  spirit  of  intelligence 
and  beauty,  the  germ,  the  kernel 
was  gone,  flown  forever.  The 
months  and  years  were  but  as 
added  torture  to  their  despairing 
souls.  The  one  son,  on  whom 
they  had  lavished  the  love  and 
pride  of  their  hearts,  he  was  a 
driveling  idiot.  Gibbering,  mali- 
cious, and  full  of  fiendish  pranks 
and  tricks,  they  saw  him  yet  live 
and  grow  in  stature.  To  see  him 
sick  and  know  there  was  a  chance 
of  his  death  and  release,  would 
have  been  a  boon  from  heaven  I 
But  alas,  and  alas  I  They  dared 
not  pray,  for  had  they  not  prayed 
in  their  own  wisdom  and  received 
the  answer  to  their  prayer?  Now, 
it  was  left  to  them  to  bear  as  best 
they  might  the  consequences  of 
their  demand  of  the  Eternal 
Father. 

Oh,  you  can  go  in  peace  and 
love  to  the  quiet  graves  of  your 
innocent  little  ones  and  there 
weep  the  soft  and  silent  tears  that 
purify  and  rest  the  heart  with 
heavenly  rest,  you  cannot  know 
what  suffering  fell  to  the  lot  of 
that  proud  father  and  that  tender 
mother  to  visit  day  by  day  the 
grave,  the  healthy  living  grave  of 
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their  dead  son's  bright  spirit. 
The  spirit  dead  and  the  body 
living  I  Who  can  measure  the 
depth  of  their  daily  woe? 

That  mother  felt  as  if  she 
could  never  wear  aught  but  deep- 
est black  because  of  her  own 
foolishness,  and  because  of  the 
consequences  of  that  foolishness! 
No  wonder  that  she  wore  nothing 
else  but  black  for  twelve  years.  I 
never  marveled  that  she  did. 

She  could  go  to  no  meeting; 
nor  could  she  shock  the  delicate 
minds  of  over-sensitive  people  by 
appearing  at  picnics,  neither 
directly  after  her  bereavement  nor 
for  long  years  thereafter.  Oh  no. 
She  stayed  very  decently  at  home, 
and  with  sharpened  eyes,  watched 
the  constantly  busy  hands  of  her 
silly  son,  lest  he  should  set  the 
house  on  fire,  or  should  kill  or 
maim  his  sisters  in  some  of  his 
tantrums.  I  am  sure  people 
would  have  thought  her  deport- 
ment very  proper  and  deserving 
of  sympathy,  for  she  spent  all  her 
time  when  not  watching  him  or 
working, in  the  bitterest  of  lament- 
ings  and    wept    without  restraint. 

The  father  was  equally  proper 
and  dutiful  to  the  wishes  of 
Madam  Grundy.  Indeed  the  poor 
man  had  no  other  choice.  His 
grief  was  so  real  and  so  constant 
that  he  had  dared  to  use  his  power 
in  evident  opposition  to  the  will  of 
the  God  who  gave  him  that  power 
as  well  as  bestowing  on  him  the 
^  child  whose  life  he  had  demanded, 
that  he  never  undertook  to  offend 
anybody  by  smiling  or  appearing 
to  enjoy  himself  in  mere  innocent 


but  worldly  pastimes.  He  was 
utterly  crushed  by  his  own  impious 
hand.  And  together  the  unhappy 
parents  bore  with  what  patience 
and  fortitude  they  might  the  blow 
which  had  for  them  no  surcease 
nor  no  mollifying  thought.  I  am 
sure,  too,  their  constant  tears  and 
cries  would  have  won  the  sym- 
pathy of  some  peculiar  Saints  who 
can  only  sympathize  with  those 
who  show  their  grief  upon  the 
surface.  As  for  these  poor  people 
their  grief  was  not  only  on  the 
surface,  but  it  swelled  up  to  the 
surface  right  from  the  depths  of 
their  deeply  wretched  hearts.  It 
was  small  wonder  that  the  surface 
was  constantly  rippled  with  the 
bubbles  of  moans  and  tears,  for 
they  had  ever  before  them  in  a 
horrible  shape  the  form  of  the 
beloved  one  who  should  have  long 
ago  been  given  to  the  friendly 
earth  to  rest  for  a  season.  The 
spirit,  they  knew  not  where  it 
was.  If  that  was  the  spirit  of 
their  son  which  now  inhabited  his 
body,  they  dared  not  think  of 
what  their  prayer  might  have 
accomplished. 

For  nine  long  years  those 
parents  watched,  tended  and 
cared  for  the  imbecile  boy  which 
had  once  been  their  beautiful, 
intelligent  son.  Then  one  sadly 
happy  day,  they  saw  the  malicious 
spirit  that  had  tormented  them  so 
long  in  the  helpless  body  of  their 
boy,  loose  its  hold,  and  soon 
death  came  mercifully  to  him 
and  closed  the  staring,  vacant 
eyes,  and  stilled  the  mischievous 
hands.       With    a    throb    of    what 
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they  dared  not  call  joy,  and  yet 
there  was  so  much  of  relief  in  it 
that  it  might  almost  be  termed 
joy,  they  two  silently  closed  the 
eyes  of  their  dead  child,  and  with 
little  fuss  and  less  outward  show, 
they  quietly  carried  him  away  to 
his  long  sleep  among  the  silent 
homes  of  the  dead! 

\nd  then.  Well,  then  I  am 
afraid  that  if  the  mother  had 
followed  out  her  own  inclination 
she  would  have  shocked  more 
than  one  public  censor;  for  she 
felt  as  if  her  burden  was  so 
happily  lifted  from  her  shoulders 
that  she  could  shout  aloud  for  joy 
and  gladness.  As  it  was,  she 
never  failed  in  every  place,  and 
at  every  time,  to  implore  every 
mother  whom  she  saw  in  danger 
of  losing  a  child,  to  let  Father 
have  it  if  He  wanted  it,  not  to 
cling  to  it  for  one  moment.  And 
to  everyone  so  afflicted  she  would 
solemnly  say, 

"Oh,  my  dear,  be  comforted, 
be  comforted,  weep,  weep  in  a 
peaceful,  quiet  way,  my  dear,  but, 
oh,  there  are  sorrows  far  worse 
than  death,  indeed  there  are!" 

"How  true  are  your  words  I" 
echoed  the  lady  of  the  house  as 
she  arose  to  usher  the  whole  com- 
pany in  to  the  elegant  dinner  pre- 
pared. The  conversation  was 
continued  even  at  the  table,  and 
the  lady  called  the  attention  of 
the  husband  to  the  subject  of 
their  talk.  He,  too,  re-echoed 
the  words  of  his  wife. 

"Do  you  see  the  white  hairs  of 
my  beloved  wife?  Do  you  know 
what  has    caused    them?     Well,  I 


can  tell  you.  None  of  you  are 
aware  perhaps  that  she  has  felt  all 
her  life  an  inordinate  longing  for 
children.  She  has  wept  and  prayed 
about  it  for  years;  until  she  has 
at  last  given  up  all  hope.  I  have 
heard  her  say  many  times  that  she 
would  gladly  have  children  and 
lose  them  all  in  their  infancy, 
rather  than  to  live  as  she  does 
without  the  least  of  the  exquisite 
joy  of  motherhood.  Those  who  are 
blessed  with  children  can  never 
know  the  sorrow  of  a  childless 
woman. " 

"You  are  right,  my  husband," 
replied  the  lady,  "and  if  I  were  to 
try  to  name  over  a  thousand 
things  that  were  worse  than  death, 
I  should  then  have  more  to  name. 
It  is  the  sorrows  that  we  cause 
ourselves  which  give  us  the  most 
pain;  the  woes  sent  by  our  wise 
and  kind  Heavenly  Father  are 
easy  to  bear,  for  accompanying 
them,  if  we  will  ask  for  it,  is  a 
spirit  of  heavenly  peace  and  resig- 
nation. Those  troubles  which  we 
bring  upon  our  own  heads  are 
the  ones  that  should  cause  us  to 
go  in  mourning.  And  even  some 
that  our  Father  sends  are  far 
harder  to  bear  than  death,  kindly 
restful,  silent  death. 

Homespun, 


Life  is  made  up,  not  of  great 
sacrifices  or  duties,  but  of  little 
things  in  which  smiles  and  kind- 
ness, and  small  obligations  given 
habitually,  are  what  win  and  pre- 
serve the  heart  and  secure  com- 
fort. 
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THE  LOCUST  TREES. 

AN  OLD  MAN'S  STORY. 

J.  li.  TOW2V8HBND. 

With  clustered  leaves  like  groups  of  fern 

In  shade  and  shadow  growing, 
Or  glinting  sunlight  from  each  leaf 

In  summer  breezes  blowing ; 
The  locusts  'mid  all  other  trees 

Are  those  I  love  most  dearly, 
Their  bloom  vrith  pleasant  memories 

Each  year  renewed  must  clearly. 

For  when  the  trees  were  white  with  bloom 

And  bees  were  through  them  humming — 
A  swarm  that  gathered  honey  there 

A  going  and  a  coming : 
We  met  within  the  locust's  shade 

Our  hearts  like  drums  a  beating. 
And  oft  we  blushed  to  hear  the  tune 

They  loudly  kept  repeating. 

The  sunt>eams  lingered  on  the  leaves 

And  flecked  the  twigs  and  branches, 
Played  bide  and  seek  upon  her  cheek 

And  kissed  her  with  their  glances. 
I  envied  ev'ry  sunny  fleck 

That  offered  its  caresses. 
Or  lingered  long  upon  her  head 

To  Idss  her  lips  and  tresses. 

I  plucked  a  branch  all  white  with  bloom 

And  sweet  with  fragrance  laden, 
And  gath'ring  many  a  bunch  of  flowers 

I  gave  them  to  the  maiden. 
She  tasted  of  their  honeyed  sweets, 

And  I — who  could  resist  her  ? 
So  bashfully — my  first  love  kiss, 

Upon  her  lips  I  kissed  her. 

Perched  on  an  overhanging  bough 

The  oriole  was  gleaming, 
And  singing  love  talk  to  his  mate. 

While  we  of  love  were  dreaming ; 
Till,  somehow  in  its  magic  spell, 

With  mutual  love  requited, 
Though  I  don't  just  remember  how 

Our  vows  of  love  were  plighted. 

Like  youth  and  maid  the  trees  were  young. 

But  now  we're  old  together, 
The  trees  still  live  to  bud  and  bloom, 

And  we  live  for  each  other. 
The  flowers  now  hang  their  white  racemes 

All  fragrant  nectar  laden  ; 
And  wife,  this  kiss  is  sweet  as  when 

I  kissed  a  bashful  maiden. 


AUNT  RUTH'S  STORY. 

(CONTINUED    FROM    PAGE    60.) 

CHAPTER     V. 

A  FEW  evenings  later  when  our 
young  friends  had  again  gathered 
around  Aunt  Ruth,  the  greatest 
expectancy  written  on  their  young 
faces,  she  took  up  the  thread  of 
her  narrative  and  began: 

"How  long  Clara  lay  senseless 
on  the  ground  no  one  knew.  A 
fearful  burning  thirst  was  the 
only  thing  she  felt  when  she 
again  became  conscious,  and 
fancying  that  there  was  a  large 
fountain  somewhere  in  their 
garden  of  which  she  heard  the 
gentle  ripple  of  the  water,  she 
crawled  on  her  hands  and  feet  in 
the  direction  of  the  sound.  She 
found  it  at  last,  but  of  course  it 
was  only  the  ditch,  which  cut 
through  their  garden,  and  as  she 
felt  the  cold,  refreshing  water  she 
plunged  her  head  down  into  it,  and 
drank  and  drank;  but  the  fire  still 
burned  within  her,  and  exhausted 
she  once  more  fell  senseless  to  the 
ground.  « 

About  midnight  Mr.  Brown 
came  home  and  went  up  stairs, 
where  he  expected  to  find  his  wife 
asleep,  but  great  was  his  conster- 
nation when  she  was  not  there. 
He  roused  the  servant  and  asked 
her  where  his  wife  was.  She 
could  not  tell;  had  seen  her  last 
when  she  had  strolled  toward  the 
green  house.  With  an  oath  he 
seized  a  lantern  and  ran  to  the 
green  house,  but  not  findng  her  he 
called  some  of  his  neighbors,  who 
helped    him    search  for  her.     She 
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was  found  at  last  and  someone 
ran  for  her  mother,  who  had  not 
been  in  her  daughter's  house  for 
months. 

Well,  brain  fever  and  a  prema- 
ture birth  were  the  consequences 
of  that  night's  terrible  exper- 
ience. And  while  the  little 
fellow  lived  and  got  on  well 
while  his  mother  lingered  for 
weeks  on  the  verge  of  death,  no 
one  suspected  the  cause  of  her  ill- 
ness nor  understood  her  mad 
ravings  about  blood  money,  no 
one    but    perhaps    her    husband. 

"When  at  last  her  youth  and 
strong  constitution  gained  the 
victory,  she  was  but*  a  wreck  of 
her  fomer  self,  of  the  lovely  girl 
we  had  known  and  loved.  For 
years  afterwards  she  did  not  fully 
remember  the  cause  of  the  severe 
shock  she  had  received  that 
night  in  the  garden.  She  would 
fain  beguile  her  poor  heart  into 
believing  that  which  she  had 
heard  had  been  the  work  of  her 
diseased  mind;  that  the  brain 
fever  had  already  began  then. 
She  had  it  on  h^r  mind  a  few 
times  to  ask  him  if  he  had  been 
in  the  green-house  that  night  with 
O'Brien;  but  a  secret  conviction 
that  his  guilt  would  in  some  way 
manifest  itself  and  confirm  the 
awful  suspicions,  sealed  her  lips 
and  she  preferred  to  give  him  the 
benefit  of  the  faint  doubt  she  at 
times     entertained    of     his    guilt. 

"The  O'Briens  had  moved  away 
while  Clara  had  been  sick,  and 
soon  after  she  was  able  to  be 
about  again  her  husband  pro- 
posed    to     move     to      Colorado, 


where  he  said  he  had  friends,  and 
she,  glad  of  any  change,  readily 
consented. 

"Once  in  Denver  Mr.  Brown 
tried  to  establish  the  old  sociability 
in  his  house  again,  but  Clara  had 
lost  all  interest  in  such  doings. 
She  did  not  care  to  go  out,  and 
much  less  to  receive  anyone  in  her 
home.  This  of  course  caused 
further  divisions  between  them. 
He  sought  his  pleasures  abroad, 
and  although  he  did  not  ill-treat 
her  in  any  way,  there  was  not 
much  love  manifested  either. 

"Clara  noticed  on  several  occa- 
sions that  her  husband  was  well 
posted  in  regard  to  the  doings  of 
the  O'Briens,  where  they  were, 
what  they  were  doing,  and  so  on; 
but  when  she  asked  how  he  came 
to  know  these  things  he  answered 
evasively  that  he  had  heard  it. 

"One  day  when  they  had  lived  at 
Denver  some  six  or  eight  months 
he  told  her  that  Mr.  O'Brien  had 
suddenly  died;  that  he  had  read 
it  in  the  paper;  but  as  he  could 
not  state  what  paper  it  was  she 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  he 
corresponded  secretly  with  Mrs. 
O'Brien.  It  added  to  her  sorrow. 
She  felt  the  slight  deeply,  but  it 
failed  to  rouse  the  mad  jealousy  it 
would  have  done  a  year  ago.  She 
mourned  that  the  father  of  her 
children  should  be  so  worthless  a 
subject,  rather  than  the  loss  of  her 
husband's  love. 

"Often,  when  she  sat  with  the 
little  ones  on  her  knee,  while  the 
day  was  waning,  and  the  long 
shadows  of  evening  fell  gloomily 
across  her  carpeted  floor,  she  used 
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to  recall  the  days  of  her  innocent^ 
happy    childhood,  when    life    was 
so  rich,  so    full    of    goodness  and 
pleasure  that    she    had    wondered 
how  she  should  get  time  to  enjoy 
it  all  in  a  short  lifetime.     Now  it 
seemed  so  long,  so  dull,  so  monot- 
onous, so  full  of  sorrows  and  sad- 
ness, and  she    wondered    how  she 
could    live    through    it    all.       She 
had  no  desire    to  go    back  to  her 
home,    where    every    bush,    every 
tree  reminded  her  of  what  she  had 
been    and    what    she    might   have 
been    had     she     listened     to    the 
counsel  of  her  parents.       She  did 
not  wish  her    friends    to    see    her 
suffering.         To     see    her    happy 
friends,     the     playmates     of     her 
childhood  would    only  remind  her 
painfully    of    what  she  had  lost — 
her    faith    in    God,  her    husband, 
herself,  and  in  mankind  generally. 
Thus     time    dragged    slowly    on. 
Days  grew  into  weeks,  weeks  into 
months,  and  it  was  now  some  over 
a  year  since    they    had    moved  to 
Denver,  when    one    day  a  man,  a 
miserable     looking    specimen     of 
humanity,    came    to  Clara  in    her 
home  and  wanted  to    see  her  hus- 
band.    She  told  him  he  would  not 
be    home    until    dinner    time,    at 
which  the  individual   settled  him- 
self   comfortably    in    a    big    easy 
chair  and  said  he  would  wait    till 
he  should  come.       Clara  felt  very 
uncomfortable    at    the     prospect 
of    having    this    man,    on     whose 
every    feature    vice   was  stamped, 
remain  several  hours  in  the  house, 
and  she   wondered   what  her  hus- 
band could  have  to  do    with  such 
a   character. 


"The  stranger  looked  nonchal- 
antly at  his  surroundings,  and 
commented  on  the  pictures,  the 
books  and  furniture,  ending  by 
throwing  himself  back  and  saying: 

"  'Yes, sir, John  is  pretty  comfor- 
tably fixed  now!  The  world  seems 
to  have  treated  him  generously — a 
good  deal  better  than  it  has  treated 
me — you  see,  John  and  I  were 
chums  once — great  friends,  ha,  ha! 
I  must  laugh  when  I  think  what 
we  two  have  been  up  to  together, 
though  he  was  pretty  green  at  that 
time — pretty  green.  Ha,  ha,  ha!' 
And  he  slapped  his  knee  with 
his  dirty  cap,  as  if  he  enjoyed  the 
recollection  of  this  immensely. 
'Yes,  we  were  fast  friends  at  that 
time,  I  can  tell  you;  though  his 
name  wasn't  Brown,  then,  either.' 

"Clara  started. 

"'His  name  wasn't  Brown? 
What  was  it,  then?' 

"  'It  was  White,  ma'am,  simply 
White,  that's  all.  I  guess  he 
found  it  more  convenient  to 
change  his  color,  ha,  ha,  ha!' 

"  Clara  was  about  to  send  the 
servant  after  a  policeman,  for 
surely  the  man  was  mad.  She 
trembled  at  the  thought,  when  to 
her  dismay  her  little  boy  came 
running  in,  right  up  to  the 
stranger. 

"  'That's  a  fine  child!'  he  ex- 
claimed,  'a  fine  child.' 

"Clara  endeavored  to  get  the 
child  away,  not  daring  to  leave 
the  room  without  him.  But  the 
little  one  remained  fixed,  staring 
at  the  stranger,  which  evidently 
irritated  him;  for  he  shot  an  evil 
glance  at  Clara,  and  continued: 
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"  'But  he  had  as  fine  children 
where  he  was,  and  —  looking 
straight  at  the  terrified  Clara,  who 
was  retreating  backward  toward 
the  door — 'and  as  fine  a  wife,  for 
the  matter  of  that' 

"Clara  uttered  a  scream, but  was 
caught  in  her  husband's  arms, who 
just  then   came  in. 

"  'Who  are  you, '  he  demanded 
gruffly. 

"  'You  don't  know  me,  John 
White?  We  were  fine  friends  in 
Oakland  once,  and  I  bring  you  a 
message  from  your  loving  wife, 
Mary,  who  is  wearing  her  life 
away  over  the  loss  of  her  scamp 
of  a  husband.' 

"  'Clara  had  fainted,  and  when 
she  had  regained  consciousness 
the  stranger  had  gone,  and  her 
husband  flatly  denied  all  he  had 
said  and  assured  her  that  it  had 
been  a  mad  man.  But  the  poor 
girl  did  not  believe  it.  She  won- 
dered how  she  might  be  able  to 
find  out  whether  it  was  true  or 
not.  She  could  not,  would  not 
live  with  another  woman's  hus- 
band. But  her  cup  was  not  full 
yet,  poor  child! 

"About  a  month  later,  one  after- 
noon her  husband  left  a  coat  he 
had  worn  for  weeks  at  home  and 
asked  her  to  mend  it.  She  sat 
down  to  her  work,  and  in  looking 
it  all  over  and  turning  it  upside- 
down  his  pocket  book  fell  out  and 
several  letters  were  displayed  on 
the  floor.  She  took  them  up  lei- 
surely looking  at  them,  when  one 
of  them  attracted  her  attention 
by  the  careful  way  it  was  tied  by 
a  tape.     She  opened    it,  and    was 


struck  dumb  by  seeing  it  signed 
by  Mrs.  O'Brien.  Tnere  was  also 
a  small  parcel  containing  a 
powder,  which  she  wondered 
greatly  what  it  could  mean.  Never 
as  long  as  she  lives  will  she  for- 
get that  terrible  time,  when  after 
having  read  the  letter,  she  found 
that  the  powder  was  poison, 
which  was  to  be  administered  to 
herself,  as  speedily  as  possible, 
and  then  her  worthless  husband 
was  to  join  the  wretched  woman, 
the  partner  of  his  crime,  and  they 
should  leave  the  country  together. 

"Clara  did  not  faint.  Seizing 
the  letter  and  her  two  little  ones, 
she  ran  madly  to  an  elderly  lady, 
who  had  shown  her  much  kind- 
ness, and  revealed  to  her  the  awful 
discovery  she  had  made. 

"The  lady's  son  happened  to 
be  at  home,  and  he  with  a  police- 
man hastened  to  Clara's  home  to 
wait  for  the  man,  she  called  hus- 
band. But  an  awful  sight  met 
them  on  entering  the  house.  In 
the  room  where  Clara  had  sat  half 
an  hour  ago  lay  the  man  she  had 
forsaken  father  and  mother  to  fol- 
low, lifeless  and  with  a  smoking 
revolver  in  his  hand. 

"He  had  evidently  discovered 
soon  after  having  left  his  house 
that  he  had  forgotten  his  pocket 
book  and  on  hastening  back,  the 
empty  house,  the  book  and  scat- 
tered papers  on  the  floor  had  told 
him  what  had  happened;  and  he 
had  preferred  to  fall  by  his  own 
hand  rather  than  that  of  the  law. 

"She  came  back  to  us  again, 
and  is  now  broken  down  in  body 
trying  to  live  only    for  her  child- 
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dren,  and  as  far  as  possible  forget 
the   awful  past." 

Aunt  Ruth  paused,  cUsped  her 
hands  and  sat  silently  waiting  for 
her  listeners  to  comment  on  her 
tale. 

One  of  the  girls  rose  quietly, 
thanked  her  for  having  told  them 
the  sad  story,  and  quietly  all  left 
the  room  for  the  kitchen,  where 
they  sat  down  and  discussed  it 
freely. 

"Is  that  really  a  true  story," 
asked  Julia. 

"Yes,  we  know  it  is  true,  that 
all  this  has  happened  to  our  poor 
cousin  Clara. " 

Then  their  astonishment  found 
vent  in  their  whole  force  of  adjec- 
tives. 

Aunt  Ruth,  who  still  sat  by  the 
fire  in  the  sitting  room,  suddenly 
felt  a  pair  of  soft  arms  around  her 
neck  and  the  well  known  voice  of 
Isabel  whispered: 

"Aunty,  you  shall  not  have  told 
cousin  Clara's  story  in  vain.  Mr. 
Bums  proposed  to  me  last  night 
—and  I  declined  his  offer." 

"God  be  thanked,  my  child,  if 
1  can  save  one  innocent  girl  from 
having  her  slender  craft  wrecked 
on  the  reefs  of  an  unequal  mar- 
riage, I  shall  be  amply  repaid  for 
my  pains. 


JUDITH'S  DECISION. 

AND  WHAT  CAME  OF  IT.     A  STORY  WITH  A 
CHRISTMAS  ENDING. 

"Mother,"  exclaimed  Judith, 
as  she  entered  the  sitting-room  and 
hung  up  her  coat  and  hat,  "I'm 
going  to  the  World's  Fair." 

It   was    late    afternoon,    in    the 


spring  of  1892,  and  Mrs.  Randall 
sat  in  her  rocking-chair  mending 
the  weekly  stockings.  She  looked 
up  in  some  surprise  as  she  heard 
her  daughter's  announcement,  and 
then  answered: 

"What  has  given  you  that  idea, 
my  child?" 

"Well,  mother,  you  know  what 
a  talk  there  has  been  all  over  town 
for  the  last  few  months  on  this 
matter,  and  today  Brother  Mills 
came  to  the  school,  and  gave  us 
such  a  glowing  account  of  all  the 
good  and  profit  that  can  be  ob- 
tained through  visiting  the 
World's  Fair,  that  I  felt  every 
fibre  of  my  being  kindled  with  a 
desire  to  go  and  see  the  magnifi- 
cent sight.  He  said  if  we  would 
save  up  ten  dollars  every  month 
we  could  buy  one  of  these  tickets 
which  pays  your  way  there  and 
all  your  expenses,  in  fact,  from  the 
time  you  leave  home  till  you 
return,  except  the  sleeping  car 
and  the  food.  Now,  you  know 
that  by  close  economy,  not  by 
pinching  you,  dearest  mother,  but 
by  denying  myself  a  few  of  the 
luxuries  of  life,  I  can  just  as  well 
save  that  ten  dollars  as  not." 

"Let  us  see,  dear.  You  get 
thirty-five  dollars  a  month  for  teach- 
ing, and  out  of  that  you  give  me 
twenty  to  buy  the  groceries  and 
children's  clothes,  and  the  other 
fifteen  has  to  pay  your  tithing, 
our  dressmaking  and  purchase  all 
your  clothes.  It  will  require  some 
strenuous  efforts  on  your  part,  if 
you  save  that  out  of  your  own 
scanty  allowance." 

"Perhaps  it  may;  but    I  can  do 
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my  own  dressmaking,  and  I  can 
make  over  all  my  dresses,  and 
even  make  up  my  hats  from  last 
year's  material.  Oh,  one  can  do 
lots  of  things  if  one  only  tries, 
you  dear  little  mother.  Now,  if 
father  were  only  well  and  strong, 
what  a  nice  easy  time  of  it  we 
would  always  have;  you  with 
your  knack  of  making  every  end 
meet  and  one  of  the  ends  bread, 
and  I  with  my  thirty-five  dollars 
a  month  in  hard  cash;  if  father 
only  gave  us  good  help  we  could 
live  like  Nabobs. " 

The  girl  sighed  as  she  spoke; 
but  like  a  sigh  in  words  was  the 
mother's  answer: 

"  My  daughter,  God  never  makes 
for  His  beloved  children  circum- 
stances nice  and  easy  as  you 
picture  them  out.  He  says  that 
those  whom  He  loves  He  chas- 
tises, and  I  know  that  this  is 
necessary  for  our  good.  What 
you  might  call  trouble,  He  calls 
experience,  and  He  gives  it  to  us 
in  greatest  mercy." 

"Yes,  yes,  I  know,  mother, 
and  you  know  I  seldom  grumble. 
Of  course,  everybody  has  some 
trouble,  at  least  all  the  some- 
bodies 1  am  acquainted  with. 
But  once  in  a  while  1  can't  help 
thinking  how  nice  it  must  be  for 
those  girls  who  have  all  tne 
money  they  earn, and  their  parents 
do  not  need  their  help  at  all. 
However,  that  is  not  what  I  want 
to  talk  about.  Just  now  I  am 
wild  to  go  to  the  Fair." 

"It  will  certainly  be  a  great 
thing  for  those  who  can  go."  Then 
the  mother    gathered  up  her  work 


and  went  into  the  kitchen  to  pre- 
pare supper. 

That  night  when  the  mother 
and  daughter  had  finished  all  the 
evening  work,  the  father  was  in 
bed,  for  he  was  a  weakly  man, 
and  all  the  little  children  had 
been  put  safely  away  to  sleep. 
The  young  girl  was  full  of  her 
project,  and  although  she  felt  the 
check  given  by  her  mother's  lack 
of  interest  on  the  subject,  she 
was  determined  to  repeat  as  much 
of  the  inspiring  talk  she  had 
heard  that  day  upon  the  subject 
as  she  could  remember,  and  con- 
vert her  mother  to  the  splendid 
project. 

"Now,  mammy,  just  let  down 
your  back  hair,  and  while  I  gently 
brush  all  the  cobwebs  from  your 
brain  let  me  tell  you  of  the 
grandeur  of  this  most  magnificent 
Fair  ever  given  on  this  earth. 
You  must  know, — do  I  pull? — 
Well,  as  I  was  saying,  there  is  to 
be  there  exact  representations  of 
every  nation,  climate  and  people 
under  the  face  of  heaven.  If  you 
want  to  take  a  trip  to  China  and 
see  them  eating  their  rice  with 
chop  sticks,  all  you  will  have  to 
do  is  to  step  into  that  particular 
department,  and  there  is  the 
whole  scene  of  Chinese  life  laid 
out  before  you.  It  is  just  so  with 
every  part  of  the  globe.  And  as 
to  all  the  history  of  the  earth,  it 
will  be  told  in  the  most  beautiful 
object  lessons  capable  of  being 
produced.  All  the  arts  and 
sciences,  all  the  literature  and 
history,  all  the  achievements  of 
man  and  all  the    evidences  of    the 
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Divine  Creator  of  our  universe 
will  be  gathered  together  and 
arranged  in  the  most  systematic 
order.  Now  you  know  how  in- 
terested I  have  always  been  in 
the  story  of  the  Civil  War,  for 
you  know  that  it  was  there  our 
dear  father  lost  his  health  as  a 
prisoner  in  the  rebel  camps; 
think  of  being  able  to  see  there 
the  'Libby  Prison,'  the  log 
cabin  where  Lincoln  worked,  and 
all  the  many  trophies  and  re- 
markable scenes  in  war  in  some 
style  or  shape.  Oh  mother,  I  wish 
you  could  go.  Would  you?  I 
will  gladly  stay  at  home  and  let 
you  go. " 

The  mother  took  the  arms  of 
her  daughter  and  pressing  them 
around  her  neck,  said  softly, 
."You  are  the  best  child  ever 
given  to  a  mother.  I  am  always 
thanking  God  for  your  love.  But, 
my  Judith,  I  wish  you  were  a  lit- 
tle more  religious;  that  is,  I  wish 
you  understood  Mormon  ism  bet- 
ter, and  were  a  little  more 
spiritual-minded. 

"You  are  spiritual  -  minded 
enough  for  us  both, "  and  the  young 
girl  drew  up  an  ottoman,  and  sit- 
ting down  at  her  mother's  feet  she 
let  the  motherly  hands  thread  and 
caress  her  own  darkly  abundant 
locks.  After  a  short  pause,  the 
mother  said  in  a  soft,  low  tone: 
"Judith,  dear,  h?ive  you  ever 
thought  about  going  to  the  dedi- 
cation of  the  Salt  Lake  temple?" 
"No,  mother,  I  have  not  hap'_ 
pened  to  think  of  it,  for  I  never 
thought  of  going  away  from  home 
until  this  project  of    going  to  the 


World's    Fair   entered  my  head." 

A  longer  pause  ensued,  and 
then  the  girl  said  softly: 

"Why,  I  could  go  to  both,  may- 
be, mother.  Why  could  I  not 
time  my  visit  to  the  Fair  in  April, 
and  thus  see  both?  Wouldn't 
that  be  too  lovely?" 

Again  there  was  silence  in  the 
room  for  some  moments  as  the 
thoughts  of  both  were  busy. 

"My  daughter,  have  you  do- 
nated anything  to  the  completion 
of  the  temple?" 

"Why,  yes,  I  put  my  name 
down  in  our  general  fast  meeting 
for  five  dollars,  and  I  shall  manage 
to  pay  that  too;  don't  you  worry 
about  that,  mammy  dear;  that 
shall  not  be  neglected." 

"How  much  did  you  say  it 
would  take  to  pay  your  expenses 
to  the  Fair?" 

"The  price  of  the  whole  ticket 
is  JlOO,  and  of  course  I  shall  have 
to  have  meals  and  some  extras, 
which  will  make  about  ten  dollars 
more;  then  my  clothes.  But  you 
may  depend  on  it  I  shall  get  the 
very  cheapest  dress  I  can,  and 
make  it  up  with  your  good  help 
after  school  hours,  and  so  I  think 
another  ten  dollars  will  cover  my 
clothing  expenses.  Of  course  I 
shall  have  to  be  very  economical 
for  the  next  year;  but  there  is 
such  a  glorious  prospect  at  the 
end  of  it  all  that  I  don't  mind  the 
pinching." 

My  dear,  I  wonder  which  is 
the  most  desirable,  the  good 
things  of  this  life  or  the  glories  of 
the  next  world?  Don't  answer 
just  now;  let  me  say  a  few  words. 
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Do  you  know  that  for  months  my 
mind  has  been  dwelling  on  the 
glory  and  the  power  that  I  feel 
sure  will  be  made  manifest  to  the 
faithful  ones  in  that  temple  in 
Salt  Lake,  and  sometimes  it  al- 
most seems  as  if  I  would  be  will- 
ing to  die  in  order  to  be  present 
at  the  ceremonies  of  the  dedica- 
tion. I  know,  dear,  there  will  be 
many  grand  sights  to  be  seen  at 
the  coming  Fair  in  Chicago;  but 
oh,  my  darling,  what  is  the  great- 
ness of  this  life  compared  to  the 
glory  of  eternity?  I  wonder  if  I 
should  tell  you  that  if  you  were 
to  make  great  sacrifices  and  travel 
a  long  distance  on  foot,  and  with 
small  portions  of  food,  yet  at  the 
end  of  that  time  you  would  meet 
and  converse  with  an  angel  from 
God*s  own  presence,  I  wonder  if 
you  would  be  willing  to  make  the 
sacrifice?     Would  you?" 

"Of  course  I  would,"  almost 
whispered  the  girl,  awed  by  the 
solemn  and  impressive  tones  and 
manner  of  her  mother. 

"Think  you  that  angels  will  not 
be  present  at  the  dedication  of 
that  temple?  Perhaps  you  and  I 
would  not  be  worthy  to  see  them, 
but  they  will  be  there.  I  am  just 
as  sure  of  that  as  I  am  that  I  live 
upon  this  earth.  Here  is  the  case, 
my  child.  The  Lord  has  per- 
mitted this  people  to  build  and  so 
near  complete  that  temple  that  it 
shall  be  dedicated  next  April. 
Now  He  says  through  His  ser- 
vants that  every  Latter-day  Saint 
can  contribute  of  his  substance 
to  complete  it,  and*  although  there 
are  many  rich  men  among  us  who 


would  gladly  do  this  work  them- 
selves, yet  the  President  of  the 
Church  said  no,  let  the  people 
have  the  privilege  to  make  their 
sacrifices  and  receive  their  bless- 
ings. What  does  the  old  hymn 
say?  Sacrifice  brings  forth  the 
blessings  of  heaven.  This  is  the 
law,  and  neither  you  nor  I  can 
escape  from  it.  If  we  wish  bless- 
ings we  must  perform  the  prelimi- 
nary offices  of  that  law,  which  is 
sacrifice.  Now,  you,  my  child, 
when  you  were  asked  for  your 
contribution  gave  your  name  for 
five  dollars.  That  was  something, 
of  course;  but  here  comes  along 
some  man  and  tells  you  of  the 
grand  sights  you  are  going  to  see 
in  Chicago.  Your  imagination  is 
so  fired  by  the  brilliant  prospect 
that  you  are  ready  to  pinch  and 
almost  starve  for  a  year,  and  then 
you  can  give — think  of  it — one 
hundred  and  thirty  dollars  to 
gratify  your  own  love  of  sight 
seeing,  while  you  send  up  to  the 
temple  of  the  Lord  five  dollars. 
How  do  you  think  the  Lord  looks 
at  that?  I  see  the  questioning 
look  in  your  eyes,  dear,  and  I 
know  what  you  would  ask:  Am  I 
not  in  sympathy  with  this  grand 
movement  in  our  nation?  Yes, 
dear,  I  am  in  sympathy  with 
everything  which  is  good  and 
great;  and  I  want  you  to  do  all 
that  you  can  tg  help  in  the  work 
that  we  have  undertaken  in  this 
Territory.  Let  us  put  forth  every 
effort  to  aid  in  a  full  and  proper 
representation  of  our  beloved 
Territory  at  the  Fair.  Spend  all 
the  time  and    means    you    can  in 
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this  direction;  but  don't  you  see 
that  is  quite  a  different  thing  to 
your  spending  your  hard-earned 
money  in  the  pleasure  of  sight- 
seeing? If  men  who  are  wealthy 
can  go  there,  they  should  and  will 
go.  But  you  and  I,  dear,  must 
choose  between  the  temple  and 
the  Fair.  You  will  not,  you  could 
not,  go  to  the  temple  with  a  five 
dollar  gift,  while  you  had  a  hun- 
dred to  spend  on  yourself.  The 
temple  is  built  by  sacrifice;  shall 
it  not  include  your  sacrifice? 
And  then  on  your  way  to  the  big 
sight  of  the  Fair  you  could  pre- 
sume to  take  in  the  small  sight  of 
the  dedication  of  the  temple.  Do 
you  think  the  Lord  is  going  to 
accept  the  sacrifices  of  a  people 
offered  in  that  spirit?  Could  you 
pinch  for  selfishness  and  not  for 
principle?  What  kind  of  a  sacri- 
fice is  that  anyway," 

"Well,  but,  mother,  perhaps  I 
would  neither  see  nor  hear  any- 
thing unusual  at  the  dedication. 
I  did  not  at  the  Manti  dedica- 
tion, although  others  did.  I  guess 
I  am  not  a  true-blooded  Eph- 
raimite. " 

"No  matter  as  to  that;  do  you 
know  that  the  dedication  of  that 
temple  means  the  opening  of 
another  door  for  the  redemption 
of  the  dead?  Can  you  measure 
the  impatience  with  which  this 
ceremony  is  expected  in  the 
heavens?  Do  you  think  God 
and  all  the  hosts  of  heaven  are 
more  interested  in  the  Chicago 
Fair  than  they  are  in  the  dedica- 
tion of  this  temple?  And  can  you 
or  I  be    less    interested    than    are 


the  angels?  If  they,  whose  salva- 
tion is  secured,  can  feel  such  in- 
tense anxiety  over  this  important 
event,  we  who  are  here  working 
out  our  salvation  in  much  fear 
and  trembling  cannot  dare  neglect 
our  duty  in  this  matter?" 

"Oh  mother,  mother,  do  you 
think  that  I  should  give  up  my 
lovely  trip  to  Chicago?"  and  the 
girl,  sensible  as  she  was,  burst 
into  tears  at  the  crushing  of  all 
her  hopes. 

"No,  dear,  I  do  not  wish  to 
think  for  you  on  this  subject;  I 
want  you  to  think  and  decide  for 
yourself.  It  is  not  a  thing  that 
affects  my  salvation,  for  the  Lord 
knows  that  I  am  doing  all  that 
lies  in  my  power  for  that  temple; 
but  of  course  everything  that 
touches  you  has  a  profound  in- 
fluence upon  my  own  heart,  and 
this  is  why  I  am  speaking  as 
I  am." 

"Oh  dear,  oh  dear,  it  seems  as 
if  I  could  not  bear  to  think  of 
such  a  thing.  I  have  so  counted 
upon  my  trip  there.  Let  me  think 
it  over  all  by  myself,  mammy 
dear. " 

"I  most  certainly  will,  dear,  and 
let  me  urge  you  not  to  forget  to 
make  it  a  subject  of  prayer. " 

"As  to  prayer,  you  know  I  am 
not  much  of  a  hand  to  pray.  I 
guess  the  Lord  takes  care  of  us 
in  a  general  way,  but  someway  I 
don't  get  answers  to  what  few 
special  prayers  I  make.  ' 

"What  special  prayers  have  you 
made?" 

"Why,"  smiling  a  little  between 
her    tears,    "I  prayed  to  the  Lord 
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to  let  me  go  to  Chicago,  and  now 
you  come  along  and  tell  me  He 
don't  want  me  to  go." 

"Wait  a  bit.  He  does  not  say 
you  shall  not  go;  in  fact,  accord- 
ing to  your  own  statement,  He  has 
showed  you  a  way  whereby  you 
can  get  the  object  of  your  desires. 
As  to  whether  He  would  consider 
it  the  best  thing  for  you  to  do  or 
not,  that  is  another  thing.  You 
must  ask  for  light  upon  that  sub- 
ject. And  what  other  special 
prayers  have  you  made?" 

The  girl  sat  for  some  time  in 
silence,  biting  her  handkerchief, 
and  thinking.  She  colored  to  her 
temples  as  she  said  at  last  in  a 
low  voice: 

"I  would  not  speak  of  this  to 
any  ears  but  thine,  my  blessed 
mother;  but  I  will  confess  to  you 
that  it  has  troubled  me  a  good 
deal.  Now,  you  know  I  am 
twenty-four  years  old,  and  I  have 
never  been  in  love,  nor  has  any- 
one ever  been  in  love  with  me. 
But  I  don't  want  to  live  a  single 
life.  I  long  for  a  home  and  for 
children.  You  know  how  I  love 
children.  Well,  mammy,  you  told 
me  three  or  four  years  ago,  once, 
when  I  said  something  half  jest- 
ingly to  you  about  getting  mar- 
ried, you  told  me  to  pray  about  it, 
and  I  would  get  the  right  man, 
and  I  would  be  blessed  and  happy 
ever  afterwards.  Now,  mammy, 
I  have  prayed  for  years  about  it, 
until  I  got  tired,  and  I  have  just 
about  come  to  the  conclusion  that 
I  am  not  a  favored  child,  and  that 
I  might  just  as  well  save  my 
efforts  to  help  myself  along." 


"You  shock  me,  daughter.  For 
there  is  a  touch  of  disrespect  to 
our  Father  in  your  speech  that 
will  lead  you  astray  if  you  are  not 
very  careful.  You  need  not  think 
for  one  moment  that  God  has  for- 
gotten you  or  will  fail  to  hear  your 
prayers.  But  He  has  His  own 
way  of  answering  our  petitions 
and  very  likely  there  is  some 
lesson  for  you  to  learn  before  you 
can  become  a^  happy,  married 
woman.  For  instance,  what  do 
you  suppose  a  man  filled  with  the 
spirit  of  his  religion  would  say 
to  hear  all  you  have  said  tonight? 
No,  no,  my  girl,  you  go  to  your 
bedroom,  and  get  down  on  your 
knees  this  night  and  ask  God  to 
forgive  your  every  light  and  dis- 
respectful word  and  thought,  and 
then  ask  for  light  to  know  what 
course  to  pursue  in  regard  to  go- 
ing to  the  World's  Fair." 

With  a  good  night  the  mother 
and  daughter  separatedj  and  each 
went  alone  to  think  over  all  that 
had  been  said,  and  to  pray?  Let 
us  hope  so. 


The   village    of    L was    in 

an  intense  state  of  excitement. 
The  Millers,  who  were  the  richest 
people  of  the  town,  were  to  give 
a  lawn  party;  and,  furthermore, 
all  the  guests  were  to  come  in 
some  costume  of  the  reign  of 
Queen     Elizabeth;     and     as     the 

materials    for    costumes  in  L 

were  scanty,  the  results  were 
sufficient  to  make  that  vain  old 
virgin  queen  turn  over  in  her 
grave  from    pure    disgust.      How- 
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ever,  there  were  some  very  strong 
efforts  made  to  do  the  costumes 
justice,  and  very  busy  indeed  was 
our  friend  Judith  planning  her 
dress  and  its  accompaniments. 
With  her  mother's  old  black  velvet 
dress,  old,  but  as  it  was  silk  vel- 
vet, the  shades  of  evening  would 
hide  its  defects,  a  scrap  of  new 
velvet  to  make  the  three-cornered 
bonnet,  some  stiffened  cheese 
cloth  arranged  with  wire  to  make 
a  ruff,  and  Judith  saw  her  reflec- 
tion in  the  glass  as  Mary,  Queen 
of  Scots,  and  wondered  with  a 
beating  heart  what  Wilson  Gray 
would  think  of  her  tonight. 

"Come,  Jude,  hurry  up,"  called 
merry  Nina  Green  at  the  door. 
"I  thought  I  would  call  for  you  as 
it  was  on  my  way.  Gracious,  how 
dashing  we  do  look.  Where  did 
yoj  get  that  idea  from?  Mary, 
Queen  of  Scots.  I  must  say  you 
are  almost  as  good-looking  as  that 
said-to-be-beautiful  queen,  with 
her  long  nose  and  short  chin. " 

"You  look  cute,  dear,  in  your 
costume.  But  whom  are  you 
representing?" 

"There,  I  knew  it.  Every  one 
will  ask  me  the  same  question. 
It's  a  shame  to  think  people  can't 
think  these  things  out  all  by 
themselves.  Isn't  it  too  bad, 
Sister  Randall?  I  am  broken- 
hearted already." 

"Why,  you  stupid  Judith,  I  am 
Effie  Dean,  you  know  in  Walter 
Scott's  lovely  novel  of  'Heart  of 
Midlothian.'  Don't  you  think  I 
am  just  the  exact  counterpart  of 
that  lovely  creature?" 

"Well,  but  Nina,  I    thought  we 


were  to  represent  some  character 
of  the  time  of  Elizabeth.  What 
has  Effie  Dean  to  do  with  Eliza- 
beth?" 

"Well,  if  you  aren't  a  stupid. 
Didn't  Walter  Scott  write  all 
about  Leicester  and  Elizabeth, 
and  all  about  Effie  Dean  and  her 
sad  life.     Can't  you  see?" 

"Oh  well,"  admitted  Judith 
hurriedly,  "you  look  perfectly 
charming,  and  if  Effie  Dean  was 
half  as  sweet  as  you  are  no 
wonder  she  was  beloved." 

"Say,  Jude,  did  you  know  Mr. 
Gray  was  going  away  next  week? 
He  told  mother  yesterday  that  he 
had  staid  here  too  long  as  it  was, 
and  he  must  go  at  once  to  the 
city  and  look  after  his  business 
interests  up  there.  We've  had  a 
jolly  time  since  he  came  here, 
haven't  we?" 

"Yes,  there  have  been  a  good 
many  parties.  When  did  you  say 
he  was  going?"  Judith  spoke 
hurriedly,  and  the  little  gasp  in 
her  voice  might  have  been  caused 
by  the  quick  walking  they  were 
just  then  doing,  as  they  were  a 
little  late. 

"Next  week  some  time.  He 
said" — but  what  he  said  was  not 
told,  for  they  were  just  then 
joined  by  more  costumed  forms 
all  going  to  the  lawn  fete,  and  the 
talk  became  general. 

Of  course  every  one  knew  who 
Judith  was  at  once,  and  of  course 
no  one  knew  who  Nina  was,  and 
the  little  maid  fairly  shed  tears  of 
rage  before  she  reached  the  home 
of  the  Millers,  for  some  of  the 
young  men  were   unmerciful  upon 
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her  and  her  lack  of  information 
as  to  historical  personages. 

"I  am  astonished  to  see  the 
ignorance  of  this  crowd,"  sobbed 
the  girl,  "and  I  shall  have  to  re- 
port you  to  Mrs.  Miller  herself. 
Here's  Mr.  Gray;  he'll  help  me 
out.  Say,  do  you  know  that  these 
wonderfully  smart  young  people 
pretend  that  Effie  Dean  was  not 
of  the  reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth, 
and  I  want  you  to  tell  them  that 
they  don't  know  anything  about 
history,  now,"  and  the  little 
maiden  put  her  hand  confidingly 
in  the  arm  of  the  gay  cavalier 
who  had  joined  them  at  the  Mil- 
ler's gate,  and  together  they 
walked  into  the  house,  Judith 
noting  the  action  with  burning 
cheeks  and  a  painful  throb  of  the 
heart. 

"Let  me  introduce  you,"  said 
Wilson  Gray  to  Mrs.  Miller  a 
moment  afterwards,  having  heard 
Nina's  pathetic  story.  "Let  me 
introduce  the  lovely  and  unfortu- 
nate Amy  -Robsart,"  and  Nina 
with  triumphant  eyes  and  a  grand 
courtesy  swept  down  the  steps, 
leaning  on  the  arm  of  the  hand- 
some young  man. 

"Mr.  Gray,"  she  said  saucily, 
as  they  drew  near  Judith,  stand- 
ing under  the  light  of  a  Chinese 
lantern,  "here  is  Mary,  Queen  of 
Scots;  now  let  me  ask  you,  are 
you  here  to  represent  the  Earl  of 
Leicester  or  the  noble  Lord 
Darnley?" 

The  mischievous  spirit  had  no 
idea  of  the  emotion  her  saucy 
question  raised  in  the  heart  of 
her    friend    Judith,  for    she  cared 


little  about  it;  she  supposed  others 
were  of  the  same  mind.  Judith 
stood  a  moment  in  haughty 
silence,  and  as  the  young  man 
seemed  to  hesitate,  she  said 
coldly : 

"Mr.  Gray  would  naturally 
chose  youth  and  ,  beautiful  truth 
to  age  and  duplicity.  I  salute 
you,  Lord  Leicester  and  sweet 
Amy  Robsart." 

She  turned  quickly  to  a  young 
man  standing  near,  and  began 
some  light  jest,  and  so  they  were 
separated. 

Half  an  hour  afterwards  Judith 
stood  again  out  under  the  trees, 
and  her  thoughts  were  very  self- 
reproachful  and  bitter.  Never  in 
her  whole  life  had  she  felt  the 
deep,  powerful  attraction  which 
had  been  kindled  in  her  inmost 
soul  by  the  long  and  silent  glances 
of  Wilson  Gray.  Yes,  she  could 
admit  to  herself  at  least  he  had 
looked  into  her  eyes  with  a  spell 
which  certainly  he  himself  must 
be  conscious  of;  for  although 
never  one  word  had  passed  be- 
tween them  except  the  common- 
places of  friendship,  had  not  their 
eyes  met  in  common  if  silent 
sympathy  and  understanding 
when  ever  a  mutual  thought  or 
impulse  had  swayed  them? 

He  had  never  asked  her  to  go 
out  with  him;  neither  had  he 
asked  anyone  else.  He  was  a 
reserved  man;  he  had  come  from 
the  city  in  the  early  summer,  and 

was  still  in  L ,  although  three 

months  had  elapsed.  Her  parents 
knew  his  own  people,  and  knew 
him  to  be  a  quiet,    sober  and  very 
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able  young  man.  He  must  be 
older  than  she  was,  and  yet  he 
was  unmarried.  It  had  seemed 
to  her,  as  if  her  heart  drawings 
being  so  strong  and  he  seeming 
to  reciprocate  this  attraction,  this 
seemed  to  prove  to  her  that  he 
was  the  only  one  whom  she 
had  silently  waited  and  prayed 
for.  She  was  not  ashamed  to 
admit  this  to  her  own  secret 
heart,  but  to  the  world,  to  even 
her  own  mother,  she  was  as  re- 
ticent as  the  grave.  No  one  sus- 
pected her  feelings,  unless — oh 
madness,  suppose  she  had  be- 
trayed herself  to  him,  and  had  she 
not?  What  could  prevent  him 
discovering  the  soul  which  looked 
from  her  eyes  into  his  own? 

It  was  past;  yes,  like  all  her 
prayers.  God  did  not  wish  to 
answer  them  as  she  wanted  them 
answered,  and  surely  she  was  a 
wretched  creature.  For  the  last 
week  Wilson  Gray  had  seemed  to 
avoid  her,  and  although  she  had 
at  once  adopted  the  same  cold 
manner  towards  him,  she  could 
not  deny  to  her  own  heart  the 
pangs  it  had  cost  her.  But  she 
was  proud,  and  she  was  a  true 
woman.  No  man  should  find  her 
at  his  feet.  She  might  be  taken 
to  his  heart,  but  not  from  under 
his  tread.  Never!  She  could 
suffer,  but  she  could  not  sue. 

"Judy,  Judy,  what  on  earth  are 
you  doing  out  here?  Do  you 
think  you  are  better  off  mooning 
and  looking  at  the  stars  than  in- 
side having  a  good  time?  Come 
on  in.  ,  Sister  Miller  has  started 
a  new  game   and    she   wants    you 


to  come  in  and  help  her  arrange 
it. " 

The  game  was  a  written  ques- 
tion one,  and  Judith  found  herself 
busy  writing  out  every  sort  of 
question,  with  an  added  "if  so, 
why  so,"  and  "if  not,  why  not?" 
At  last  she  had  finished,  and  as 
she  stood  up  she  caught  the 
glance  of  Wilson  Gray  bent  upon 
her  with  a  deep,  burning  mean- 
ing, and  yet  it  was  so  sad  she  felt 
her  throat  swell  in  agony.  Was  he 
bidding  her  farewell  in  this   way? 

There  were  all  sorts  of  questions 
asked.  Mary  Green  had  to  tell 
why  she  did  not  like  babies,  and 
Big  Sam  Jarvis  was  obliged  to 
give  the  reason  for  his  love  for 
"the  girls."  There  were  shouts 
of  laughter  at  the  confusion  caused 
by  the  unexpected  second  ques- 
tion— why  not?  or  why  so? 

"Nina  Green,"  said  the  leader, 
"do  you  like  to  go  fishing?" 

"Yes,  no." 

"Now  that  won't  do;  do  you  or 
do  you  not?" 

"Yes,  if  some  one  will  bait  the 
hook  and  take  the  fish  off  the 
hook  and  carry  them  home." 

"Oh  you  lazy  little  baggage;  if 
you  like  to  go  fishing  why  do  you 
like  to  go?" 

The  second  question  caught 
Nina  unawares,  just  as  it  seemed 
to  catch  every  one,  and  without 
stopping  to  hunt  up  an  equivocal 
answer,  she  said  laughingly  and 
daringly, 

"Because  Tom  Hallam  takes 
me." 

There  was  a  shout  of  laug  iter 
at   this    innocent    confu^icr      '.p'I 
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the  leader  turned  to  Wilson  Gray 
and  read  off  his  question. 

"Are  you  going  to  be  married?" 

"No,"  laconically  answered  the 
young  man  without  a  moment's 
hesitation. 

"Why  not?"  came  the  dreaded 
but  always  unexpected  second 
question. 

A  pause,  a  slight  twitching  of 
his  lips,  and  then  he  said  quietly 
and  gravely, 

"  Because  I  have  not  found  a  girl 
who  comes  quite  up  to  my  ideal." 

The  young  people  took  even 
that  as  a  joke,  and  some  turned  to 
Nina  and  twitted  her  with  her 
shortcomings.  As  for  Judith, 
there  was  a  burning  spot  in  her 
heart  that  caused  a  small  glow 
to  burn  in  sympathy  on  her 
cheeks  and  she  felt  the  insult,  if 
she  could  so  call  it,  all  over  her 
whole  body.  Her  nerves  tingled 
with  pain,  and  yet  she  felt  herself 
outwardly  quite  calm  and  com- 
posed. 

Her  own  question  was  the  last, 
and  even  she  was  startled  with  the 
subject;  she  had  written  it  herself, 
but  with  no  thought  that  it  would 
come  to  her. 

"Are  you  going  to  the  Chicago 
Fair?" 

"No,"  she  answered  calmly  and 
distinctly. 

"Oh,  Judith,  aren't  you?"  cried 
impulsive  Nina,  "I  thought  you 
were  saving  up  every  nickel  to  go 
to  that  lovely  Fair." 

"Why  not?"  came  the  relent- 
less after  question,  and  like  all 
the  others  Judith  was  perfectly 
unprepared  for  it. 


She  sat  a  moment,  her  hands 
now  hot,  now  cold  with  the  ex- 
citement within;  should  she  tell 
the  truth?  At  last  with  a  power- 
ful effort,  she  threw  up  her  head 
with  a  slight  inperceptible  gesture, 
as  she  answered  bravely: 

"  Because  I  am  going  to  send  my 
mother  up  to  the  dedication  of 
the  Salt  Lake    temple." 

She  did  not  tell  them  how  her 
nickels  were  being  lavishly  do- 
nated to  the  temple;  no  need  for 
that.  After  all,  why  should  she 
care  what  he  thought  of  her  or 
her  actions?  No  doubt  this  would 
make  him  look  upon  her  as  a  girl 
with  no  public  spirit,  no  apprecia- 
tion of  the  artistic  and  beautiful. 
What  need  she  care?  Had  he 
not  told  her  indirectl)'  what  he 
thought  of  her? 

The  game  was  ended,  and 
several  of  her  intimate  friends 
came  around  her  to  pity  or  blame 
as  they  judged  the  matter.  But 
Judith  gave  them  all  short 
answers,  and  with  a  little  more 
than  her  accustomed  dignity, 
hurried  away  to  prepare  for  the 
homeward  walk.  She  threw  her 
cloak  and  scarf  over  her  arm,  and 
went  down  to  say  good-by  to  her 
hostess.  That  over,  she  was  out 
under  the  trees,  when  big  Sam 
Jarvis  came  up,  and  bending  over 
her  he  whispered: 

"Oh,  Judith,  tell  me  honestly, 
don't  you  think  Nina  cares  for 
me  one  little  bit?  You  heard  what 
she  said  tonight,  and  it  makes  me 
almost  sick.  Do  you  think  she 
really  likes  that  hulking  Tom 
Hallam?" 
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A  voice,  harsh  with  intensity  of 
tone  interrupted  his  confessions 
of  sorrow  in  Judith's  ear,  as  Wil- 
son Gray  said: 

"I  believe  Miss  Randall  is  to 
allow  me  to  see  her  home.  Ex- 
cuse me."  And  without  waiting 
for  poor  Sam  to  gather  his  as- 
tounded wits  together,  Wilson 
folded  Judith's  arm  under  his  own, 
arranging  her  scarf  with  his  left 
hand  in  a  dtft,  and  almost  tender 
fashion  as  they  walked  quickly 
away  from  the  light  and  confes- 
sion. 

Too  overcome  with  surprised 
emotion  to  speak,  Judith  simply 
clung  to  his  arm,  and  in  silence 
they  reached  her  own  gate.  He 
quietly  unfastened  the  gate,  led  her 
up  the  steps,  and  when  they  were 
screened  by  the  leafy  foliage  of 
the  morning  glories  growing  over- 
head, he  dropped  her  hand  and 
put  out  his  arms. 

She  was  half  stunned,  but  not 
incapable  of  some  thought.  With 
a  quick  gesture,  she  raised  her 
hands  and  met  his  own,  and  thus 
they  stood,  their  hands  raised  and 
clasped  in  opposition  and  face  to 
face  in*the  starlight. 

With  all  the  passion  of  his  soul 
he  whispered  slowly: 

"Are  you  not  my  own,  my  wife? 
Have  I  not  always  felt  it?  And 
you?" 

"You  are  too  sudden.  I  do  not 
understand  you.  I  must  know  why 
you  speak  to  me  thus!" 

"Oh  you  know;  why  do  you 
hold  me  away  from  you?  Have 
you  not  always  known?  Have  I 
not  read  the  truth  in  those   beau- 


tiful eyes,  those  windows  of  your 
soul?     Mine,  always  mine." 

"Wait;  wait;  why  do  you 
change?  You  are  changed.  You 
say  that  you  have  read  my  eyes. 
Have  I  not  read  yours?  And  did 
you  not  bid  me  a  long  farewell 
tonight?  Why  have  you  changed?" 

With  a  long  quivering  sigh,  he 
released  her  hands  and  after  a 
pause  he  said: 

"You  are  right  I  must  not 
allow  my  feelings  thus  to  over- 
come me.  But  when  I  saw  that 
clown  leaning  over  you  under  the 
trees  tonight,  it  made  me  lose  my 
head,  and  I  felt  as  if  I  could  not 
live  until  I  had  heard  those  sweet 
lips  assure  me  that  those  eyes 
have  not  played  me  false.  But, 
you  are  right.  I  hope  I  am  a 
man  not  a  brute.  And  if  I  offend 
you,  forgive  me.  Let  me  explain. 
It  is  only  a  word.  Tonight  I 
did  bid  you  good-by.  I  said,  too, 
in  answer  to  that  terrible  question 
that  I  had  not  yet  found  the  exact 
ideal  for  my  wife.  But  when  you 
dared  to  tell  all  those  gapers  and 
silly  listeners  that  you  loved  your 
religion  better  than  yourself  and 
loved  your  mother  better  than  you 
did  your  own  selfish  pleasure,  then 
I  could  have  claimed  you  before 
them  all.  I  have  felt  almost  from 
the  first  time  I  met  you  that  you 
were  to  be  my  wife,  but  my  good 
mother  taught  me  to  refuse  the 
dictates  of  my  own  heart  if  it 
would  lead  me  to  choose  a  girl 
who  was  indifferent  to  her  religion, 
or  selfish  and  narrow.  I  heard  them 
speak  of  you  as  a  girl  without  much 
religion,    and     I    believed     them. 
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Your  noble  words  tonight  showed 
me  my  mistake,  and  in  the  im- 
pulse of  delight  I  was  almost 
beside  myself.  Now?"  And  as 
he  opened  his  arms,  she  felt  ]  his 
dear  lips  upon  her  own  trembling 
mouth,  and  she  murmured:  "Sacri- 
fice brings  forth  the  blessings  of 
heaven. " 

*  *  3K  *  *  3(C  * 

You  will  find  this  announcement 
in  the  Christmas  issue  of  the 
L County  paper: 

"Married  :  —  In  the  Manti 
Temple,  December  25th,  1892, 
Mr.  Wilson  Gray,  now  of  Salt 
Lake  City,  to  Miss  Judith  Ran- 
dall. The  young  couple  are  well 
known  here,  and  are  worthy  of 
each  other." 


DESERET. 

Fair  land  !  set  round  with  bills  and  streams-- 

With  green  lake-glints  and  blue  sea-gleams. 

With  dawn  and  sunset's  irised  glow, 

And  gleams  of  wealth  thy  mountains  know — 

As  one  in  dreams  shall  sometime  see 

Fair  thoughts  take  hues  of  fontasy — 

So  in  the  semblance  of  the  form 

Of  a  fair  soul,  through  cloud  and  storm 

Guided  by  some  red  planet- spark 

That  glitters  dimly  through  the  dark — 

I  see  thy  steps  in  vision  drawn 

From  those  fair  scenes  that  knew  the  dawn 

Of  thy  new  life— and  through  its  gray 

Fare  onward  slowly,  day  by  day. 

In  the  dim  days  of  primal  stress, 
I  see  thee  in  the  wilderness, 
With  hand  above  thy  wistful  eyes, 
Searching  the  future's  hid  surprise ; 
Half  wakened,  but  with  joyful  mein 
Thou  treadest  the  unfolding  scene ; 
But  though  thy  face  and  form  are  foir, 
Thine  eyes  the  glooming  aspects  wear 
Of  one  whose  fate  is  writ  in  stars 
With  portent  such  as  crimson  Mars 
Seals  in  his  season — famine's  night — 
And  war's  dire  threat  of  blood  and  blight. 


No  touch  of  grace,  no  tender  ray 

Gleams  in  the  color,  cold  and  gray, 

Of  those  dim  skies  that  ceaseless  span 

The  way  since  first  thy  life  began; 

No  trumpet's  blare,  no  bugle  note 

Above  thy  lonely  pathway  float ; 

Only  amid  the  wild,is,heard 

The  trilling'of  a  native  bird. 

Of  foith  whose  ceaseless  notes  foretold 

The  coming  of  the  days  of  gold, 

Whose  hard-won  goal  should  chance  reward 

The  careful  toil,  and  gain  and  guard. 

Yielded  by  them  whose  fervent  life 

Through  days  of  want,  and  scenes  of  strife. 

Still  struggled  on—content^to  be 

True  servants  of  thy'destiny  ; 

Even  though  their  sacrifice  and  toil 

Reaped  not  the[^future's.golden  spoil 

Before  me  spread  the  untrodden  ways 

That  made.the  scenes  of  those  old  days 

When  first  the  way-worn  pioneer 

Saw  the  uncheerful  view  appear 

Of  that  new  home — to  be  the  light 

Of  "  tongues  and'nations  "  yearning  sight. 

I  view  with  him  the  vale's  surprise — 
The  brooding  blue  of  summer  skies. 
The  brown,  wide-spreading,  western  plain. 
And  glimpses  of  the  inland  main  , 
Old  Ensign's  bald  and  sunburnt  crest. 
With  sage-clad  uplands  on  his  breast ; 
The  near  peaks  mailed  in  silver  snow, 
The  far-off  Oquirrh's  azure  bow  ; 
The  twinkle  of  the  slender  stream 
Creasing  the  desert  like  a  seam 
Its  glimmer  like  the  fl  ishing  teeth 
Which  seldom  yielded  smiles  unsheath ; 
Its  lips  the  banks  of  grateful  green 
Curving  amid  the  unverdured  scene, 
Unblest  in  all  its  dreary  round 
With  human  sight  or  human  sound,  * 
Without  whose  boon  earth's  fairest  spot 
And  richest  promise  halos  not 

Such  scenes  they  saw,  whose  fires  of  faith 
Redeemed  thee  from  the  desert  death. 
Whose  spell  had  held  for  age  on  age 
Thy  fortune  from  the  world's  far  stage. 
Ere  fell  the  charm  of  toil's  caress 
To  break  the  fell  enchantment's  stress. 

The  task  beheld,  their  hands  begun. 
And  ceased  not  till  the  task  was  done 
That  claimed  the  lifeless  waste  of  land 
From  mark  of  alien  desert  brand  ; 
And  as  thy  onward  steps  I  trace 
Thy  way  is  marked  with  onward  grace — 
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Green  wheat,  and  corn,  and  tree-plumes  bend 

Along  the  path  thy  footsteps  wend, 

Where  stretched  the  dreary  alkalies 

Roofs  of  a  hundred  hamlets  rise, 

Fair  rose — and  orchard-gardens  bloom 

Where  mocked  the  uplands'  arid  doom ; — 

And  lo  1  where  proud  in  olden  days 

The  pilgrim  i>eople  rendered  praise 

For  refuge  found — devoting  first 

With  fervent  prayer,  and  hymnal  burst 

Amid  the  valley's  primal  hush 

On  waste  unclaimed  from  rock  and  brush — 

A  princely  Temple's  future  site — 

(Traced  with  a  true  prophetic  light — 

Viewing  the  time  that  yet  should  yield 

A  fitting  jewel  for  the  shield) — 

A  stately  house — a  regal  roof. 

Takes  predence  in  the  picture's  woof, — 

And  the  great  Temple — thus  foreseen 

Rears  its  lair  structure  on  the  scene. 

In  many  a  canyon's  winding  aisle 
The  mountain's  great  cathedral  pile — 
Vandalled  through  years  by  Labor's  hand. 
To  gain  their  treasures  for  the  land — 
Yielded  the  blocks  that  fitly  frame 
An  altar  to  Jehovah's  name. 
Now  lost  in  new  and  shapely  guise 
The  majesty  that  met  the  skies 
In  massive  hight.  by  nature  piled 
Unhewn,  within  the  lonely  wild. 
Here  the  true  spirit  of  the  peaks 
Thrilled  by  the  touch  of  sculpture  speaks. 
And  through  its  moulding  firm  and  warm 
Gains  for  its  living  soul  a  form  1 

Slow  toil  and  scanty  substance  knew 
The  stately  building's  dawning  view ; 
Yet  well  at  last  the  day  was  won 
That  saw  the  massive  mission  done. 
Now  in  the  landscape  like  a  lance 
Its  vision  quickens  on  the  glance. 
Its  graceful  mass  the  moonlight  shows 
IJke  some  vale- drifted  peak  of  snows; 
Upon  the  gleaming  granite  walls 
The  day's  bright  sunshine  pallid  falls, — 


The  leaping  dawn  and  sunset's  tires 
Kindle  its  bosk  of  snowy  spires — 
And  high  aloft  the  angel  blows 
The  trumpet  of  the  ending  woes 
Of  long  forsaken  Babylon. 

By  plodding  steps  the  way  was  won  ; 

Hardship  and  struggle,  toil  and  pain. 

Plague-ravage  of  the  future  wain — 

Dark  Hate's  dire  threat  of  ceaseless  harm,— 

The  note  of  battle's  near  alarm 

Filled  the  long  years  whose  only  gleam 

Was  some  dim  future's  living  dream. 

Yet  though  thy  bleeding  footsteps  fail 

Amid  the  tangles  cf  the  vale — 

Upon  the  bridges  of  the  years 

In  growing  strength  thy  form  appears. 

What  though  beneath  the  arches  glide 

The  waters  ofa  turbid  tide  ? 

Above  their  angry  sweep  and  roar 

Thy  onward  footsteps  lightly  soar.— 

And  though  some  fate  of  foreign  fault 

Cause  thee  to  stumble  or  to  halt, 

Rise,  and  fore  onward,  lovely  land  ! 

An  angel  leads  thee  by  the  hand  ; — 

Thy  red,  high-heaped,  baptismal  fire 

Shall  chasten  thee  to  high  desire ; 

Thy  vales,  thy  peaks,  thy  streams,  thy  sea — 

Thy  treasures  bom,  and  yet  to  be — 

Fruits  of  the  yet  unwedded  soil, 

And  all  the  mountains'  hidden  spoil. 

With  clear  and  clarion  voices  cry 

The  portent  of  thy  destiny  I 

They  dream  who  deem  that  long  for  naught 

Such  gifts  unto  thy  arms  were  brought 

To  turn  to  ashes  in  the  flame 

Of  some  foregone,  forgotten  fame. 

Thy  country  soon  shall  hear  and  heed 

Thy  plaint  of  merit,  plea  for  meed ; 

And  this  fair  Christmas  tide  that  shines 

Now  close  upon  thy  path,  but  signs 

The  precious  light  of  peace  whose  ray 

Shall  gild  thy  future  steps  for  aye. 

Josephine  Spencer. 


HOW  I  OBTAINED  MY   TESTIMONY   OF  THE  TRUTH. 


"Did  you  ask  how  I  got  my 
testimony  of  the  truth  of  Mor- 
monism?     Why,  I  never  got  one." 

Such  was  the  reply  of  Pres. 
Cannon  to  my  interrogation,  and 
I  suppose  I  must  have  shown   my 


astonishment  in  my  countenance, 
for  he  smiled  quietly,  and  added, 
"The  reason  why  I  received 
none,  was  because  I  did  not  have 
to  get  one.  It  was  born  with  me. 
Since  I  first  heard    the  gospel,   or 
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^ormonism  as  it  is  called,  I  have 
always  known  it  to  be  true.  It 
seemed  to  be  a  part  of  my  very 
nature.  I  can  remember,  though 
in  my  early  boyhood  that  I  felt 
very  badly  because  I  had  no  es- 
pecial gift,  and  I  used  to  think  I 
was  not  a  favored  child  of  God, 
else  I  would  have  received  the  gift 
of  tongues  or  some  other  such 
gift.  When,  however,  I  went 
upon  my  mission  to  the  Sandwich 
Islands,  I  did  receive  the  gift 
gf  interpretation  and  also  was  as- 
sisted by  the  gift  of  tongues  in 
the  most  satisfying  manner.  I  be- 
came thoroughly  proficient  in  the 
language  of  the  islands  in  a  very 
brief  period,  and  these  gifts  be- 
came of  practical  service  to  me  at 
a  time  when  I  absolutely  needed 
them  to  fulfill  my  mission.  To 
enumerate  the  cloud  of  testi- 
monies which  I  have  received  and 
do  receive  to  the  truth  and  power 
of  our  religion  would  be  too  much 
for  my  time  and  perhaps  your 
patience.  As  a  part  of  my  very 
life  is  my  knowledge  that  God 
spoke  through  the  Prophet  Joseph 
Smith,  and  also  that  those  who 
reject  the  gospel  of  Christ  will  be 
under  sure  condemnation." 

"You  know,  Pres.  Cannon, 
many  of  our  young  people  wish  to 
have  a  testimony  of  this  gospel, 
and  they  say  they  don't  know 
how  to  get  it,  and  many  of  them 
don't  know  what  it  is  when  it 
comes.  Perhaps  they  have  been 
born  with  the  testimony  in  their 
hearts,  and  there  they  let  it  lie, 
expecting  some  supernatural  mani 
festation.     This    is    the     greatest 


reason  I  had  for  desiring  to  pre- 
pare these  articles,  in  order  to 
bring  before  the  minds  of  our 
young  people,  the  many  and  sim- 
ple ways  in  which  this  precious 
testimony  has  come  to  our  great- 
est and  best  men  and  women. " 

"  If  you  know  of  any  young  per- 
sons who  think  they  have  no  tes- 
timony, just    say  to  them  that    if 
the  Lord  were    to   withdraw    His 
Spirit    from  them  they  would     be 
apt  to    find    the    awful    condition 
they  would  be  in.     I  heard  of  one 
man  who  thought  he  did  not  have 
any  testimony  of  the  authenticity 
or    divinity  of  the   Book  of  Mor- 
mon, and  he  asked  the  Lord  if  the 
Book  was.  true,  to  withdraw  from 
him  His  spirit  for  a  space  of  time 
as  a    testimony    to    him    that    he 
might  know  by  that  evidence  that 
it    was    divine.       The    Lord      an- 
swered   his    request.     The     effect 
was   of   the    most    startling  kind! 
His  experience  was  of  such  a  terri- 
ble nature  that  he  prostrated  him- 
self    in     supplication    before    the 
Lord  for  a  speedy  return    of    the 
precious  gift    he    had   voluntarily 
cast    from    him.     After    suffering 
past     description    the    Spirit     re- 
turned; he  knew  for  himself  then 
that  the  Book  of  Mormon  was  true 
and  that  this  gospel  was  the  plan 
of    life    and    salvation.     Such    an 
experience  was  awful,  and  it  ought 
to  be  a  lesson  to  every  member  of 
the     Church.      Many    undervalue, 
if  they  do  not  despise,  the  precious 
gift    which    God  has  given  them. 
Instead    of    cherishing  and   culti 
vating  it,  they  think  it  of  no  worth. 
Of  course  where  this  is  the  case, 
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the  gift  does  not  .grow.  Faith 
does  not  increase,  neither  does  it 
blossom  into  knowledge,  and 
gradually  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord 
is  withdrawn." 

This  was  President  George  Q. 
Cannon's  view  as  he  expressed  it 
to  me.  In  conclusion  I  would 
most  warmly  urge  our  girls  to 
cherish  and  place  a  high  value  on 
the  gift  of  the  Holy  Ghost  which 
they  have  received.  Do  they  need  a 
testimony?  Let  them  look  around 
and  see  the  condition  of  those  who 
have  once  had  the  Spirit  of  God 
and  lost  it.  See  the  darkness,  the 
blindness  of  mind,  the  hardness 
of  heart  which  they  exhibit. 
Ought  this  not  to  be  a  testimony 
to  every  soul  that  this  is  the 
work  of  God  and  that  He  has  be- 
stowed the  Holy  Ghost  upon  those 
who  have  submitted  to  the  ordi- 
nances   of    the    gospel    and     who 


keep  His  commandments?  Also, 
that  He  withdraws  the  Holy 
Ghost  from  those  who  do  wrong? 
Is  not  this  plain  to  every  child 
in  this  Church  who  is  capable  of 
reflection?  Then,  if  there  are 
those  who  think  they  do  not  have 
a  testimony,  is  not  this  a  testi- 
mony? Do  they  want  the  Spirit 
of  God,  with  the  peace,  the  light 
and  the  happiness  which  it  brings, 
withdraw  from  them  to  prove  this 
i  to  them?  Do  they  want  the  dark- 
ness, the  unhappiness,  the  uncer- 
tainty which  Satan  stands  ready 
to  give,  to  take  possession  of 
them,  in  order  that  they  may  see 
the  contrast?  God  forbid  that 
any  of  our  girls  should  be  so  dis- 
satisfied with  that  which  God  has 
given  her  as  to  let  it  slip  from  her 
and  the  darkness  of  the  adversary 
take  its  place. 


THEOLOGICAL. 


THE    TESTIMONY    OF  THE   TRUTH. 

To  some  people  the  writings  of 
this  lesson  may  seem  superfluous; 
but  I  have  found  so  many  little 
points  in  which  only  time  and  ex- 
perience have  helped  me  to  make 
them  plain  before  the  young 
people  under  my  care,  that  I  am 
inclined  to  think  there  are  others 
who  may  have  some  difficulties  in 
dealing  with  this  subject. 

In  talking  with  Pres.  George 
Q.  Cannon  on  this  subject,  he 
said  he  never  had  obtained 
a  testimony,  but  the  reason  was 
that    he    was    born    with    one.      I 


have  thought  a  great  deal  about 
that  since,  and  I  have  wondered 
if  the  great  majority  of  our  young 
people  have  not  been  born  with 
a  testimony.  He  said  a  good 
way  to  make  sure  of  the  fact  that 
one  has  a  testimony,  if  there  is 
any  doubt  in  the  mind,  is  to  ask 
the  Lord  to  withdraw  His  Spirit 
and  testimony  for  a  short  space 
of  time,  and  the  results  would 
convince  the  most  doubtful  of  the 
light  and  testimony  they  had  pre- 
viously been  in  possession  of. 

In  the  first    place,    it    must    be 
most     clearly      understood       that 
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every  son  and  daughter  of  Adam 
must,  if  they  would  obtain  eter- 
nal happiness,  get  and  keep  a  tes- 
timony of  the  truth.  No  matter 
if  your  son  or  daughter  has  been 
raised  in  the  best  influences  of  a 
Mormon  home,  he  or  she  must 
know,  not  think  nor  suppose,  that 
this  gospel  is  true,  and  that  Joseph 
Smith  was  a  prophet  of  God. 
There  are  several  injunctions  and 
pieces  of  advice  given  in  scrip- 
ture as  to  the  manner  of  pro- 
ceeding in  order  to  get  this  testi- 
mony, but  each  one  is  after  all  the 
one  and  same  way.  Jesus  told 
Feter  that  upon  the  rock  of  reve- 
lation would  be  built  the  Church 
of  God.  The  Savior  says  in  an- 
other place,  that  if  any  one  will 
do  the  works  of  God,  he  or  she 
shall  know  for  himself  or  herself 
that  Jesus  is  the  Christ.  One  say- 
ing to  the  same  effect  that  only  by 
revelation  can  a  person  cbtain  the 
testimony  of  the  gospel,  and  the 
other  one  says  that  by  following 
out  the  commandments  of  God, 
that  revelation  shall  follow.  These 
are  two  precious  keys. 

There  are  many  ways  of  obtain- 
ing this  desired  revelation;  some 
of  our  saiflits  have  received  dreams, 
some  have  had  peculiar  manifes- 
tations, some  have  just  accepted 
the  sound  of  the  truth  and  have 
joyfully  given  it  place  in  their 
hearts  without  delay  or  question- 
ing. Some  have  even  received 
visions,  and  again  others  have 
never  had  any  special  manifes- 
tations, except  the  daily  and 
hourly  testimonies  that  come  to 
every  one  who   lives  a  reasonably 


proper  life  in. this  Church.  The 
Doctrine  and  Covenants  says  that 
to  some  it  is  given  to  know  that 
Jesus  is  the  Christ,  and  to  others  by 
the  same  gift  it  is  given  to  believe 
on  such  a  man's  word.  So  you 
see  we  do  not  all  have  the  same 
gift  nor  do  we  realize  the  same 
degree  of  power  as  others  do. 
But  each  must  have  some  measure 
and  degree  of  light,  and  the 
greater  it  is  the  better  for  us. 

Let  me  say  one  word  to  the 
hesitating  soul  who  thinks  she  be- 
lieves Mormonism  is  true,  but  be- 
cause no  glorious  manifestation 
has  been  given,  she  is  afraid  to 
speak  or  to  bear  what  little  testi- 
mony she  has:  if  you  believe  this 
to  be  true,  let  that  belief  persuade 
you  that  it  is  good  to  comply  with 
the  laws  of  this  church,  and  if 
you  will  follow  them  faithfully, 
your  testimony  will  grow  brighter 
and  brighter  day  by  day.  Some 
day,  God  will  give  you,  if  you  do. 
sire  it,  an  overwhelming  testi- 
mony of  the  truth  of  this  gospel, 
and  that  day  will  come  as  sure  as 
you  live.  He  may  not  give  it  to 
you  just  at  the  time  you  ask  for  it; 
or  when  you  think  you  ought  to 
have  it  but  if  you  are  faithful  in 
your  desires  He  will,  when  the 
proper  time  comes,  pour  that 
blessing  out  upon  you  in  such 
power  and  glory  as  shall  fill  your 
soul  with  light  and  life. 

Be  patient,  don't  worry  if  your 
desires  are  not  granted  this  week, 
this  month,  or  this  year.  Wait, 
for  you  don't  know  what  good 
reason  the  Lord  has  for  delaying 
the  answer  to  your  prayer,  but  be 
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assured  of  one  thing,  it  is  the 
best  of  good  reasons.  To  her  who 
has  only  the  calm  belief  and  feel- 
ing that  "it  surely  must  be  true," 
I  would  say,  be  thou  also  patient. 
I  heard  a  man  tell  in  fast  meet- 
ing that  the  people  he  had  con- 
verted who  were  of  the  sort  that 
needed  a  vision  or  sign  to  con- 
vince them,  were  all  the  time 
needing  a  sign  or  vision  to  keep 
them  firm  in  the  truth.  While 
those  who  were  peacefully  content 
with  the  happiness  that  the  truth 
always  brings  to  every  soul,  ask- 
ing for  no  special  manifestation 
but  contented  to  work  out  their  sal- 
vation in  fear  and  trembling,  such 
patient  souls  needed  but  the  faint 
whisper  from  the  right  source  and 
their  ears  were  always  open  to  re- 
ceive the  still  small  voice.  And 
so  you  and  I  that  have  our  daily 
testimonies  can  go  smoothly  and 
calmly  along,  knowing  that  all  is 
well  with  us,  and  God  will  care  for 
us  in  time  and  eternity. 

After  you  have  received  your 
testimony,  guard  it  and  cherish  it 
as  something  too  sacred  and  holy 
to  be  lightly  spoken  of.  If  you 
feel  inclined  to  bear  your  testi- 
mony in  any  kind  of  a  meeting,  do 


so  without  fear  or  excitement. 
Remember  that  the  Spirit  of  the 
Lprd  does  not  make  us  feel  ner- 
vous and  excited.  It  is  a  Spirit 
of  infinite  peace;  and  although  the 
strangeness  of  speaking  in  public 
may  make  us  feel  a  little  unnerved, 
yet  if  we  have  the  right  spirit, 
there  will  be  a  feeling  of  calmness 
and  peace  flow  over  us  like  a  soft 
flowing  river.  Do  not  throw  your 
gifts  and  testimonies  where  they 
I  would  be  laughed  at,  unless  you 
are  called  upon  to  defend  your 
sacred  religion,  and  then  do  so  in 
all  quiet  dignity,  without  anger  or 
excitement.  The  moment  you  get 
angry,  you  may  be  sure  you  are 
not  actuated  with  the  right  kind 
of  spirit.  The  angry  one  in  a  de- 
bate is  he  who  is  on  the  wrong 
side. 

The  president  should  encourage 
her  girls,  first,  last  and  all  the 
time  to  get  this  blessed  testimony. 
Do  not  preach  prosy  sermons  upon 
the  subject,  but  give  occasionally 
stories  of  those  who  have  received 
their  testimonies  of  the  truth,  as 
stories  are  alwavs  listened  to 
eagerly,  and  they  teach  truths  in 
the  most  interesting  manner. 


HISTORY  OF  JOSEPH  SMITH. 


ORGANIZATION  OF  THE  CHURCH. 
In  giving  this  lesson  to  the 
girls,  one  of  the  best  ways  to  pro- 
ceed is  to  give  to  as  many  of  them 
as  possible  some  item  of  history 
to  hunt  up  and  bring  to  the  next 


meeting.  For  instance  ask  one 
to  bring  the  number  of  revelations 
given  in  the  Doctrine  and  Cove- 
nants before  the  one  on  Church 
Government.  Another  could  tell 
the  date  and  place  of  organization, 
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another  the  number  of  members 
enrolled  in  the  organization  meet- 
ing and  their  names. 

Ask  another  to  find  out  if  the 
six  thus  mentioned  were  the  only 
ones  who  had  received  Joseph's 
testimony.  Another  could  tell 
when  and  where  the  Aaronic 
Priesthood  was  conferred,  and  an- 
other could  relate  the  giving  or 
bestowal  of  the  Melchizedek 
Priesthood.  Be  sure  and  instruct 
them  as  to  the  necessity  of  hav- 
ing the  Melchizedek  Priesthood 
before  the  Church  of  God 
could  be  fully  established  upon 
the  earth.  Then  let  one  of  the 
girls  read  the  first  part  of  Sec.  20, 
and  after  ask  one  of  them  to  tell 
you  as  nearly  as  possible  what  the 
duties  of  elders,  priests,  teachers, 
and  deacons  and  members  of  the 
Church  are.  Or,  better  still,  let 
one  tell  of  the  duties  of  an  elder, 
another  of  the  duties  of  the  priest, 
and  so  on  until  all  are  related. 
Go  on  then  and  add  all  the  in- 
formation you  can  to  what  has  al- 
ready been  given.  There  is  one 
word  of  warning  in  connection 
with  these  lessons  that  ought  to 
be  sounded  continually,  and  that  is 
to  do  just  as  little  reading  as  possi- 
ble, and  as  much  talking.  Encour- 
age the  girls  to  give  their  extracts 
in  their  own  words,  as  that  will  im- 
plant it  far  more  firmly  on  their 
minds,  and  will  interest  a  thous- 
and-fold more  all  those  who  listen. 
Avoid  reading  whenever  possible 
is  my  advice,  first,  last  and  all 
the  time.  You  might,  if  your 
girls  are  pretty  well  informed, 
take  up  the  higher  ordinations    of 


the  Priesthood,  the  high  priests, 
seventies  and  apostles,  find  out 
what  their  duties  are  and  when 
they  were  organized.  Also  take 
up  the  several  quorums  of  the 
priesthood  and  study  out  their 
duties  and  positions  in  the  body 
of  Christ.  Take  up  the  organiza- 
tion of  the  first  Relief  Society, 
and  carefully  quote  the  words  of 
the  Prophet  in  relation  to  the 
necessity  of  having  the  sisters  or- 
ganized. Then  go  on  to  the  or- 
ganization of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A. 
and  make  as  full  a  report  of  this 
as  you  can.  Also  take  up  the 
Primary  and  Sunday  School.  You 
will  find  this  almost' too  much  for 
one  lesson,  unless  your  girls  are 
old  enough  to  be  pretty  well  ac- 
quainted with  these  facts.  Ex- 
plain to  them  the  Stake  organiza- 
tion, and  the  duties  of  a  High 
Council.  There  is  no  subject  so 
full  of  beauty  and  wonder  as  this 
same  organization  of  the  Church. 
Nowhere  on  this  earth  is  there  such 
perfect  strength  and  simplicity  of 
design  as  in  this  Church.  Men 
of  the  highest  ability  have  often 
remarked  this,  and  many  study 
our  methods  in  order  to  assist 
themselves.  You  who  pay  little 
attention  to  the  organizations  of 
other  Churches  can  have  small 
conception  of  the  purity  and 
beauty  of  this.  It  is  worth  while 
to  take  up  the  beliefs  and  forms  of 
other  creeds  in  order  to  more 
fully  appreciate  our  own. 


He  who  will  fight  the  devil  with 
his  own  weapon  must  not  wonder 
if  he  finds  him  an  over-match. 
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CLAUDIE'S  CHRISTMAS. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Savage  were  sit- 
ting in  their  cosy  dining  room, 
over  a  late  breakfast,  one  frosty 
Christmas  morning  some  years 
ago,  listening  with  an  occasional 
smile  to  the  children's  enthusiastic 
recitals  of  what  old  Santa  had  left 
on  his  round  the  night  before,  and 
how  nearly  the  various  presents 
coincided  with  those  pictured  in 
their  rose-colored  dreams,  when 
Bert,  the  baby,  a  droll,  sturdy  boy 
of  four,  who  had  been  intently 
gazing  out  of  the  window  for 
some  time,  as  though  greatly 
amused,  said  in  his  slow,  lazy 
fashion : 

•'Charley  Whitmore  is  out  by 
the  barn  on  a  sorrel  horse;  he  acts 
like  his  feet  were  cold,  and  his 
nose  and  ears  look  pretty  red.  I 
have  been  watching  him  quite  a 
while,"  he  went  on,  looking  at 
Claudie,  his  elder  brother,  with  a 
little  triumphant  mischief  in  his 
big  blue  eyes. 

They  all  laughed  except  Claudie, 
the  oldest  boy  of  the  family,  a  lad 
of  fourteen,  who  looked  serious 
as  he  asked  Bert  quite  sharply 
"why  didn't  you  say  so  before?" 
Then  added  as  he  rose  to  go: 

"Why  do  you  want  to  keep  a 
fellow  waiting  all  day  this  freez- 
ing weather?" 

"He  won't  freeze;  he's  too  big," 
Bert  answered,  laughing  heartily 
as  he  declared  he  was  even 
now. 

Charely  a  few  days  before,  not 


wanting  Bert's  listening  ears  at 
a  council  he  was  holding  with 
Claudie,  had  greatly  injured  Bert's 
pride  by  calling  him  a  "baby," 
and  then  capping  his  assertion 
with,  "Go  in  the  house  and  tell 
your    mother  she  wants  you." 

"I  wish  you  would  not  encour- 
age Charley's  visits  here, 
Claudie,"  said  Mr.  Savage,  as  his 
son  rose  to  leave  the  room. 

"Why,  I  don't  see  what  you  can 
have  against  the  Whitmores. 
There  isn't  a  nicer  family  in 
town." 

"It  isn't  the  family  I  object  to, 
it  is  the  boy.  He  seems  to  be 
growing  rather  wild — somewhat 
too  fond  of  running  horses  and 
using  profane  language,"  said  Mr. 
Savage. 

"I'm  sure  I  never  heard  him 
use  bad  language.  He  always  acts 
like  a  gentleman  when  he  comes 
here,"  Claudie  answered,  blush- 
ing at  his  boldness  in  thus  de- 
fending his  friend  in  the  face  of 
his  father's  assertions.  Mr. 
Savage  was  a  kind,  though  very 
strict,  parent,  who  always  meant 
what  he  said. 

"Nevertheless,  I  do  not  think 
him  a  proper  companion  for  you," 
added  the  father,  "and  I  don't 
desire  him  to  come  here  any  more. 
Understand?"  Claudie  half  nod- 
ded, and  went  out  with  an  angry 
flush  on  his  face.  He  thought  his 
papa  unusually  harsh.  How  could 
he  tell  Charley,  who  was  always 
so  cordial    and    good-natured,     to 
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stay  away — and  what  for?  Just 
because  he  had  a  pony  that  could 
beat  everything  in  town,  and 
maybe  occasionally  said  swear 
words. 

"Hello,  Claude!"  said  Charley 
Whitmore,  putting  an  end  to  all 
gloomy  reflection  by  his  bright 
smile.  "I  thought  you  were  never 
coming.  Bert  has  been  making 
faces  at  me  this  half  hour;  guess 
he*s  aiming  to  'even  up'  on  that 
'baby'  racket." 

"He  just  this  minute  told  me 
you  were  here.  By  the  way,  it's 
a  pretty  cold  old  Christmas  for  no 
snow. " 

"Yes,  you  would  think  so  if  you 
had  been  out  as  long  as  I  have. 
Saddle  your  little  grey  and  go 
with  me  up  to  Mark  Fredrickson's 
to  close  the  bargain  on  that  black 
pacer. " 

"Don't  mind  if  I  do;  but  I 
mustn't  be  gone  long,  though. 
All  the  folks  are  going  to  have  a 
kind  of  re-union  today  over  a  fat 
turkey,  and  a  whole  lot  of  other 
things,"  Claude  said  with  a  sort 
of  half  smile. 

"Pshaw — that's  no  way  for  boys 
to  spend  Christmas,  in  the  house 
with  a  lot  of  old  women  and 
babies,"  Charley  answered  with 
a  sneer  as  Claude  vanished  in  the 
barn. 

Meanwhile  active  preparations 
for  the  day's  feast  were  going  on 
in  the  big,  roomy  house,  every 
one  being  busy  with  the  work 
alloted  to  each.  The  boys  shortly 
after  rode  away,  and  as  they 
passed  the  house  Claudie  called  to 
Mr.   Savage,  who  was  standing  on 


the  front  steps,  "I'm  going  for  a 
little  ride,  father."  Mrs.  Savage 
heard  it,  and  quickly  coming  to 
the  door  said:  "Don't  stay  long." 
"All  right,"  was  shouted  over  the 
crisp  air  as  they  galloped  away. 

"Where's  Claude  off  to  now,  I 
wonder?"  said  Hettie,  a  girl  of 
fifteen,  and  the  oldest  of  the 
five. 

"For  a  ride,"  Hugh,  the  ten 
year  old,  answered,  as  he  de- 
posited a  bucket  of  coal  in  the 
sitting  room. 

"I  think  he  might  have  taken 
his  ride  tomorrow;  there  is  so 
much  to  do  this  morning,"  she 
went  on  impatiently.  "No  tell- 
ing when  he  will  come  back. 
Hugh,  hurry  up  and  make  a  fire 
in  the  parlor;  it's  getting  late." 
Hettie  took  him  playfully  by  the 
shoulders  and  pushed  him  through 
the  hall  into  the  kitchen. 

"I  have  it  all  to  do,"  he  grum- 
bled half  in  fun  and  half  in 
earnest.  "Claude  off  to  look  at 
race  horses,  and — " 

"How  do  you  know  what  he  is 
off  for?"  Hettie  asked,  looking  at 
him  keenly. 

"Oh,  I  heard  them  talking,  and 
Hettie,  what  do  you  think?"  his 
eyes  growing  larger  with  each 
word,  and  one  hand  raised  to 
strike  the  other  by  way  of  em- 
phasis, "Charley  Whitmore  had 
a  bottle."  Just  then  Mr.  Savage 
came  through  the  hall  for  his  coal, 
and  Hugh  hustled  out  for  fear 
there  might  be  more  work  on 
hand. 

Everything  considered,  they 
were  an  exceptionally  happy,  con- 
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tented  family,  and  on  this  especial 
Christmas  morning  their  cheerful 
faces  made  the  house,  with  its 
pretty  decorations  and  warm  fires, 
appear  to  even  better  advantage 
than  usual.  The  pleasant  hostess, 
with  her  charming  cordiality,  was 
its  crowning  feature,  and  a  look 
at  her  could  not  fail  to  make 
good-natured  the  most  cross- 
grained  bachelor  imaginable. 
The  company  soon  began  to  ar- 
rive, and  such  a  laughing,  chatter- 
ing, jolly  crowd  it  would  be  hard 
to  duplicate.  Hettie  exercised  all 
her  ingenuity  on  the  dining  room 
and  tables,  obtaining  the  reward 
of  a  delightful  result. 

"Wonder  where  Charley  Whit- 
more  has  taken  Claudie?"  Bert 
asked  several  times,  feeling  sorry 
for  the  three  or  four  cousins  of 
about  Claudie's  age,  who  were 
wandering  aimlessly  about,  wait- 
ing for  his  arrival  to  begin  their 
games. 

I  As  the  dinner  hour  arrived  and 
the  absent  son  did  not  put  in  an 
appearance,  Mrs.  Savage  began 
to  look  a  little  worried,    and    de- 

'  veloped  quite  a  taste  for  sitting 
near  the  most  advantageous 
window.  He  was  a  general 
favorite,  and  every  one  there 
seemed  to  grow  interested  in  the 
fact  that  he  did  not  come  to  wel- 
come them,  attributing  the  delay 
to  first  one  horror  and  then 
another  in  the  way  of  accidents, 
until  Mr.  Savage,  noticing  how 
nervous  his  wife  was  getting  under 
this  steady  fire  of  small  shot,  put 

J  an  end  to  the  topic  by  an    assjr- 

I  ance  "that  he  was  only  getting  an 


appetite,  and  would  in  all  proba- 
bility be  along  shortly."  Dinner 
at  this  juncture  was  announced, 
and  the  boy  seemingly  forgotten 
by  the  merry  crowd  who  sur- 
rounded the  well  filled  tables,  and 
vied  with  each  other  in  relating 
funny  Christmas  stories  and  giv- 
ing reminiscences  of  years  long 
past.  Grandpa,  usually  so  quiet, 
made  the  room  ring  with  his 
hearty  laughter  and  old  time  jokes. 
Turkey  came  and  went,  vegetables 
were  served,  plum  pudding 
brought  praise  from  all,  mince 
pies,  cake  and  fruit  arrived  in 
their  proper  season,  and  were  duly 
enjoyed. 

The  repast  was  rapidly  drawing 
to  a  close,  and  still  no  Claudie. 
Hettie*s  eyes  would  occasionally 
fill  with  tears  as  she  saw  the 
vacant  place  opposite  her  own, 
and  little  Zoe,  his  black-eyed 
sister,  crept  up  to  Mrs.  Savage's 
chair  several  times  with  a  whis- 
pered "Mamma,  why  don't 
Claudie  come;  the  turkey  will 
get  cold?" 

"Hush,  darling;  I  don't  know," 
the  mother  would  answer  softly, 
that  the  others  might  not  hear. 
This  was  so  unlike  her  obedient 
boy,  this  long  absence,  that  she 
could  not  reasonably  account  for 
it.  And  on  Christmas  day,  too. 
That  complicated  matters  still 
more.  The  day  had  been  talked 
of  so  long,  and  looked  forward  to 
with  such  eagerness  by  him  that 
she  could  divine  no  cause  but 
accident  that  would  keep  him 
from  joining  in  the  festivities. 

"Well,  I  declare!"  said  grandpa. 
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as  he  espied  the  untouched  plate, 
"Claudie  seems  likely  to  miss  his 
Christmas  dinner  this  year." 

"I'm  just  afraid  something  has 
happened  to  the  poor  boy," 
grandma  commenced,  with  alarm 
in  her  voice.  "I  dreamed  last 
night  about  seeing  him  all  cov- 
ered with  mud,  such  black  stuff, 
too.  You  know  that  always  means 
trouble  of  some  sort  with  me. 
He's  the  best  boy  alive,  and 
wouldn't  stay  away  for  nothing, 
am  sure,"  continued  grandma, 
who  always  had  a  sign  for  every- 
thing, and  never  failed  to  see  the 
calamities  that  befell  the  family 
during  "the  long  hours  of  slum- 
ber. " 

'I  hear  young  Charley  Whit- 
more  is  getting  pretty  reckless," 
said  grandpa,  as  they  were  leaving 
the  table.  A  general  ejaculation 
of  surprised  "you  don't  say  so's" 
greeted  the  information. 

"Isn't  he  about  Claudie's  age?" 
he  continued,  turning  to  his 
daughter.  Mrs.  Savage  nodded 
assent.  She  was  afraid  to  speak 
lest  the  inward  torrent  of  fears 
would  ruffle  the  calm  exterior  she 
felt  compelled  to  preserve. 

"People  can't  talk  so  about  our 
Claudie,"  said  grandma,  proudly. 
"He  did  my  whole  churning  the 
other  day — that  old  dasher  get's 
heavier  every  time  I  lift  it — and 
would  have  me  sit  in  the  rocking 
chair  and  watch  him." 

This  encomium  was  received  in 
high  favor,  being  added  to  by 
words  of  praise  from  many  of  the 
others,  until  Mrs.  Savage's  face 
brightened    perceptibly — for    who 


does,  not  like  to  hear  of  worthy 
actions  done  by  those  they  love? 
The  parlor  was  a  scene  of  warmth, 
animation  and  mirth,  as  the 
songs,  music,  and  games  enthused 
the  guests  until  fast  falling 
shadows  warned  them  to  seek 
their  own  firesides.  Ere  long  the 
family  wtre  alone,  and  according 
to  long  established  custom,  gath- 
ered round  the  cheerful  grate  for 
an  hour's  peep  at  the  new  Christ- 
mas books  before  the  time  for 
evening  prayers.  But  alas!  all 
that  was  sadly  changed  tonight. 
The  delightful  books  lay  un- 
opened. The  newspaper  was  on 
Mr.  Savage's  knee  unread.  The 
wonderful  cheerfulness  of  Mrs. 
Savage  was  replaced  by  a  look 
of  deep  anxiety  that  plainly  told 
of  an  aching  heart.  The  children, 
even  to  little  Bert,  felt  the 
general  depression,  and  remained 
unusually  quiet,  eagerly  listening 
to  every  sound  that  broke  the 
calm  stillness  of  the  night  in 
hopes  'twas  the  return  of  the 
tardy  horseman.  Hettie  thought 
of  the  dainty  silk  dress,  laid  out 
that  morning  with  all  its  charming 
accessories,  ready  for  the  Child- 
rens'  Grand  Ball,  to  which  she 
and  Claudie  had  an  invitation. 
Then  as  her  eyes  wandered  to  the 
stern,  unrelaxing  face  of  her 
father,  the  thought  of  the  probable 
punishment  in  store  for  her  pet 
brother,  proved  too  much  when 
added  to  the  tense  strain  she  was 
already  under,  and  she  hurriedly 
sought  her  own  room,  where, 
falling  on  her  knees,  and  burying 
her  face  in  a  pillow,  she    sobbed 
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out  her  anguish  in  tears  and 
prayers,  the  most  miserable  little 
girl  in  th6  city.  The  group  by 
the  fireside  preserved  the  same 
unbroken  silence,  when  a  slight 
noise  in  the  rear  of  the  house 
startled  them  greatly,  bringing, 
however,  a  faint  look  of  hope  into 
the  troubled  faces.  Mr.  Savage 
went  to  ascertain  the  cause,  and 
returned  with  the  information  that 
neighbor  Haters  had  met  Claudie 
in  Lima  that  day  as  he  was  re- 
turning home  from  a  hunting 
expedition.  "In  Lima!"  Mrs. 
Savage  exclaimed  breathlessly. 
"What  could  he  be  doing  there; 
it's  over  six  miles  from  here." 

"I'm  going  after  him  immedia- 
tely, and  he  shall  pay  dearly  for 
the  suspense  and  anxiety  he  has 
caused  today  by  his  disobedience, " 
Mr.  Savage  said  in  a  stern  voice, 
as  he  strode  toward  the  hall  door. 

Just  then  the  sound  of  horses 
feet  rattling  over  the  frozen 
ground  reached  their  ears,  and 
though  it  had  been  so  long  and 
anxiously  waited  for,  it  seemed  to 
almost  paralyze  the  listeners,  who 
all  stood  with  bated  breath  and 
staining  eyes,  until  the  panting 
steeds  came  to  a  halt.  Mr. 
savage  was  the  first  to  recover 
himself,  and  opened  the  door  just 
in  time  for  his  wife  to  see  Charley 
Whitmore  and  a  companion  carry- 
ing Claudie  who  seemed  un- 
able to  help  himself,  up  the 
path  to  the  house. 

"My  God!"  Mrs.  Savage 
gasped,  turning  very  white;  is  he 
killed?" 

"Don't  be  alarmed,  my   dear," 


Mr.  Savage  said  soothingly,  with 
an  attempt  at  calmness,  as  he 
went  to  me6t  the  boys.  Taking 
Claudie,  he  asked  with  suppressed 
anxiety,  all  his  anger  melting 
away  at  the  thought  of  danger, 
"How  is  he  hurt?" 

"Oh,  he  isn't  hurt  at  all;  just 
cold,"  and  Charlie  and  his  com- 
panion mounted  their  horses  and 
were  off.  The  parents  got  the 
unfortunate  boy  in  the  house,  and 
gazed  at  his  colorless  face  and 
bloodshot  eyes  with  awe-stricken 
countenances,  tinged  with  an 
expression  of  horror  as  the  fumes 
of  liquor  filled  the  room. 

"What  is_it,  mamma?"  asked 
little  Zoe. 

"Oh,  don't  ask  me,  child;  I 
cannot  tell  you,"  the  mother 
answered,  sobbing  bitterly. 

AsXlaudie  gradually  came  to 
himself  they  discovered  that  his 
feet  and  part  of  his  fingers  were 
frozen.  As  Hettie  and  Zee  lay 
in  each  other's  arms,  too  miserable 
to  sleep  that  night,  they  heard 
their  mamma's  light  step  in  the 
next  room  back  and  forth,  and 
knew  from  the  mingled  whispers 
and  sobs  that  poor,  suffering 
Claudie's  half-frozen  form  was 
being  rubbed  and  worked  with  by 
the  faithful  mother. 

Claudie  was  too  ill  to  get  out  of 
bed  for  weeks,  and  the  agony  in 
his  body  seemed  far  less  than  the 
remorse  in  his  soul.  In  a  confi- 
dential talk  some  weeks  afterwards 
Claudie  related  to  Hettie  the 
events  of  that  never-to-be-for- 
gotten day. 

"Charley  lied  to  me,"  he  said. 
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"in  the  first  place,  by  saying  he 
was  just  going  out  to  Fredrick- 
son's,  when  in  reality  he  had 
promised  to  meet  some  Lima 
boys  at  the  race  track,  about  three 
miles  this  side  of  that  place.  I 
did  not  want  to  go  there  at  all, 
and  started  back  when  I  found 
out  where  he  was  going;  but  he 
coaxed  me  to  go  on,  saying  he 
had  told  all  the  boys  about  what 
a  'goer*  my  pony  was,  and  they 
would  think  I  was  a  baby  if  I 
couldn't  be  away  from  my 
mother's  apron  string  long  enough 
to  ride  out  there.  That  little 
sneer  made  me  mad  enough  to 
accompany  him,  so  we  rode  on. 
The  boys  were  there,  as  it  had 
been  all  arranged  a  week  before. 
Charlie  had  an  axe  to  grind,  or  in 
other  words  wanted  me  to  ride 
his  horse;  he  is  too  heavy.  After 
a  great  deal  of  betting,  drinking 
and  swearing,  the  race  came  off. 
Charley's  horse  proved  an  easy 
winner,  and  made  his  owner 
better  off  by  one  hundred  dollars. 
We  were  all  getting  pretty  chilly 
by  that  time;  it  was  pretty  cold 
out  there.  They  all  drank  freely, 
and  sneered  at  me  for  my  persis- 
tent refusals,  until,  goaded  to 
madness  by  the  excessive  cold 
and  their  jeers,   I  tasted  the  fier}' 


stuff.  It  did  not  take  much  on 
my  empty  stomach  to  affect  me, 
and  as  I  was  now  ashamed  to  go 
home,  I  accompanied  them  to 
Lima,  where  we  took  refuge  in  an 
old  barn.  The  other  boys  played 
cards,  and  I  lay  on  some  hay, 
half-frozen,  dreaming  in  a  dazed 
sort  ol  way  about  steaming  turkey 
and  warm  fires.  As  soon  as  I  could 
sit  up  we  started  home.  You 
know  the  rest,"  he  said  shudder- 
ing. 

Hettie  put  her  arms  around  his 
neck,  and  assured  him  "he  was 
more  sinned  against  than  sin- 
ning." 

"Oh,  no,"  he  answered  ser- 
iously, "but  one  experience  of 
that  kind  is  sufficient.  That 
Christmas  day,"  he  went  on  after 
a  little    reflection,    "was    a    little 

taste  of  h "Hettie's  little  hand 

went  up  over  his  mouth "well, 

the  lower  regions,"  he  added. 

Years  have  passed,  and  Claudie 
is  more  than  ever  the  pride  of  the 
family,  loved  and  respected  by  all. 

Charlie  Whitmore  went  from 
bad  to  worse,  and  not  long  ago 
filled  a  suicide's  grave. 

The  path  of  rectitude  is  a 
straight  one,  but  a  reward  is 
sure  at  its  terminus. 

Lillie  Stewart  Horsley, 


CONSTITUTIONAL  GOVERNMENT. 


THE  FEDERAL  CONSTITUTION. 

IT    18    NOT    PERFECT.    BUT    IT    MUST    BE 
UPHELD  AS  IT  IS. 

When  we  consider  the  Consti- 
tution of  the  United  States  as  the 
greatest    charter  of    the    greatest 


!  nation  on  earth,  its  brevities  and 
terseness  seem  to  be  extreme.  All 
that  is  granted  to,  all  that  is  with- 
held from  the  government  to 
which  it  relates  is  set  out  in  the 
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narrow  compass  of  a  few  printed 
pages  and  a  few  more  clean-cut, 
concise  paragraphs.  Yet  what  a 
foundation  it  is  and  what  a  super- 
structure rests  upon  it! 

Established,  too,  at  a  time  when 
literature,  law  and  human  methods 
were  not  as  familiar  subjects  as 
now;  at  a  time  when  the  rules  of 
conduct,  to  be  applied  and  adopted 
by  the  infant  government  was 
almost  wholly  experimental,  and 
when  the  men  who  adopted  it 
were  farmers,  mechanics,  artisans, 
laborers — soldiers  more  than  any- 
thing else  and  statesmen  not  at  all 
— is  not  the  charter  a  fitting 
adjunct  to,  a  natural  sequence  of, 
the  immortal  Declaration  of  Inde- 
pendence? 

The  Constitution  was  estab- 
lished, as  the  preamble  declares, 
to  form  a  more  perfect  union, 
establishing  justice,  insure  do- 
mestic tranquility,  provide  for  the 
common  defense,  promote  the 
general  welfare  and  secure  the 
blessings  of  liberty  to  the  founders 
and  their  posterity.  Except  on 
one  occasion,  it  has  been  found 
equal  to  all  requriements,  great 
and  small,  on  the  part  of  the 
Republic;  this  was  when  the  con- 
tested Presidential  election  case  of 
Tilden  vs.  Hayes  came  up,  in 
1876.  No  such  issue  had  been 
contemplated  or  provided  for  by 
the  founders,  because  it  was  im- 
possible to  foresee  any  conditions 
out  of  which  such  an  emergency 
could  arise.  The  choice  for  Presi- 
dent and  vice-President  was  so 
carefully  provided  for,  all  likely 
contingencies  having  been  antici- 


pated and  even  the  recourse  pro- 
vided when  the  electors  should 
from  any  cause  fail  to  make 
choice.  We  thus  see  that  however 
wisely  we  may  build,  yet  our  work 
is  not  perfect;  time  will  develop 
imperfections  which  we  never 
dreamed  of  and  in  places  where 
we  thought  it  best  and  strongest. 
The  cause  of  that  difficulty  was 
a  double  set  of  certificates  as  to 
the  electors  having  been  sent  on 
to  Washington  by  each  of  the 
States  of  South  Carolina,  Florida 
and  Louisiana;  these  common- 
wealths at  that  time  were  indulg- 
ing in  tlie  luxury  of  "returning 
boards"  which,  by  reason  of  the 
anomalous  condition  of  things  in 
the  Southern  States  immediately 
following  the  war,  were  not  of  the 
same  political  faith  as  the  State 
governments  nor  a  majority  of  the 
people  themselves;  so  that  while 
the  returning  board  sent  on  certi- 
ficates for  the  Republican  electors, 
the  duly  constituted  officials  dis- 
patched like  documents  for  the 
Democratic  electors.  Both  had 
complied  with  the  forms  of  law, 
and  nowhere  in  the  great  charter 
of  the  country  was  there  a  pro- 
vision or  even  suggestion  as  to 
how  this  knotty  point  was  to  be 
settled.  In  the  case  of  there  being 
no  choice  by  reason  of  no  candi- 
date having  a  majority  of  all  the 
electors,  the  contest  was  thus 
thrown  into  the  House  of  Repre- 
sentatives; but  this  was  all  that 
was  said  on  the  subject,  and  as 
no  other  means  were  provided  and 
the  time  was  short,  something 
decisive  had  to  be  done  and  done 
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at  once.  How  to  deal  with  it  was 
the  question;  there  was  no  such 
ground  to  work  on  as  that  no  one 
had  received  a  majority,  the 
trouble  was  that  two  candidates 
had  received  a  majority.  States- 
manship never  was  in  greater 
demand;  politicians  were  never 
so  sorely  exercised.  At  last  a  plan 
was  suggested  by  one  side  and 
accepted  by  the  other,  to  the  effect 
that  a  commission  composed  of 
five  members  each  of  the  Senate, 
House  of  Representatives  and  the 
Supreme  Court  should  have  the 
power  to  decide  finally,  and  in 
this  arrangement  the  Republicans 
got  one  more  member  than  their 
opponents,    making    the    commis- 


sion stand  eight  to  seven,  and 
thus  the  trouble  was  finally  con- 
cluded in  favor  of  the  Republicans. 
They  might  as  well  have  decided 
it  with  a  dice  box  or  any  other 
means  of  chance  so  far  as  com- 
porting with  the  Constitution  was 
concerned. 

This  incident  is  mentioned 
merely  to  illustrate  the  point  that 
the  charter  needs,  as  it  has  occa- 
sionally received,  amendment;  it 
was  not  perfect  at  the  beginning 
and  is  not  perfect  yet,  but  it  is 
supreme  and  there  is  but  one  way 
to  change  it — by  the  concurrent 
action  oi  at  least  three-fourths  of 
the  States. 

S,  A,   K, 


FLORAL  DEPARTMENT. 


Dear  Mrs.    Gates: 

In  sending  plants  I  have  en- 
deavored to  select  only  the  ones 
most  sure  to  come  on  with  good 
care,  and  blossom  during  the 
winter.  Unfortunately  my  plants 
have  not  waited  your  order,  but 
have  grown  out  of  mailing  pro- 
portions, consequently  I  had  to 
omit  some  of  which  you  admired. 
For  my  plants  I  use  soil  composed 
of  good  garden  earth,  two-thirds, 
and  one-sixth  each  of  sand  and 
well  rotted  manure.  When  I  can 
get  Wood's  earth  I  use  equal 
quantities  of  that  and  garden  soil. 
Lay  the  plants,  if  wilted  in  tepid 
water,  before  loosening  the  moss 
about  the  roots,  for  a  half  hour, 
then  set  in  the    jars,  water  freely. 


and  place  in  a  cool,  shaded  place 
for  a  week,  sprinkling  the  foilage 
with  water  thrown  by  a  whisk 
broom  both  night  and  morning. 
The  soil  around  the  plants  will 
probably  not  need  water,  except 
what  is  given  from  the  broom. 
Then  gradually  bring  forward  to 
the  light,  water  moderately,  and  I 
am  quite  sure  you  will  have  pleas- 
ant results. 

The  Chinese  Primrose  will  not 
bear  the  sun,  and  care  must  be 
taken  not  to  allow  the  water  to 
fall  on  the  foliage.  The  Chinese 
Pink,  by  judicious  training,  makes 
a  lovely  hanging  basket.  The 
flowers  are  as  large  as  a  silver 
dollar,  and  a  beautiful  shade  of 
pink.       The  Othonna    also    is  an 
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admirable    basket    plant,    with    a 
small,  yellow  flower. 

The  winter  Blooming  Begonia 
is  sure  to  be  a  favorite.  It  is  an 
excellent  grower  and  bloomer  for 
a  year.  The  Rose  Geranium, 
with  Lady  Washington  flower,  is 
very  uncommon,  and  should  be  in 
every  collection.  Blossoms  freely 
toward  spring  and  occasionally 
through  the  summer.  The  flower 
is  much  like  that  of  Fred  Dorner. 
Mexican  Primrose  is  new  to  me, 
but  was  highly  extolled  by  Mr.  J. 
L.  Childs.  The  growth  is  free, 
but  as  yet  I  have  had  no  flowers. 
A  lady  writes  me  that  hers  is  very 
satisfactory.  So  I  am  sure  I  do 
not  meet  its  requirements,  and 
have  began  experimenting  to  see 
if  I  can  bring  about  a  better  state 
of  things. 


You  will  find  the  Pelagonium 
(Lady  Washington)  a  fine  plant, 
as  to  growth,  foliage  and  flower 
It  is  a  great  favorite  with  me, 
and  I  always  have  a  dozen  or 
more,  the  oldest  of  them  being 
much  higher  than  my  head.  This 
large  one  does  not  flower  as  pro- 
fusely as  younger  plants,  but  con- 
tinues blossoming  sparsely  all 
through  the  summer.  Give  Coleus 
the  warmest,  sunniest  spot  you 
have.  By  placing  mine  on  my 
highest  shelf,  where  the  sun  struck 
it  nearly  all  day,  I  wintered  a  fine 
lot  last  winter,  while  always  be- 
fore I  would  lose  my  whole  col- 
lection before  spring. 

The  Vining  Fuchsia  can  be 
trained  to  a  light  ladder  or  trellis, 
or  made  to  do  duty  as  a  basket 
plant  by  continual  pinching  back. 


EDITOR'S  DEPARTMENT. 


There  is  one  trait  of  humanity 
that  is  so  universal,  that  it  could 
almost  be  called  human  nature.  I 
will  not  call  it  so,  however,  for  I 
listened  to  an  impressive  lecture 
by  Dr.  J.  E.  Talmage  in  which 
he  protested  with  so  much  reason 
against  the  idea  that  it  is  human 
nature  to  err  that  I  resolved  to 
accept  his  cheerful  view  and  say 
after  this  that  human  nature  is  to 
do  good  and  be  happy.  However, 
this  trait  I  speak  of  neither  brings 
happiness  nor  the  blessing  of  God. 
My  dear  friend,  what  are  your  cir- 
cumstances? Are  you  poor,  strug- 
gling to  pay  off  heavy  debts,  with 
few  or    no    comforts    and    trying 


hard  to  get  along  in  the  world? 
Are  you  in  comfortable  circum- 
stances, and  yet  with  not  half  the 
luxuries  your  neighbor  has,  but 
are  still  struggling  to  obtain  as 
many  luxuries  as  that  neighbor 
possesses?  Are  you  rich,  but 
burdened  with  the  paying  of 
heavy  interests  on  investment 
capital,  trying  to  save  up  suffi- 
cient to  build  a  magnificent  house, 
and  feeling  all  the  time  as  if  the 
numerous  calls  you  have  for  char- 
ity and  public  interests  are  more 
than  you  can  bear?  Have  you  a 
family  of  noisy,  romping,  restless, 
I  little  children  who  wear  out  every 
'  nerve  and  fiber  of  your  being  with 
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the  constant  strain?  Are  you  a 
childless,  unloved  woman,  too  old 
to  be  married,  with  no  prospect 
of  a  home  and  no  hope  for  the 
family  ol  dear  children  which 
would  mean  so  much  happiness  to 
your  lonely  starving  heart?  Or, 
have  you  personal  sickness  and 
weaknesses  to  contend  with  in 
addition  to  all  of  these  enumerated 
cases? 

Are  your  family  sickly,  and  is 
your  husband  not  at  all  the  man 
you  thought  he  was  when  you 
married  him?  Are  you  the  child 
of  a  stepmother  or  father,  and  is 
your  life  one  constant  burden  of 
misunderstood  actions  and  mis- 
interpreted motives?  You  see, 
I  have  enumerated  quite  a  num- 
ber of  things  that  most  of  people 
call  trouble  and  to  many  they  are 
not  a  fancy,  but  are  hard,  sad 
facts.  Well  now,  what  I  wish  to 
say  to  you  all  is,  are  you  not  one 
and  all  somewhat  in  the  habit  of 
saying  to  yourself  or  others  that 
your  troubles  are  greater  and  more 
aggravating  than  anybody's  in 
this  wide,  round  world?  Do  you 
not  often  allow  your  mind  to 
dwell  on  your  unhappy  circum- 
stances and  looking  upon  others, 
whom  you  fancy  are  more 
favored,  say  in  your  heart  that 
you  are  not  favored  of  the  Lord 
as  are  those  others?  I  have 
talked  with  many  people,  and  I 
am  frequently  honored  with  the 
confidence  of  my  friends,  and  so 
far  as  my  experience  has  per- 
mitted me  to  observe,  I  find  all 
sorts  and  classes  of  people  full  of 
the  belief  that  their  own  burdens 


are  of  the  heaviest  and  most  tan- 
talizing kind.  No  matter  what 
the  trouble  may  be,  nor  how  small 
it  may  appear  to  others,  it  is  al- 
ways extremely  large  in  the  eyes 
of  the  possessor.  When  I  can  get 
the  opportunity  I  say  to  my 
friends  who  are  thus  suffering, 
"You  are  not  nearly  so  afflicted  as 
you  think  you  are.  A  great  deal 
of  suffering  lies  in  your  own  mind, 
or  in  your  liver,  and  if  you  could 
only  make  up  your  mind  to  throw 
off  that  evil  spirit  which  has  fast- 
ened its  hold  upon  you,  you  will 
be  a  happy  soul,  no  matter  what 
your  circumstances  may  be.  Think 
of  it!  Any  one  in  this  Church 
thinking  they  are  afflicted,  and 
called  upon  to  make  sacrifices! 
What  a  way  to  look  at  the  Pro- 
vidences of  God !  A  friend  said  to 
me  the  other  day,  one  who  has 
seen  some  reverses  during  the  re- 
cent hard  times  financially,  that 
he  was  more  and  more  convinced 
of  the  innate  meanness  of  people 
every  day  he  lived  upon  the  earth. 
He  did  not  care  to  go  out  in  any 
social  gatherings,  for  he  was  sick 
of  it  all,  and  he  had  no  means  to 
ask  people  to  come  and  feast  at 
his  house  in  return.  He  is,  I 
must  say,  one  of  the  most  un- 
happy men  I  know  of.  And  his 
wife,  who  has  been  for  years,  one 
of  the  sweetest  and  loveliest  Mor- 
mon women  who  ever  came  to 
this  earth,  has  partaken  in  a  great 
measure  of  this  same  spirit,  and 
they  are  almost  hermits.  I  know 
a  young  girl,  who  is  a  stepdaugh- 
ter, and  she  thinks  she  is  one  of 
the    most    unlucky     or     unhappy 
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mortals  on  this  earth.  And  yet 
she  has  many  gifts  and  worldly 
blessings.  If  you  could  only 
look  into  the  heart  of  the  next 
person  you  meet  on  the  street, 
you  would  be  surprised  to  see  the 
feelings  of  dissatisfaction  existing 
there.  The  whole  tone  and  spirit 
of  the  American  nation,  is  a  rest- 
less, dissatisfied  condition,  one 
that  leads   men  on    and  on? 

But  in  what  way  are  they  going 
on  and  on?  To  peace  and  hap- 
piness, or  to  excitement  and 
frivolity?  I  want  to  write  a  warn- 
ing word  to  you,  and  to  you,  my 
dear  and  unknown  friends,  no 
matter  what  your  circumstances 
may  be,  know  one  thing,  God  is 
as  well  acquainted  with  your  life 
as  you  are,  and  if  He  thought  it 
was  necessary  for  you  to  have  a 
change,  it  would  be  given  to  you. 
I  do  not  now  mean  in  speaking  of 
this  self-pit)'  and  spirit  of  com- 
plaint the  ambition  which  spurs 
us  on  to  higher  and  still  higher 
achievements.  What  I  mean  is 
the  perversion  of  that  glorious 
gift,  true  ambition,  and  like  all 
other  per\'erted  Divine  attributes, 
it  makes  its  possessor  one  of  the 
wretchedest  of  mankind.  Make 
it  the  habit  of  your  life  from  this 
moment,  to  say  "I  am  blessed," 
"I  am  all  right,"  "I  am  just  as  I 
should  be.  If  it  is  trouble  I  am 
going  through,  let  me  learn  the 
lesson  speedily,  and  go  on  to  an- 
other. " 

CHRISTMAS. 

It  is  a  custom  to  offer  congratu- 
latons  at  this  season  of  the    year, 


but  I  read  so  many  of  these  efforts 
to  be  eloquent,  that  sometimes  I 
think  I  will  pass  them  by. 

To  me,  the  Christmas  is  a 
season  devoted  to  the  pleasure  of 
the  children  and  my  visiting 
friends.  It  is  not  the  anniver- 
sary of  the  birth  of  Christ,  for  the 
old  pagan  holiday  of  Michaelmass 
is  not  that  sacred  season  which 
comes  with  the  sixth  day  of  April, 
the  birthday  of  the  *Church,  and 
may  I  not  say  the  birthday  of  our 
beloved  Savior?  But  the  Christ- 
mas suggests  plum-pudding,  and 
turkey,  stockings  in  the  fire-place, 
candy,  dolls,  noise,  fun,  feasts 
and  general  jollity.  We  enjoy  the 
day  because  it  is  the  most  ex- 
quisite enjoyment  to  see  our  chil- 
dren happy,  and  in  that  we  are 
perfectly  happy.  But  if  any  but 
a  mother  can  enjoy  getting  to  bed 
at  the  small  hours  of  the  night 
after  many  and  weary  hours  of  the 
morning,  and  then  be  awakened 
by  the  children's  shouts,  the  noise 
of  tom-toms,  and  tin  whistles, 
with  sickly  forecasts  of  the  future 
superinduced  by  the  sight  of  hand- 
fuls  of  candy  going  down  the  ten- 
der throats  of  children,  I  say  it 
requires  a  mother's  great,  big,  un- 
selfish heart  to  rejoice  in  these 
sundry  sights  and  sounds.  And 
yet  I  know  of  some  families 
where  Christmas  is  allowed  to 
drift  by  with  small  notice  because 
of  its  trouble,  and  I  pity  such 
children,  oh  I  pity  them.  What 
happy  happy  Christmases  I  had 
in  my  youth!  And  for  the  sake 
of  those  dear  memories,  I  want  to 
make  happy  memories  in  my  chil- 
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dren's  hearts,  and  so  bear  the  tin 
whistles  and  wait  as  patiently  as 
may  be  for  the  colic  to  ensue  and 
give  the  catnip  and  hot  bath  with 
great  love  and  care.  I  have  read 
several  times  lately  that  it  is  cruel 
to  give  children  things  that  are 
useful  on  Christmas.  Well,  I 
don't  know.  I  used  to  enjoy  the 
new  shoes  I  got  just  as  well  as  the 
twelve  pieces  of  candy  and  the 
twelve  assorted  nuts  which  occu- 
pied the  place  of  honor  in  my 
stocking.  But  there  is  wisdom  in 
all  things.  And  while  it  is  not 
wise  to  fill  children's  stockings 
with  trifling  toys  that  break  with 
the  one  day's  usage,  every  child 
ought  to  have  some  toy  that  will 
last  and  be  a  joy  to  his  heart. 
Iron  toys,  blocks  in  great  variety, 
games,  dolls,  dishes,  colored 
books    are    all  pretty  and  do  not 


break  so  soon  as  the  tin  tops  and 
cheap  trumpets.  But  dear  moth- 
ers, let  us  give  more  than  any- 
thing else,  a  fuller  measure  of  love 
and  patience  to  our  loved  one, 
and  help  them  in  all  eagerness  to 
learn  to  be  wisely,  truthfully 
happy. 


If  you  want  to  know  how  to  ob- 
tain choice  premiums  send  ten 
cents  for  five  week's  trial  subscrip- 
tion to  The  WomafCs  Tribune^ 
Washington,  D.  C.  Everybody 
sending  11.00  before  January  1, 
1893,  will  receive  this  national 
weekly  paper  one  year  and  their 
choice  of  one  of  the  great  art 
pictures  in  color,  "Columbus  be- 
fore the  Court  of  Ferdinand  and 
Isabella"  and  "The  Landing  of 
Columbus. " 


OUR  GIRLS.* 


Y.  L  M.  I.  A.  CONFERENCE. 

The  regular  quarterly  conference 
of  the  Young  Ladies'  Mutual  Im- 
provment  Associations  of  the  Salt 
Lake  Stake  was  held  Tuesday, 
December  6th,  1892,  in  the  As- 
sembly Hall,  President  Mary  A. 
Freeze  presiding. 

After  the  uisual  opening  exer- 
cises, Mrs.  Susie  Young  Gates 
addressed  the  congregation  on  the 
subject  "Duties"  of  Children  to 
Parents."  She  thought  no  child 
can  become    a    good    child    from 

•All  communications  from  the  members  of 
should  be  addressed  to  Mrs.  Elmina  S.  Taylor, 
address  of  the  Secretary  of  the  Central  Board  of 
Avenue,  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 


a  sense  of  duty  alone;  there  must 
be  an  abiding  love  to  make  a 
generous  heart.  We  must  impress 
upon  our  children  what  they  owe 
their  spiritual  parents,  that  they 
may  pray  often  to  them  from  a 
sense  of  love.  She  urged  the 
young  ladies  to  pray  for  their 
parents  and  sustain  them  by  their 
love  and  kindness  as  well. 

Mrs.  Minnie  Snow  urged  the 
young  ladies  to  value  "Time;"  to 
regard  time  as  a  gift  of  God,  and 
spend  it  in  improvement.   She  did 

the  V.  L.  M.  I.  Associations  to  this  department 
.  tb;8  W.  Third  South  St.,  Salt  Lake  Ciiy.  Thfe 
the  V.  L.  M.  L  A.  is  Annie  M.  Cannon,  Folsom 
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not  favor  education  in  one  channel 
alone,  but  develop  all  the  qualities 
that  make  us  truly  great.  "Let 
us,"  as  Ruskin  says,  "have  a 
mirror  for  the  heart  as  well  as  the 
face. " 

Miss  Louie  Poulton  then 
favored  the  audience  with  a  sacred 
solo. 

Territorial  President  E.  S. 
Taylor  said  she  felt  impressed  to 
speak  on  the  subject  of  marriage. 
She  regretted  to  see  the  flippant 
manner  with  which  this  most  noly 
relation  is  viewed  by  the  young  of 
this  generation.  The  Lord  has 
said,  "I  hate  putting  away,"  and 
assigns  but  one  cause  for  divorce. 
The  marriage  relation  is  joy  and 
happiness  in  the  extreme  or  loath- 
ing and  misery.  Yet  no  life  is 
perfect  that  is  not  a  dual  life,  and 
she  urged  the  young  ladies  to 
seek  unto  the  Lord  for  guidance 
in  this  thing,  that  their  choice 
may  be  one  with  whom  they  can 
stand  for  time  and  eternity. 

Dr.  Maggie  C.  Shipp  said  that 
the  subjects  referred  to  here  in- 
terest us  as  women  more  than  any 
other.  She  pictured  the  love  a 
mother  bears  for  her  offspring,  and 
felt  to  impress  upon  the  young 
ladies  a  sense  of  gratitude  and 
devotion  to  their  parents.  She 
thought  more  attention  should  be 
paid  to  etiquette  in  our  meetings, 
but  should  always  teach  the  girls 
that  when  their  hearts  are  filled 
w^ith  love  and  unselfishness  they 
are  truly  polite. 

Mrs.  M.  Y.  Dougall  encouraged 
the  young  ladies  to  be  faithful  and 
magnify  their  calling  and  cultivate 


the  spirit  of  love  and  kindness 
towards  every  one. 

President  Mary  A.  Freeze  ex- 
horted the  young  ladies  to  make 
good  use  of  their  time,  not  to 
spend  too  much  time  in  the  adorn- 
ment of  our  bodies,  but  more 
in  the  cultivation  of  the  mind. 
She  believed  the  time  spent  by 
some  of  our  young  ladies  in 
curling  their  bangs  would  enable 
them  to  learn  several  languages. 

Closing  prayer  Mrs.  Maria  Holt. 

Evening  session  convened  at 
7:30  p.  m.  After  the  devotional 
exercises.  President  Freeze  re- 
ferred to  the  Young  Woman *s 
Journal,  saying  it  had  not  yet 
paid  expenses,  and  as  it  is  the 
organ  of  the  young  ladies,  it  is 
desired  that  they  support  it  by 
trying  to  increase  its  circulation. 

Mrs.  M.  B.  Talmage  continued 
the  subject  previously  referred  to, 
saying  that  no  matter  how  old  we 
are  we  can  never  repay  what  our 
parents  have  done  for  us.  She 
referred  to  the  conduct  of  some 
of  our  young  ladies,  saying  their 
conduct  was  such  that  it  seemed 
to  her  they  were  "running  astray" 
rather  than  being  "led  astray." 
She  urged  those  present  to  be 
circumspect,  that  this  might  not 
be  said  of  them.  She  closed  by 
bearing  a  strong  testimony  to  the 
benefits  of  prayer,  and  urged  all 
to  pray  often. 

Mrs.  Mattie  H.  Tingey  said  she 
hoped  the  literary  clubs  being 
organized  in  our  midst  would  not 
draw  the  young  ladies  away  from 
their  church  duties,  for  she  con- 
sidered them  of  far  greater  impor- 
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tance  than  all  things  else,  for  all 
light  and  knowledge  on  every  point 
comes  from  God. 

A  duet  was  then  rendered  by 
Mrs.  Annie  Murphy  and  Miss 
Jane  McKay. 

Mrs.  Nellie  C.  Taylor  felt  that 
our  Heavenly  Father  will  not 
bless  us  if  we  dishonor  the  words 
of  our  parents.  We  cannot  cherish 
or  praise  our  parents  too  much. 
Advised  the  young  ladies  in  choos- 
ing a  husband  not  to  look  at  the 
gold  and  the  polish,  but  at  the 
heart — see  that  it  is  as  true  as 
steel.  To  choose  a  husband  that 
IS  worthy  to  go  to  the  temple, 
for  if  a  wrong  commencement  is 
made  something  will  always  go 
wrong. 

Brief  remarks  were  made  by 
Miss  Edith  Sampson  and  Mrs. 
Mary  C.  McKay,  after  which  the 
conference  adjourned  for  three 
months. 

Singing. 

Benediction  Mrs.  Mary  E. 
Irvine. 

L.   S.   Cartwright,  Sec. 


RESOLUTIONS  OF  RESPECT. 

[The  following  tributes  are  ad- 
dressed to  the  Stake  Officers  of 
the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.,  and  therefore 
we  print  them.  We  could  not 
open  the  Journal  to  notices  of 
any  but  Stake  Officers.] 

E,   S,    Taylor. 

Provo  City,   Sep.  28th,  1892. 

Resolutions  of  respect  to  the 
memory  of  Evlyn  Billings,  who 
departed  this  life  September  13th, 
1892: 


Whereas,  our  Heavenly  Father 
has  seen  fit  in  His  all-wise  provi- 
dence to  call  from  our  midst  our 
beloved  sister,  Evlyn  Billings, 
Secretary  of  the  Young  Ladies* 
Mutual  Improvement  Association 
of  Utah  Stake, 

Resolved,  that  we  recognize  in 
the  death  of  our  sister  the  loss 
of  an  able,  efficient  and  devoted 
Saint,  and  an  earnest  worker  in 
the  cause  of  mutual  improvement. 

Resolved,  that  we  condole  and 
deeply  sympathize  with  her 
bereaved  family  in  the  loss  of  a 
kind  and  affectionate  daughter 
and  sister. 

Resolved,  that  we  cherish  her 
memory  and  regard  her  virtues  as 
ever  worthy  of  emulation. 

Resolved,  that  these  resolutions 
be  entered  in  the  Mutual  Im- 
provement record;  also  that  copies 
be  furnished  the  bereaved  family; 
also  to  the  Young  Woman's 
Journal  for  publication. 

Farewell,  Eva,  heaven's  gateway 
Opened  and  you  entered  in, 
Never  in  this  world  of  sorrow 
Will  your  soul  know  grief  or  sin. 
You  in  heavenly  choirs  are  singing; 
Here  on  earth  we  miss  thy  voice; 
But    we    know,     though    we    are 

grieving. 
You  with  angels  now  rejoice. 

Farewell,  Eva,  till  the  morning 
Of  the  great  millennial  day. 
Then  we  hope  to  meet  and  greet 

you. 
When  all  death  has  passed  away; 
Where    no     parting      words      are 

spoken. 
As  on  life's  dark,  stormy  sea; 
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We'll  renew  the  ties  of  friendship 
Formed  upon  this  earth  with  thee. 

Donna  M.   Mecham. 
Mattie  Harding. 
Teenie  Johnson. 


TO  THE  OFFICERS  OF  THEY.  L  M.l.  A. 

My  Dear  Sisters: 

You  have  been  called  to  labor 
as  leaders  among  the  young  ladies. 
I  would  like  to  impress  upon  your 
minds  the  fact  that  a  noble  mis- 
sion has  been  given  you,  which  is 
to  bless  the  young  and  lead  them 
to  the  Lord. 

What  an  honor  it  is  to  be  called 
to  such  a  responsible  position,  to 
be  leaders  and  teachers  in  Israel! 
I  am  afraid  we  do  not  always 
consider  how  great  the  honor  thus 
conferred,  especially  at  those 
times,  when  to  our  finite  minds 
it  seems  that  our  labors  have  been 
in  vain.  We  have  all  experienced 
such  times,  and  have  overlooked 
or  failed  to  calculate  how  great 
the  blessings  our  Father  has  in 
store  for  us  if  we  continue  true 
and  faithful;  for  whether  those 
whom  we  have  labored  so  hard  to 
benefit  and  bless  avail  themselves 
of  the  benefits  to  be  derived 
therefrom  or  not  will  make  no 
difference  whatever  in  the  bless- 
ings we  will  obtain  through  the 
performance  of  that  labor.  If  the 
good  seed  that  we  plant  is  not 
properly  nourished,  and  brings 
forth  no  more  than  five  or  ten 
fold,  our  reward  will  be  just  as 
great  as  though  it  bring  forth  a 
hundred  fold. 


It  will  be  they  whose  duty  it  is 
to  nourish  and  cultivate  the  seed 
who  will  fail  of  the  blessings  they 
might  have  enjoyed,  although  it 
would  be  more  gratifying  to 
behold  a  glorious  harvest.  But 
let  us  remember  that  no  good 
word  was  ever  spoken  nor  any 
good  act  ever  performed  in  vain; 
for  the  speaker  or  actor  will  reap 
benefits  that  will  be  everlasting  in 
their  nature.  It  cannot  fail  to  be 
so.  "In  blessing  we  are  blessed" 
is  an  unimpeachable  truth.  I  am 
often  reminded  of  the  words  of 
President  Taylor  to  a  brother  who 
was  discouraged  while  on  a 
mission,  feeling  and  expressing 
himself  that  his  labors  were  almost 
vain,  because  so  few  were  willing 
to  listen  or  accept  the  message  he 
had  to  bear.  President  Taylor  told 
him  that  it  was  none  of  his  busi- 
ness concerning  the  fruits  of  his 
labors,  that  was  with  the  Lord 
and  the  people.  If  he  labored 
faithfully  he  would  receive  his 
reward  whether  the  people 
listened  or  not.  Could  we  ever 
keep  this  point  in  view  we  would 
not  allow  ourselves  to  become 
discouraged,  though  our  flocks 
might  seem  indifferent  at  times. 
We  do  not  have  the  discouraging 
condition  to  meet  with  here  in 
Zion  that  is  to  be  met  with  by 
our  brethren  abroad.  Ours  is  the 
blessed  privilege  to  teach  those 
who  were  born  heirs  to  the  priest- 
hood, who  have  the  germ  of  faith 
implanted  in  their  souls,  which 
only  awaits  the  sunshine  of  the 
Holy  Spirit  to  quicken  into  active 
life     and    growth.       Our    chiefest 
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labor  is  to  try  and  inspife  them  to 
seek  after  that  Spirit,  and  to 
understand  its  mission.  If  we  can 
accomplish  this  end  our  labors 
that  follow  will  be  comparatively 
easy,  because  that  Spirit  will 
make  them  willing  to  do  all  things 
required  of  a  Saint  of  God.  No 
stubbornness  nor  rebellion  can 
exist  in  hearts  thus  inspired.  But 
our  Elders  have  a  very  different 
class  to  labor  among,  people  who 
are  filled  with  traditions  of  all 
kinds,  which  in  many  cases  are 
difficult  if  not  impossible  to  over- 
come, and  few,  indeed,  there  be 
who  have  honesty  and  stability 
enough  to  receive  these  "glad 
tidings  of  great  joy"  and  follow 
where  the  Shepherd  would  lead 
them. 

We  are  told  that  all  are  not 
Israel  that  are  of  Israel,  hence  we 
find  some  unbelieving  Gentile 
spirits  among  us  who  will  not 
listen,  but  they  are  greatly  in 
the  minority,  thank  the  Lord. 
But  we  are  all  so  constituted  that 
we  have  to  hear  again  and  again 
the  same  things  ere  we  can  re- 
member and  make  them  our  own; 
so  we  must  expect  to  repeat  our 
teachings  in  order  to  make  them 
effective.  Do  not,  my  sisters,  be 
discouraged  at  this.  "Clothe 
yourselves  with  the  bonds  of 
charity  as  with  a  mantle,"  and 
"possess  your  souls  with  pa- 
tience," that  you  may  not  grow 
weary  in  well  doing  but  continue 
faithful  unto  the  end  and  you  will 
yet  behold  the  fruits  of  your  labors 
until  your  hearts  are  filled  with 
joy    beyond    what    you    now    can 


conceive  of.  I  know  that  you 
were  among  those  choice  spirits 
that  were  with  our  Father  in  the 
eternal  worlds,  and  because  of 
your  integrity  and  faithfulness  in 
your  former  state  He  chose  you 
to  come  and  fill  the  very  positions 
you  now  occupy,  having  confi- 
dence that  you  would  still  be  true 
to  the  trust  imposed  in  you.  May 
the  Spirit  of  God  still  burn  in 
your  hearts  and  enable  you  to 
carry  out  the  designs  of  our  Father 
when  He  inspired  the  Prophet 
Brigham  to  organize  the  young 
ladies.  May  you  be  instrumental 
in  leading  them  to  Christ  by 
instilling  faith  in  their  hearts. 
The  Spirit  of  Revelation,  which 
it  is  your  right  to  enjoy,  will 
teach  you  how  to  accomplish  this 
most  desirable  object. 
Your  sister, 

Mary  A.   Freeze, 


Be,  and  continue  poor,  young 
man,  while  others  around  you 
grow  rich  by  fraud  and  disloyalty; 
be  without  place  or  power,  while 
others  beg  their  way  upward ;  bear 
the  pain  of  disappointed  hopes, 
while  others  gain  the  accomplish- 
ment of  theirs  by  flatter}';  forego 
the  graceous  pressure  of  the  hand, 
for  which  others  cringe  and  crawl. 
Wrap  yourself  up  in  your  own 
virtue,  and  seek  a  friend  and  your 
daily  bread.  If  you  have  in  such 
a  course,  grown  grey  with  un- 
blenched  honor,  bless  God  and 
die. 

Idleness  travels  very  slowly,  and 
Poverty  soon  overtakes  her. 
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A  STUDY. 

IN  the  New- World's  Old- World  place, 

That  region  of  orient  grace — 

Framed  with  a  great  gulf's  views, 

And  the  river's  broad  bayous — 

The  city  named  for  the  flower 

Of  the  French  king's  fame  and  power, 

Known  as  the  New  Orleans, 

And  rich  with  the  myriad  scenes 

Of  the  southland's  storied  charm, 

(The  gift  of  the  sea-stream  warm); 

I  lingered  with  heart  content. 

Gorging  my  artist's  bent 

With  the  pictures  quaint  and  rare. 

Caught  in  the  glimpses  fair 

Of  the  gulf,  with  its  still  lagoons, 

And  the  yellow,  indolent  moons 

In  the  warm  skies— gleaming  wide. 

On  the  dark  sea's  sw^eeping  tide. 

And  the  picturesque,  strange  retreats 

Held  in  the  old  French  streets — 

Whose  tinges  of  quaint  romance 

Broods  like  an  age-old  trance 

In  the  busy  city's  woof; — 

The  glimpse  of  a  gabled  roof, 

With  the  light  of  a  dormer  eye 

Perched  up  under  the  sky  ; 

And  in  it  a  creole  face. 

With  a  solemn  or  roguish  grace 

To  hold  the  fancy — and  cast 

A  spell  o'er  one  as  he  passed. 

These,  or  some  gray,  old  wall- 
Crumbled,  and  ready  to  fall. 
Wreathed  with  a  myrtle  vine. 
Or  a  rose-bush'  scarlet  line— 
Read  to  the  artist's  look 
Like  an  exquisite  thought  in  a  book. 

And  it  chanced  in  those  idle  days. 

As  I  walked  through  the  quaint  old  ways. 

Through  the  lovely  and  rare  retreats 

Held  in  the  old  French  streets — 

That  I  saw,  when  the  day  was  wan, 

(For  my  artist  retina  drawn) 


A  picture  as  sweet  as  the  band 
Of  a  painter  ever  planned. 

Under  a  gray  house  wall. 

In  reach  of  the  passer's  call — 

A  child,  with  her  eyes  filled  deep 

With  the  light  that  the  southland's  keep,- 

Mellow,  and  soft,  and  aglow 

With  the  soul's  rich  flood  below. 

Ready  to  surge  and  ride 

Like  the  ocean's  sweeping  tide, — 

Holding  a  lap  of  flowers 

(Like  a  poet's  dream  of  the  hours) 

Piping  in  treble  high 

Her  wares  to  the  passers-by. 

Yet  holding  within  her  glance 

A  sparrow's  sad  romance 

Played  in  a  crevice  near — 

Of  the  old  wall  dark  and  drear. 

Where  a  mother-birds  soft  breast, 

Drooped  o'er  an  empty  nest. 

Could  I  but  pause,  and  take 
Largess  of  this  rich  stake? 
First,  for  the  sake  of  art — 
And  next,  that  my  beating  heart — 
Thrilled  with  a  memory,  drawn 
From  my  far  youth's  silver  dawn — 
When  love  was  the  vibrant  key 
Of  music  for  her  and  me. 

Her.  whose  memory  lent 
Hope,  and  strength,  and  content 
Through  the  struggle  of  weary  years 
When  I  plodded  with  hopes  and  fears 
In  my  loved  art's  chusen  way. 

Then,  there  had  come  a  day 
When  the  long  time  was  passed, 
E^ger  I  came,  at  last 
Back  to  the  old  home  shore — 
Finding  my  sweet  dream  o'er. 
Given  to  another's  claim 
My  one  star's  cherished  name. 
Won  to  unworthy  arms 
By  a  stranger's  will  and  charms- 
Leaving  but  art  alone 
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Now,  that  I  claimed  my  own. 

But  I  had  thought  at  last 

The  old  dream  ever  passed. 

Yet,  now,  with  the  old  time  pain 

It  had  come  to  me  again — 

In  the  light  of  a  sweet  child's  eyes 

Holding  an  old  surprise. 


Ple-ased  with  ihe  fortune  thrown 
So  soon  in  her  way. — and  I — 
With  the  blooms  crushed  ruthlessly 
In  my  tight  held  grasp— thus  led, 
Brooding  on  days  long  dead. 

Strange  that  I  felt  no  thrill- 
Guided  by  this  sweet  will 


A  STUDY. 


Someway — it  was  not  planned — 
Yet  we  were  hand  in  hand, 
Threading  the  quiet  streets — 
Down  through)  the  quaint  retreats, 
In  the  twilight's  fading  grace; 
She  with  her  sweet  child  face 
Turned  in  trust  to  my  own ;  — 


To  the  royal  pomp  and  state 

Waiting  my  exiled  fate! 

Deep  in  a  quaint  street,  where. 

Mounted  a  winding  stair 

Up  to  the  very  eaves 

Of  an  old  house,  masked  in  leaves — 

I  found  her — that  one  I  loved — 
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Ere  the  sorrow  of  love  was  proved, 

And  better  than  all  the  rest. 

With  a  memory  in  her  breast 

For  the  lover  of  old — and  when — 

Married?  oh,  yes,— but  then 

A  widow;  I  need  not  tell 

The  sequence.     We  now  all  dwell 

Here  on  this  tiny  isle 

Where  we  see  the  blue  sea  smile 

All  day — and  at  night  the  moon 

Swim  deep  in  the  dark  lagoon. 

That  picture  you  see  on  the  wall — 
Is  the  one  that  has  brought  me  all 
Of  good  that  a  life  may  claim — 
Love,  fortune,  content'  and  fame. 

Josephine  Spencer. 


A   BIRTHDAY  DIAMOND. 

Harvev  and  Helen  Gray  stood 
outside  the  plate  glass  window 
quietly  appreciating  the  details 
of  the  elegantly-dressed  interior. 
A  soft,  snowy  carpeting  hid  the 
floor  of  the  bay;  piles  of  rich 
plush  were  heaped  in  the  corners, 
their  lustrous  folds  gleaming  with 
gems  caught  carelessly  in  the 
loops  and  creases;  strands  of  gold 
and  silver  beads  festooned  between 
arches  of  dainty  pearl  and  gold 
opera-glasses;  pins,  and  bracelets 
and  pendants;  necklaces — golden 
or  set  with  gems;  silver  stamp 
and  match  and  bon-bon  boxes  of 
exquisite  workmanship  strewn 
artistically  amid  set  designs,  with 
bronze  and  ebony  figures  in  flash- 
ing golden  tunics  and  turbans, 
holding  stately  sentinelship  over 
the  treasures  of  the  window  cave, 
made  in  all  a  picture  that  might 
have  tempted  the  gaze  and  praise 
of  the  most  fastidious  of  critics. 

The  jewelry  establishment  had 
been  recently  opened,  and  the 
metropolitan  fittings  and  methods 


of  display  had  been  a  startling 
and  pleasing  innovation  in  the 
local  line  of  business. 

Helen  often  paused  before  the 
window,  her  half-unwilling  glances 
caught  and  held,  as  she  hurried 
past,  by  the  alluring  glitter  and 
tastefulness  of  display,  though  it 
was  with  a  certain  sense  of  w^eak- 
ness  that  she  yielded  to  the 
impulse. 

So  hard  had  been  the  battle 
waged  for  the  conquering  of  tastes 
and  habits  associated  with  the  old 
life  of  luxury  and  indulgence,  and 
against  the  memory  of  which  dur- 
ing these  later  years  of  poverty 
she  had  resolutely  set  her  face, 
that  it  seemed  like  treachery  to 
herself,  and  above  all  to  Harvey, 
who  had  suffered  enough  of  sensi- 
tive regret  and  self-condemnation 
for  her  forced  endurance  of  the 
life  of  hardship  and  self-denial 
which  she  had  incurred  through 
her  chosen  alliance  with  his  lot — 
to  yield  to  even  the  slightest 
seeming  of  desire  for  those  things 
from  which  her  life  was  debarred. 

Their  story  was  not  an  unusual 
one.  Spurred  by  the  opposition 
of  parents  into  a  hasty  and  clan- 
destine marriage,  they  had  had 
the  usual  chill  awakening  to  the 
stern  hardships  and  necessities 
incurred  by  the  step. 

Contrary  to  many  similar  cases, 
however,  whatever  of  regret 
followed  was  in  this  case  the 
result  solely  of  the  young  hus- 
band's morbid  exaggeration  of  his 
own  culpability,  in  having  drawn 
into  the  current  of  his  fate'  the 
loved      being      whose       life      had 
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enjoyed  advantages  which  his 
own  limited  resources  could  not 
supply. 

In  different  ways  it  had  been  a 
hard  lesson  to  them  both;  but  a 
fund  of  courage  and  integrity  at 
the  foundation  of  each  character 
made  the  experience  rather  a 
beneficial  than  disastrous  one. 
Self-denial  and  sorrow  are  hard 
task-masters;  but  the  outcome  of 
their  training  remains  at  the  will 
of  the  individual,  whether  it  be 
retrogression  or  development,  and 
the  experience  had  unfolded  in 
each  powers  ivhich  under  less 
necessitous  circumstances  might 
have  remained  dormant. 

From  the  time  of  their  marriage 
Harvey^s  natural  aspirations  for 
success  had  been  tinged  with  the 
hope — somewhat  sentimental  in 
its  exaggeration,  perhaps — of 
making  some  time  such  a  fortune 
as  should  recompense  Helen's 
sacrifice;  and  this  ambition, 
coupled  with  causes  resulting 
from  the  strained  relations  exist- 
ing between  themselves  and 
Helen's  family,  impelled  them  to 
leave  Cleveland  for  the  West — 
that  indefinite  region  promising  a 
future  more  golden,  in  imagination 
at  least,  than  was  outlined  by 
present  prospects  associated  with 
their  native  city.  From  Chicago 
and  Denver,  whither  they  first 
drifted,  they  had  come  to  Salt 
Lake,  where  the  salary  eked  by  a 
scanty  insurance  and  real  estate 
business  had  little  more  than  suf- 
ficed to  bar  the  door  against  the 
aggressions  of  the  proverbial  wolf. 

This  experience  endured  for  five 


years.  Then  one  of  those  sudden 
changes  whose  bliss  is  augmented 
by  total  unexpectedness  came  to 
relieve  it.  Two  years  before 
Harvey  had  been  able  to  buy  the 
small  cottage  which  they  were 
living  in,  together  with  the 
rather  extensive  property  upon 
which  it  was  built,  its  situation 
in  the  then  suburbs  of  the  city, 
together  with  the  owner's  financial 
difficulties,  furnishing  an  oppor- 
tunity for  purchase  upon  ridi- 
culously advantageous  terms. 
Two  years  later  the  lot,  suddenly 
transformed  into  "desirable  pro- 
perty" by  the  "boom,"  was  sold 
at  a  figure  that  made  their  present 
condition  princely  as  compared 
with  their  former  straitened  cir- 
cumstances. 

Harvey,  newly  inspired  and 
elated  by  his  changed  fortunes, 
was  making  up  for  past  years  of 
denial  by  a  boyishly  extravagant 
indulgence  of  his  long  cherished 
dreams  for  Helen's  happiness. 

After  provision  was  made  for  a 
new  home — it  had  begun  with 
the  stowing  up  of  impracticable 
articles,  designed  ostensibly  for 
palatial  and  courtly  precincts,  in 
their  temporary  small  abode,  and 
selected  by  Harvey  for  the  only 
and  omnipotent  reason  of  their 
fitness  for  Helen. 

The  latter's  expostulations  had 
lately  checked  the  extravagant 
outlay;  but  the  near  approach 
of  her  birthday  furnished  legiti- 
ma<:e  occasion  for  the  realization 
of  some  of  what  Helen  called 
"Harvey's  Aladin  dreams"  for 
her  indulgence. 
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The  two  left  the  window 
presently,  and  went  into  the 
elegantly  fitted  store.  The  place 
had  that  atmosphere  of  quiet  and 
seeming  exclusiveness  which  is 
the  distinction  and  striking  con- 
trast of  jewelry  establishments  in 
comparison  with  other  places  of 
trade.  Everywhere  about  them 
was  the  gleam  of  silver  and  gold, 
of  ivory  and  ebony,  of  tinted 
porcelain  and  cut  glass;  walls 
paneled  with  rich  plate,  show 
cases  lined  with  jewels,  with 
enameled  golden  spoons,  and 
dainty  pearl  and  silver  cutlery,  a 
scene  whose  adumbrations  of 
color  and  light  were  a  harmonious 
substitute  for  the  hum  of  human 
voices  and  hurry  and  bustle  of 
trade. 

A  number  of  customers  wer^  in 
the  store,  and  Harvey  and  Helen 
leaned  over  the  show  case  admir- 
ing the  brilliant  array  of  jewels 
while  waiting  for  the  clerk's 
attendance.  Helen  could  not  help 
but  gush  a  little  over  the  display. 
Jewels  of  myriad  hues,  set  with 
artistic  imaginative  designs  in 
rings  and  pins,  dim  moon-stones, 
ringed  with  clusters  of  diamond 
stars;  opals,  lit  with  dawn  and 
sunset  tintings  distilling  mists  of 
pearls;  rubies  as  flame  settings 
in  tiny  golden  andirons,  with 
flying  diamond  sparks  fallen  in 
the  ticks;  delicate  enamel  violets 
and  pansies,  with  seeds  of  pearl 
or  drops  of  diamond  dew  caught 
in  their  petals;  these  and  coutit- 
less  other  exquisite  jewel-fantasies 
in  necklaces,  bracelets,  and 
watches  made  up  an  array  tending 


to  enthuse  hearts  less  appreciative 
than  those  of  the  two  inspecting 
it. 

Harvey  watched  Helen  in  fond 
amusement. 

With  her  woman's  natural  love 
for  jewels  was  blended  the  glow 
of  a  present  consciousness  of 
possession  inspired  by  her  liberty 
to  select  from  the  display  what 
should  best  suit  her  fancy,  and 
the  novelty  of  experience  infused 
her  quiet  manner  with  a  tinge  of 
pleasurable  excitement,  which 
imbued  her  with  added  charm  in 
Harvey's  eyes. 

She  seemed  more  the  girl  bride 
of  eighteen  than  the  earnest 
woman  who  had  shared  unflinch- 
ingly the  rigors  of  his  lot.  Helen, 
through  it  all,  in  fact,  had  lost 
none  of  her  exceptional  beauty. 
The  gray  eyes,  though  more 
earnest,  were  still  bright  and  soft, 
and  the  peach-tinted  complexion, 
which  is  the  inseparable  accom- 
paniment of  chestnut  hair,  true 
to  its  distinctive  nature  remained 
unfaded.  The  color  had  deepened 
under  the  flush  of  excitement,  and 
in  her  cute,  gray  hat  and  street 
costume  she  made  a  truly  charm- 
ing personality. 

Harvey  leaning  beside  her  over 
the  show  case,  stealthily  pressed 
the  hand  lying  at  the  edge  of  the 
glass. 

"Those  opals  are  divine, 
Harvey,"  she  said  irrelevantly, 
but  smiling  and  flushing  prettily 
as  she  spoke.  "They  seem  to 
have  a  certain  spiritual  quality, 
as  violets  and  pansies  have  a 
human,  don't  you  think  so?" 
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"I  appreciate  your  wasting  that 
on  me,"  replied  Harvey,  with 
affected  humbleness;  it  would 
bring  you  money  from  the  maga- 
zines. The  hint  is  lost,  however; 
you  can't  expect  opal  and  diamond 
both,"  he  concluded  with  an  air 
of  ludicrously  assumed  stinginess. 

A  diamond  had  been  Harvey's 
ideal  for  the  birthday  gift,  and 
the  clerk,  approaching  them  at 
this  moment,  brought  forth  the 
collection  of  diamond  pins  and 
rings  for  their  clo*^er  in*^.pection. 

As  they  stood  looking  at  them 
one  of  the  proprietors  of  the 
establishment,  accompanied  by  a 
handsome  and  aristocratic-looking 
man,  cam*'  from  the  rear  room, 
walking  each  on  separate  sides  of 
the  counter,  towards  the  front  of 
the  store. 

As  they  reached  the  show-case 
near  which  Helen  and  Harvey 
stood,  both  paused,  the  proprietor 
picking  up  the  largest  of  the 
diamonds  on  the  case  and  com- 
paring them  with  a  number  of 
unset  jewels  of  the  same  kind, 
contained  in  a  tiny  tray  which 
he  held  in  his  hand.  Handsome 
as  wer-j  the  set  stones,  those 
flashing  from  the  tray  were  of  two 
fold  beauty. 

Harvey,  who  was  not  addicted 
to  more  than  ordinary  interest  in 
such  matters,  found  himself  en 
thused  by  their  brilliancy.  He 
glanced  at  Helen  for  her  appre- 
ciation, but  her  eyes  had  left  the 
stones  and  for  a  brief  instant 
quietly  were  regarding  the  hand- 
some and  striking  profile  of  the 
man  who  stood    near    them.      His 


appearance  in  fact  was  such  as 
to  attract  marked  notice.  Tall 
and  well-built,  his  manner  was 
marked  by  the  air  of  ease  which 
is  associated  with  culture  and 
good  breeding.  His  close  cut 
hair  outlined  the  rather  long  but 
well  shaped  head,  which  was 
visible  beneath  the  narrow- 
brimmed,  high,  silk  hat.  His  face 
was  clear  cut,  a  rather  prominent 
nose  being  modified  by  full  upper 
lip  and  chin,  giving  his  face 
strong  character,  while  the  pale- 
ness of  his  complexion  gave  his 
features  an  aristocratic  cast,  their 
fineness  being  accentuated  by  the 
contrast  of  a  rather  small  and 
deep  black  moustache.  It  was 
at  once  a  handsome  and  striking 
personality. 

As  the  two,  after  a  few 
moments'  conversation,  walked 
back  to  the  rear  end  of  the  store 
and  disappeared  in  the  inner 
room,  Helen  turned  quietly  to 
Harvey. 

"He  looks  as  if  he  might  be  a 
prince,  or  a  marquis  or  some- 
thing," she  said  smilingly,  catch- 
ing his  amused  glance. 

"He's  the  'something,'  prob- 
ably." 

"What,  Harvey?" 

"A  drummer,  I  guess." 

"Oh,  Harvey!" 

The  clerk  who  was  attending 
them  overheard  the  remark  and 
explained  smilingly. 

"The  gentleman  who  stood  near 
you  is  one  of  the  partners  of  an 
English  diamond  firm  in  Brazil. 

He  is  traveling  for  pleasure, 
principally,  I  believe,  and  includ- 
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ing  the  interests  of  his  firm  with 
other  objects  of  his  tour.  The 
diamonds  you  saw  just  now  are 
some  of  the  finest  ever  handled  by 
his  house. " 

"Are  they  for  sale?"  queried 
Harvey  with  some  eagerness. 

I  can't  say,  though  I  presume 
so,"  was  the  reply.  "I  can  easily 
ascertain."  He  walked  back  into 
the  rear  room  and  soon  returned 
with  the  tray  in  his  hand.  He  was 
followed  by  the  aristocratic  indivi- 
dual, who,  however,  remained  at 
the  other  end  of  the  store  idly 
inspecting  the  contents  of  the 
various  show  cases. 

The  diamonds  were  purchas- 
able, and  Harvey,  spite  of 
Helen's  whispered  remonstrance, 
chose  the  choicest  of  the  brilliant 
stones  for  her  gift.  Its  size  was 
that  of  a  small  hazel  nut,  and  its 
lustre  royal,  the  white,  electric 
rays  shining  resplendently  amid 
the  gems  of  lesser  size  and  bril- 
liance. 

The  price  paid  would  have 
covered  a  year's  expenses  in  their 
old  way  of  living,  and  Helen's 
acquired  carefulness  made  her 
wince  at  the  outlay  for  an  article 
of  mere  adornment. 

"  It  seems  wicked  to  spend ,  so 
much  money  for  me,  Harvey," 
she  expostulated  during  the 
clerk's  temporary  withdrawal;  the 
thought  of  it,  after  what  we  have 
experienced,  gives  me  a  sensatiop 
of  dizziness." 

"Its  the  new  atmosphere;  you 
will  soon  get  acclimated, "  returned 
Harvey  with  sublime  indifference 
to  her  appeal. 


There  was  a  question  as  to 
whether  the  stone  should  be  set 
as  a  pin  or  ring,  Harvey  rather 
favoring  the  latter. 

The  pin  had  preference  with 
Helen,  however,  as  the  diamond 
would  make  rather  too  large  a 
setting  for  a  feminine  hand; 
besides,  Helen  as  yet  felt  the 
jewel  as  something  too  good  and 
unusual  for  the  everyday  wear 
which  a  ring  would  ensure.  She 
chose  a  slender  bar  of  thick,  dead 
gold  for  the  setting,  the  jeweller 
promising  the  work  done  by  the 
next  day. 

They  left  the  store,  Helen  half 
elated  and  half  with  a  feeling  of 
guilt  for  the  extravagence,  and 
Harvey  in  joy  for  having  carried 
his  point  and  paid,  as  he  teas- 
ingly  expressed  it,  "a  first  install- 
ment on  the  old  debt." 

They  were  moving  from  their 
old  home  to  the  hotel,  the  new 
owners  of  the  land  having  bar- 
gained for  their  removal  within  a 
stated  time,  and  Helen  was  glad 
to  leave  the  pin  at  the  jeweller's 
till  the  change  was  made.  The 
prestige  of  the  boom  was  fast 
accumulating  a  set  of  desperate 
characters  in  the  city,  and  house- 
breaking and  "  hold  ups"  were 
the  order  of  the  day  and  night; 
and  Helen,  with  the  newly 
acquired  responsibility  of  her 
valuable  possession,  felt  that  the 
publicity  of  a  hotel  would  offer 
protection  from  thieves  such  as 
their  far-out  residence  could  not 
promise,  especially  as  Harvey  was 
absent  so  much  jof  late  on  busi- 
ness.    The  day    after     they    were 
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settled  in  their  rooms  at  the  hotel 
Helen  went  to  the  jeweller's  for 
her  pin. 

As  she  went  into  the  store  she 
encountered  the         handsome 

stranger  who  had  been  present  at 
the  time  of  her  purchase.  He 
stood  near  the  door,  his  arm 
leaning  lightly  upon  a  small,  up- 
right show  case,  carelessly  inspect- 
ing the  elaborate  gold  handles  of 
the  silk  umbrellas  inside.  As 
Helen  passed  he  glanced  at  her, 
and  her  gaze  met  full  his  unusually 
expressive  and  beautiful  eyes. 
They  were  soft  yet  steady,  the 
lines  of  the  iris  almost  black,  and 
the  long,  dark  lashes  shading 
them,  giving  a  slightly  drooping 
and  indolent  cast  to  their  expres- 
sion. 

Helen  felt  herself  flushing 
strangely  under  his  somewhat 
steady  gaze,  though  it  lasted  but 
for  an  instant,  and  the  conscious- 
ness of  her  unaccountable  weak- 
ness made  her  feel  somewhat 
confused  and  uncomfortable  dur- 
ing her  short  stay  in  the  store. 

She  found  the  pin  finished,  and 
the  clerk  handed  it  to  her  encased 
in  a  slender  box  lined  with  layers 
of  fleecy  white  cotton. 

The  diamond  gained  ten-fold 
brilliancy  and  beauty  from  its  rich 
setting,  and,  looking  at  it,  Helen 
felt  a  thrill  of  genuine  and  par- 
donable delight  at  its  possession. 
When  it  was  wrapped  she  placed 
the  box  in  her  huge  silken  satchel, 
the  reigning  fad  of  the  time,  and 
left  the  store,  experiencing  a 
feeling  of  partial  relief  at  not 
being  obliged  to  repeat  the  former 


encounter  with  the  stranger,  he 
having  sauntered  back  to  the  rear 
end  of  the  store.  At  the  hotel, 
after  she  had  shared  for  awhile 
with  Harvey  her  admiration  and 
pride  for  the  beautiful  jewel,  the 
slightly  unpleasant  impression 
connected  with  the  meeting  in  the 
store  returned  to  her,  though  she 
was  conscious  of  exaggerating  its 
importance.  She  spoke  to  Harvey 
about  it  laughingly. 

There  had  been  a  joke  kept  up 
between  them  since  the  day  of  the 
purchase  of  the  diamond,  Harvey 
having,  with  assumed  jealousy, 
accused  her  of  open  admiration 
for  the  handsome  stranger  they 
had  seen  in  the  store,  and  who 
had  since  been  alluded  to  famil- 
iarly between  them  by  various 
aristocratic  titles. 

I  saw  the  'marquis'  today  at  the 
jeweller's,"  she  said  smilingly. 

"His  Brazilian  highness  still 
with  us?" 

"Yes.  I  think  you're  right 
about  my  being  a  little  smitten," 
she  continued  jokingly.  "He  has 
certainly  made  some  kind  of 
impression,  though  I  am  not  sure 
what. " 

Harvey's  brow  assumed  a 
dramatic  scowl. 

"It  were  best  that  it  remains 
indefinite,  madam." 

(TO    BE     CONCLUDED.) 


Those  who  have  learned  most 
languages  sometimes  fail  to  under- 
stand the  simplest — which  is  the 
language  of    the  heart. 
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TEMPLE  SONG. 

Of  the  sacred,  holy  temple 
And  its  glories  we  would  sing ; 
Of  the  choice  and  heavenly  blessings 
Its  completion  soon  will  bring. 
In  the  latter  days,  as  ever. 
Father's  precious  gifts  most  rare 
Still  are  found  within  the  portals 
Of  His  temples  pure  and  fair. 

Nowhere  else  beneath  the  heavens 
Are  such  priceless  things  made  known  ; 
Not  in  palaces  of  nobles, 
Nor  to  kings  upon  the  throne. 
Neath  the  gilded  domes  of  churches, 
Whatso'er  the  type  or  name, 
Not  therein  is  Father's  glory 
Nor  the  true  and  living  flame. 

Neither  do  the  rich  and  mighty 

In  such  holy  blessmgs  share  ; 

Wealth  cannot  unlock  God's  treasures ; 

Tis  the  contrite,  earnest  prayer 

From  the  heart  that's  pure  and  guileless 

That  obtains  the  golden  key 

To  eternal  life,  the  priceless, 

Great  and  wondrous  mystery. 

Do  we  wish  our  names  engraven 
On  the  temple  records  bright? 
We  must  set  ourselves  in  order, 
In  each  noble  act  delight. 
Cease  from  all  that  leads  to  evil. 
And  oar  souls  make  clean  and  pure  ; 
Then  our  God  will  smile  upon  us. 
And  He'll  make  His  promise  sure.  ' 

Mary  A.  Freeze. 
Sang  at  the  Quarterly  Conference  of  the  Y. 
L.  M    I.  A..  Sah  Lake  City,  Nov.,  189a. 


A  BROKEN  HEART. 

A  CHRISTMAS  STORY. 

He  was  a  great,  big,  awkward 
fellow  of  twenty-three,  good-look- 
ing, with  the  exception  of  a  pair 
of  large,  brown,  soft  eyes  and  a 
kind  fascinating  smile.  And  she 
was  a  dainty  little  maiden  of 
seventeen,  with  a  sweet,  pretty 
face  and  a  graceful  form. 

They  lived  in  the  same  village, 
and  had  been  brought  up  almost 
together,  their  parents  being  close 


neighbors.  His  name  was  Andrew 
Wight,  and  he  was  controlling 
his  mother's  farm,  his  father  hav- 
ing been  dead  quite  a  number  of 
years.  He  had  always  looked  at 
Margaret  Decker  as  his  very  own 
little  girl,  and  had  within  the  last 
year  thought  seriously  of  asking 
her  to  become  his  wife.  He 
thought  he  had  the  first  right  to 
her,  having  helped  to  bring  her  up 
and  educate  her,  as  it  were. 
Margaret  was  the  youngest  of 
seven  children,  and  was,  when  a 
child,  vefy  delicate.  She  was 
three  years  old  before  she  could 
walk  any  distance,  and  Andrew 
used  to  carry  her  about  in  his 
strong  arms  down  to  the  stable  to 
inspect  his  father*s  fat  cows,  out 
in  the  fields  in  summer  time  to 
gather  flowers,  and  many,  many 
times  he  carried  her  to  and  from 
meeting  for  her  tired,  over-worked 
mother.  And  little  Margaret  grew 
fond  of  the  boy,  and  used  to  run 
after  him  everywhere,  when  at  last 
she  got  SQ  that  she  could.  But 
she  was  too  delicate  to  send  to 
school,  which  was  a  good  distance 
from  her  home;  and  when  she 
began  to  be  ashamed  of  her  own 
ignorance  she  complained  to 
Andrew,  and  asked  him  if  he 
couldn't  teach  her  something. 
WeJl,  Andrew  wasn't  very  clever 
himself,  but  he  thought  he  could 
teach  her  the  A,  B,  C  anyway,  and 
so  they  began  winter  evqnings  to 
study  hard,  and  Margaret  soon 
learned  to  read,  cipher,  and  proved 
a  much  more  apt  scholar  than  her 
teacher. 

When  she  was  ten  years  old  she 
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began  rapidly  to  outgrow  her 
sickness,  and  was  sent  to  school 
along  with  the  other  children. 
But  the  friendship  that  had  existed 
between  her  and  Andrew  never 
died,  although  there  were  a  few 
years  when  he  took  little  notice  of 
her.  But  when  at  fourteen  she 
began  to  manifest  a  desire  to  be 
taken  to  the  many  parties,  the 
only  amusement  for  the  young 
people  there,  Andrew,  like  a  gal- 
lant cavalier,  took  her  as  often  as 
her  mother  would  allow  it.  He 
was  six  years  older  than  her;  but 
he  concluded  he  would  wait  for 
Margaret,  he  was  in  no  hurry  to 
marry. 

But  now  he  had  been  called  to 
go  on  a  mission,  and  he  therefore 
decided  to  find  out  how  he  stood 
with  Margaret  before  he  went. 

There  was  to  be  a  great  ball  on 
the  evening  of  Christmas  day,  and 
of  course  Andrew  was  the  partner 
of  pretty  Margaret,  wno  was  as 
happy  as  a  lark.  She  danced  and 
flew  about  in  her  pink  dress  and 
ditto  ribbons  till  it  did  one  good 
to  look  at  the  pretty  little  thing. 
And  Andrew  always  knew  where 
she  was.  He  followed  her  with 
his  eyes  whoever  he  danced  with; 
but  he  didn't  dance  a  great  deal; 
it  always  seemed  to  affect  his 
heart  someway,  and  he  was  sensi- 
ble enough  to  be  cautious. 

That  night  when  they  went 
home  he  asked  her  in  hisstraight- 
forward  way  to  be  his  wife  and 
Margaret  promised  and  was  very 
happy.  It  was  decided,  being  that 
Margaret  was  so  young,  that  they 
should  postpone  the  marriage  till 


he  came  back  from  his  mission. 
There  was  never  a  doubt  in  his 
heart  of  Margaret's  faithfulness; 
he  judged  her  by  himself,  however. 
Before  he  went  he  asked  her  if  she 
thought  she  could  wait  for  him,, 
and  she  promised  that  come  what 
might  she  would  be  true,  and  he 
firmly  believed  that  she  would. 

Andrew  left  home  in  February, 
and  Margaret  nearly  cried  her 
lovely  eyes  out  for  several  days 
after  his  departure.  But  with 
youth  grief  cannot  last  very  long, 
and  she  soon  realized  that  if  she 
was  to  last  till  Andrew  came  back 
she  must  stop  grieving  at  once, 
and  she  did. 

Early  in  the  spring  their  little 
community  was  blessed  with  a 
new  school  teacher,  a  young  man 
from  Salt  Lake  City,  who  came  to 
board  with  Margaret's  parents. 

It  had  been  agreed  between  her 
and  Andrew  that  they  should  not 
correspond,  as  he  considered  it 
more  proper  not  to  be  fettered 
with  a  correspondence  of  that  sort 
when  working  for  the  Lord.  And 
so  it  came  to  pass  that  while  he 
was  diligently  striving  to  do  as 
much  good  as  possible,  and  en- 
during many  hardships  for  the 
gospel's  sake,  Margaret  began  to 
compare  her  honest,  clumsy  lover 
with  the  spruce,  slick-tongued 
schoolmaster,  and  wishing  in  her 
inmost  heart  that  Andrew  had 
been  a  little  more  like  him.  But 
she  meant  to  be  true  to  her  mis- 
sionary. But  meanwhile  there 
could  be  no  harm  in  flirting  a 
little  bit  with  the  teacher,  whose 
name,  by    the    way,    was    Horace 
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Greenley,  which  she  accordingly 
did  to  her  heart's  content.  But 
Mr.  Greenley  was  not  a  very  good 
young  man;  he  knew  that  Mar- 
garet was  the  promised  wife  of 
another  man,  yet  he  never  neg- 
lected an  opportunity  of  taking 
advantage  of  his  absence,  and 
before  the  girl  realized  what  she 
was  doing  she  had  promised  to 
marry  Horace  Greenley.  Her 
parents,  who  knew  she  was 
engaged  to  Andrew,  of  whom  they 
thought  a  great  deal  more  than  of 
this  young  stranger,  who  was 
reported  to  both  drink  and  smoke, 
warned  Margaret  not  to  carry  her 
nonsense  with  him  too  far.  But 
one  bright  morning,  before  Andrew 
had  been  gone  a  year,  Margaret 
left  her  home  and  ran  away  with 
the  stranger,  no  one  knew  where. 
Her  sorrow-stricken  parents  did 
everything  to  find  their  daughter, 
but  all  in  vain. 

Another  year  and  Andrew  came 
back,  happy,  and  fully  expecting 
to  find  his  darling.  No  one  had 
told  him  of  Margaret's  doings, 
thinking  it  best  to  let  that  rest  till 
he  came  home.  And  now  the 
blow  struck  him  so  unexpectedly 
that  it  nearly  killed  him.  He 
was  laid  up  for  several  weeks,  and 
of  course  his  illness  was  attri- 
buted to  the  hardships  of  his 
mission  by  those  who  knew  no 
better.  The  doctor  came  and  said 
it  was  heart  disease,  and  that  he 
must  be  very  careful  not  to  over- 
exert himself.  Andrew  smiled 
sadly  and  thought  the  doctor  had 
"struck  it"  this  time,  for  it  was 
really  his  heart  that  was    broken. 


He  didn't  say  much  about  his 
disappointment.  When  he  was 
able  to  be  up  again  he  went  about 
doing  his  work  as  before  he  went 
away;  but  his  youth  was  gone,  life 
had  lost  its  flavor,  and  Andrew 
grew  old-looking  and  stooped 
shouldered. 

Christmas  was  coming  on  again, 
a  fourth  time  since  the  day  that 
Andrew  and  Margaret  walked 
home  from  the  party  so  happy 
together,  when  one  morning 
Andrew  astonished  his  mother  by 
abruptly  saying:  "I'm  going  to 
Salt  Lake  tonight,  mother."  Mrs. 
Wight  sat  down  on  a  chair  full  of 
clean  clothes  she  wa^  putting 
away  from  yesterday's  ironing. 

"Be  you  in  earnest,   Andrew?" 

"  Never  was  more  so. " 

His  mother  sat  awhile  looking 
at  him  wonderingly,  then  said : 

"What  can  you  be  wanting  in 
Salt  Lake  City  now  at  this  time 
of  the  year?" 

"I'm  going  to  hunt  up  Mar- 
garet. " 

"Hunt  up  some  common  sense, 
if  you  have  any,"  was  his 
mother's  impatient  rejoinder. 
What  do  you  want  with  her?" 

"She  wants  me;  she  is  in 
trouble. " 

"Where  did  you  find  that  out; 
has  her  folks  heard  from  her?" 

"No." 

"Well,  how  do  you  know  she's 
in  Salt  Lake,  and  that  he  wants 
you?" 

Andrew  hesitated  a  moment, 
and  shifted  a  little  uneasily  on 
his  chair.  He  would  rather  not 
have  answered,     but     his    mother 
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sat  looking  rigidly  at  him,  and  he 
knew  she  would  have  it  out  of 
him;  so  he  told  her  that  he  had 
seen  Margaret  in  a  dream  last 
night,  and  she  had  begged  him  to 
help  her  for  she  was  in  sore  need. 

"And  you  will  act  on  that 
dream,  just  because  your  head  is 
full  of  her  night  and  day,  and  it's 
no  wonder  you  dream  all  sorts  of 
nonsense  about  her.  You  must 
act  like  a  simpleton  and  run  to 
Salt  Lake  after  a  fancy  or  a 
nightmare,  or  what  you've  a  mind 
to  call  it.  Who's  going  to  look 
after  the  stock  the  while?" 

"I'll  see  to  that,  mother,  before 

I  go-"      . 

"And  so  you're  really  going?" 
asked  his  mother,  as  if  she  had 
hardly  believed  it  till  now. 

"I  must." 

"Well,  you  always  was  a  fool!" 
and  the  irate  old  lady  went  out 
and  slammed  the  door  to  seek 
consolation  with  a  neighbor,  and 
talk  over  the  waywardness  of 
young  people  now-a-days,  and 
how  Andrew's  heart  had  troubled 
him  of  late. 

But  Andrew,  true  to  the  prompt- 
ings of  his  noble  heart,  went  to 
Salt  Lake  City. 

The  snow  fell  softly,  as  if  loath 
to  disturb  the  holiday  peace  of 
Christmas  eve,  as  the  merchants 
of  Salt  Lake  turned  out  their  gas 
and  locked  the  stores,  and,  well 
satisfied  with  the  day's  income, 
hurried  homeward  to  the  bosom 
of  their  respective  families.  The 
streets  were  getting  quiet  and 
deserted;  only  the  saloons  were 
still  ablaze  with  light  and  profane 


language,  which  rang  out  in  the 
still  night  when  the  doors  were 
opened,  with  a  mocking  echo,  so 
different  from  the  song  of  peace 
of  eighteen  hundred  years  ago, 
when  the  glad  tidings  were  pro- 
claimed to  fallen  mankind.  And 
here  were  fallen  mankind  revelling 
in  sin  and  singing  the  praise  of 
Satan's  9wn  invention — whisky — 
as  if  the  angel's  song  had  never 
reached  their  ears.  A  lonely 
figure  was  crouching  around  a 
pile  of  empty  barrels  outside  one 
of  these  houses,  trying  to  get  a 
glimpse  of  the  interior  whenever 
the  door  was  opened.  She  went 
up  to  the  door  several  times  as  if 
to  enter,  but  shrank  back  again 
as  often.  Then  she  would  walk 
forth  and  back  a  couple  of  times 
in  much  agitation,  and  try  to 
nerve  herself  for  the  task  of  going 
in.  She  did  not  notice  another 
figure,  a  man,  on  the  opposite 
street  corner,  who  had  stood 
watching  her  closely  some  time, 
until  he  came  toward  her,  and  she 
looked  up  frightened  and  would 
hurry  on.  But  something  in  the 
man's  appearance  had  arrested 
her  attention.  She  darted  another 
hurried  glance  at  him,  and  then 
her  name  was  spoken. 

"Margaret,  Margaret,  is  it 
you?"  What  a  world  of  sorrowful 
compassion  lay  in  the  words,  and 
the  woman  knew  the  voice 
instantly,  She  sprang  forward 
and  clutched  his  arm,  while  she 
gasped  out:  "O,  Andrew,  have 
you  come  to  save  me,  my  good 
angel;  have  mercy  on  me,  Andrew 
and  forgive  me." 
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"I  'lave  long  ago.  How  :an  I 
lelp  you?  What  are  you  doing 
here?"  He  could  scarcely  control 
his  voice;  but  took  both  her  hands 
and  held  them  within  his  own  as 
he  had  done  so  often  when  as  a 
child  she  came  to  him  with  her 
trouble. 

"My  child  is  sick,"  she  faltered, 
"and  he  is  in  there,"  pointing 
toward  the  saloon.  "I  came  to 
get  him  home;  my  child  is  very 
sick;  I  wanted  him  to  go  for  a 
doctor;  but  I  don't  suppose  he 
would  be  able  to  even  if  I  got 
him  out  with  me.  Do  not  wish 
me  any  evil  for  what  Pve  done  to 
you,  Andrew,  for  I've  had  plenty 
of  it."  She  looked  furtiyely  up 
at  him,  aind  her  own  eyes  dropped 
'neath  the  sad,  brown  eyes,  so  full 
of  pity  for  her  misery. 

"I'll  go  for  a  doctor  at  once," 
he  said,  "if  you  will  tell  me 
where  )'ou  live."  She  told  him 
and  hurried  home  while  he  went 
in  search  of  a  doctor. 

Margaret  had  left  her  baby  in 
the  care  of  a  neighboring  woman 
while  she  had  gone  for  her  hus- 
band, and  when  she  came  back 
the  poor  little  form  lay  cold  and 
lifeless  in  the  woman's  lap. 

"Thank  God  your  child  is 
spared  much  misery,  Mrs.  Green- 
ley,"  said  the  stranger  kindly,  as 
poor  Margaret,  with  a  terrible  cry, 
caught  the  lifeless  little  one  to 
her  bosom. 

Andrew  came  with  the  doctor, 
but  of  course  his  services  were 
not  needed,  and  he  went  away 
again,  leaving  Andrew  to  comfort 
the  poor  stricken  mother. 


"O  what  have  I  done,  what 
have. I  done?"  sobbed  Margaret 
loudly,  not  heeding  the  kindly 
voice  of  Andrew,  who  tried  to 
comfort  her.  Her  own  conscience 
repeated  the  words,  and  she 
checked  her  sorrow  a  little  and 
said,  "It's  the  wages  of  sin, 
Andrew."  He  had  looked  about 
him  in  Margaret's  destitute  dwell- 
ing, and  he  shuddered  at  the 
thought  of  what  his  poor  girl  had 
suffered.  Little  by  little  he  got 
her  to  tell  him  her  sad  tale, 
which  there  is  no  need  to  repeat, 
and  he  pitied  her  from  the  bottom 
of  his  heart.  He  asked  her  if  it 
were  not  best  to  write  to  her 
parents,  but  Margaret  said  she 
dared  not.  She  had  outraged 
their  feelings,  so  that  she  could 
not  hope  for  their  forgiveness. 
But  Andrew  promised  that  he 
would  do  it  for  her  this  very 
night. 

She  did  not  ask  about  him;  all 
absorbed  as  she  was  in  her  own 
grief,  it  seemed  so  natural  to 
have  him  there  that  she  asked  no 
questions.  He  then  advised  her 
to  accept  the  kind  off^r  of  her 
neighbor  to  go  and  stay  with  her 
the  remainder  of  the  night,  and 
he  would  come  again  in  the 
morning  and  help  her  as  well  as 
he  could.  Before  he  left  he  gave 
her  a  twenty  dollar  gold  piece, 
and  said,  "  Keep  it  to  yourself, 
Margaret;  do  not  let  him  get  it." 
And  Margaret  had  sunk  so  deep 
and  suffered  so  much  poverty  that 
she  took  it  without  remonstrating, 
only  thanking  him  with  her  tears. 
When  Andrew  came  home  to  the 
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room  he  had  rented,  with  an  old 
acquaintance  of  his  mother's,  he 
sat  down  and  wept  bitterly. 

"Oh  Margaret,  Margaret," 
wailed  his  heart,  "thus  should  I 
find  you;  and  I  would  have  shelt- 
ered you  from  all  pain. "  When  he 
had  quieted  down  some  he  wrote 
an  earnest,  entreating  letter  to  her 
parents,  telling  them  of  her  for- 
saken position,  and  implored 
them  to  come  to  her  as  soon  as 
possible.  He  finished  the  letter 
and  laid  it  by  ready  to  mail  it 
early  in  the  morning,  and  then 
started  another  for  his  mother, 
telling  her  all  about  Margaret, 
and  begged  her  to  be  kind  to  her, 
when,  as  he  hoped  she  should 
come  home. 

Margaret  waited  in  vain  for 
Andrew  all  the  next  day;  her 
little  one  was  buried,  and  her 
husband  stayed  sober  one  whole 
day. 

Two  days  after  the  funeral  her 
mother  came,  and  the  erring 
child  was  forgiven.  In  company 
they  wept  over  Margaret's  sorrow, 
and  the  mother  proposed  that  she 
should  go  home  with  her. 

"But  where  is  Andrew,  my  good 
angel?"  enquired  Margaret,-  after 
having  told  her  mother  how  they 
had  met.  At  this  her  mother 
burst  into  tears  again,  and  told 
her  that  Andrew  had  gone  home 
to  the  Christmas  cheer  in  heaven. 
On  the  morning  of  Christmas  day 
his  landlady  had  found  him  dead 
in  his  chair,  with  a  letter  to  his 
mother  before  him.  The  doctor 
said  it  was  enlargement  of  the 
heart,    and    he    was    quite    right. 


The  excitement  and  emotion  of 
the  meeting  with  Margaret  had 
been  too  much  for  him. 

Sophy  Valentine. 


WORDS  OF  WELCOME. 

Written  and  read  by  Mrs.  Sarah  Rush,  at 
the  Old  Folks'  dinner,  which  was  given  them  by 
the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.  Richfield,  Dec.  28th,  1892. 

Welcome,  all  ye  aged  veterans! 

For  this  day  to  you  belongs; 
Hear  the  happy  strains  of  music, 

Listen  to  the  joyful  songs, 
Noble  fathers,  honored  mothers, 

For  your  happiness  we  pray; 
Eagerly  we  strive  to  serve  you, 

Make  your  spirits  light  and  gay. 

These,  your  lair  and  noble  daughters, 

Guided  by  the  Lord  on  high. 
Long  have  labored,  much  have  gathered. 

That  the  aged  might  have  joy. 
We  love  to  see  the  dear  old  eyes 

With  pleasure  bnghtly  shine. 
Your  faces  fiHed  with  radiance. 

The  light  of  love  divine. 

We  cannot  ask  that  flowers 

Always  bloom  beneath  your  feet, 
For  we  know  the  awful  poison, 

And  the  sting  of  things  too  sweet. 
We  only  ask  that  Father 

Will  lead  us  all  aright. 
And  guide  the  weary,  trembling  feet 

Through  darkness  into  light. 

Time  has  gathered  all  the  roses 

From  your  faces  long  ago. 
Their  precious  bloom  and  order 

Has  been  washed  by  winter's  snow. 
Yet,  we  will  not  speak  of  age 

In  a  sad  and  mournful  strain, 
For  winter  does  not  come 

To  bring  us  tears  and  pain. 

Radiant  spring  and  splendid  summer. 

Glorious  autumn  all  are  gone; 
But  the  prospect  still  is  cheerful, 

All  life  s  victories  are  not  won. 
Though  the  winter  of  your  lives  may  come. 

No  more  to  pass  away; 
Though  the  frost  of  age  may  linger, 

Throughout  eternal  day, 

There  will  come  a  happy  spring  time 
In  that  home  of  light  above, 
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And  the  almond  tree  shall  flourish. 

Bearing  fruit  of  peace  and  love. 
There  the  eyes,  now  dim,  shall  brighten, 

And  the  weary  ones  be  free, 
And  the  light  of  love  will  waken 

Songs  of  peace  and  unity. 

There  the  feast  will  be  eternal, 

Loved  ones  meet  to  part  no  more  ; 
No  hot  tears  nor  aching  bosoms. 

On  that  bright  and  happy  shore. 
There  all  hearts  will  be  united  ; 

There  the  weary  be  at  rest. 
And  with  Christ  we'll  dwell  forever, 

In  the  mansions  of  the  blest. 


ANDREW  DOYLE'S  CHRISTMAS  EVE. 

There  it  was,  in  the  blue, 
frosty  air,  its  grey  adobe  houses 
and  its  trees,  all  covered  with  the 
deep  white  mantle  of  winter.  His 
native  city!  How  the  heart  of 
the  returning  missionary  thrilled, 
as  he  watched  the  outlines  of  the 
town  through  the  car  windows, 
growing     clearer    and    clearer    as 

they  neared  the  station.     C 

Valley  is  cold,  and  Christmas 
finds  it  robed  in  its  frosty  winter 
mantle,  the  hills  shrouded  with 
the  white  glory  of  snow  and  the 
vales  still  with  their  babbling 
lips  closed  in  the  kiss  of  the  ice 
king.  But  it  was  beautiful,  thought 
this  enthusiastic  young  man,  as 
the  roofs  and  spires  of  his  beloved 
town  sharpened  in  outline  against 
the  circline:  sky.  So  intent  was 
he  in  gazing  upon  the  loveliness 
without,  that  he  was  startled  to 
hear  a~  voice  shout  in  his  ear, 
above  the  rattle  of  the  train. 

"Hello,  old  man,  getting  home 
are  you?  Well,  awful  glad  to  see 
you.  Not  much  change,  eh?  But 
when   you  come    to    look    around 


you  will  find  lots  of  improvements 
in  L " 

The  missionary  was  delighted 
with  the  interruption,  the  two 
had  been  friends  in  childhood, 
and  although  they  had  met  rarely 
in  later  youth  any  one  from 
"Home',  that  blessed  spot  on 
earth,  was  joyfully  welcome  to  the 
eyes  of  this  returned  missionary. 

Andrew  Doyle  had  been  in 
Europe  nearly  three  years,  and 
although  he  had  received  letters 
from  his  own  immediate  relatives, 
the  friends  and  acquaintances 
who  began  a  profuse  correspon- 
dence with  him,  had  every  one 
ceased  to  write  before  he  had 
been  gone  a  year.  So,  although 
he  had  a  general  idea  of  matters 
and  things  at  home,  still  the 
little  odds  and  ends  of  news  and 
personal  gossip  were  all  untold, 
and  now  he  most  assiduously 
plied  the  young  man  beside  him 
with  all  sorts  of  questions. 

"Oh  yes,  there's  lots  of  new 
houses  gone  up.  Manton's  have 
got  a  regular  dandy  of  a  modern 
house  with  corners  cut  off  and 
put  on  in  every  wall  of  the  house. 
Higbee's  have  torn  down  the 
front  of  their  house  and  put  on 
a  big,  two-storied  bay  window 
part.  Even  Widow  Jensen  has 
made  enough  in  the  boom  to  put 
a  whole  ba  k  part  to  her  house, 
and  it  looks  like  a  long  Chinese 
wash  house  running  nearly  out 
to  the  end  of  her  lot.  Peter  Smith 
has  left  for  Arizona  and  the  whole 
family  of  Stukles  have  moved  up 
to  Canada.  How  are  the  boys 
and     girls,     you     ask?     Well,     of 
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course  you  know  that  Manda 
Green  -  married  an  outsider  and 
sne  has  been  lett  to  get  along  with 
her  young  one  the  best  she  could, 
for  the  Gentile  lit  out  for  parts 
unknown  about  six  months  ago. 
What  fools  some  of  our  girls  are; 
they  seem  to  think  that  a  fellar 
that  talks  rough  has  a  rough 
heart;  and  the  fop  or  black-leg 
of  a  Gentile  who  comes  here  and 
talks  smooth  and  calls  them 
beautiful  creatures,  oh  he's  a 
jo-dandy  and  away  go  their  wits 
and  their  heels  in  hot  pursuit." 

"And  the  other  girls;  I  haven't 
heard  a  word  about  the  old  crowd 
for  over  six  months.  Mother 
wrote  to  me  regularly,  but  she 
had  so  much  home  news  to  tell 
me  that  I  didn't  get  a  word 
about  other  people." 

"Well,  who  do  you  want  to 
hear  about?  Hepsy  Wison?  She's 
the  same  jolly  girl  she  ever  was, 
and  Hattie  Olsen  is  going  with 
Hery  Jones;  looks  as  if  they  would 
make  a  match  of  it  before  long. 
And  Rill  and  Bessie  are  up  in 
Idaho  this  winter  teaching 
school. " 

"And  Nellie?" 

"Nell?  Oh  she's  just  got  mar- 
ried to  Ben  Johnson.  Didn't 
you  kind  o'look  sweet  at  her?  I 
heard  something  about  that  but 
had  plum  forgotten  it.  Cheer  up 
old  boy,  there's  just  as  good  fish 
in  the  sea  as  ever  was  caught." 

And  then  the  whistle  blew, 
there  was  the  confusion  of  arrival 
at  the  station,  it  was  home  again, 
and  whatever  emotion  was  caused 
the    returned    missionary    by    the 


last  information  was  unnoticed 
by  his  companion  and  almost 
swallowed  up  in  the  swelling  joy 
of  meeting  parents  and  kindred 
assembled  at  the  station  to  wel- 
come him  home. 

Three  hours  afterwards,  a 
deputation  of  young  men  carue  to 
the  house  of  the  Doyle's  and 
insisted  upon  his  joining  them  in 
a  Christmas  sleighing  party  to 
visit     the      adjoining       town     of 

H ,  there  to  attend  the  grand 

Christmas  Eve  Ball  held  in  their 
honor,  and  then  the  return  at 
midnight  under  the  frosty,  bril- 
liant stars. 

His  mother  joined  in  the  wish 
to  have  him    go,   as  a  number  of 

his  cousins  lived  at  H ,  and 

she  was  anxious  for  him  to  see 
all  his  aunts  and  cousins  there. 
But  he  refused  to  join  them  in 
their  merry  party  in  the  big  bob- 
sled, as  he  did  not  want  to  leave 
home  until  nearly  nine  o'clock, 
he  had  many  things  to  say  to  his 
beloved  parents.  He  promised, 
however,  to  come  over  in  his 
father's  cutter,  and  would  be 
there  to  enjoy  the  latter  part  of 
the  ball.  He  did  not  tell  them 
that  there  was  small  hopes  of  his 
enjoyment  at  the  party,  for  the 
one  face  he  wished  to  see,  the 
one  voice  he  longed  to  bid  him 
welcome  home  now  belonged 
in  marriage  to  another,  and  he 
could  not  bear  the  thought  of 
seeing  her  or  even  b^ing  in  her 
presence.  But  for  that  very 
reason  he  should  go  to  this  party, 
and  prove  to  her  and  to  his  asso- 
ciates, whom  he  felt  suspected  his 
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attachment    to  this  girl,    that    he 
was  not  broken-hearted. 

Just  at  dusk,  the  bob-sled,  with 
its  six  steaming,  prancing  horses, 
its  buffalo  robes  and  its  merry 
inmates  halted  at  his  door,  and 
Jim  Willis,  the  young  man  he  had 
met  on  the  train,  came  running 
in  to  beg  Andrew  to  join  their 
crowd. 

"We've  got  your  old  sweetheart 
out  there,  and  never  mind  if  she 
is  married,  you  can  have  a  seat  on 
the  other  side  of  her  and  talk 
about  old  times,  just  as  cosy  as 
need  be." 

"Thanks,  Jim,  but  I  cannot  go 
now,  I  have  some  important 
things  to  attend  to,  and  I  will 
come    over  alone." 

"Say,  you  know  Nell's  name- 
sake and  chum  is  there,  too,  and 
she  isn't  married  and  you  can 
spark  her  instead.  Oh,  come 
along." 

But  the  party  had  to  go  on 
without  Andrew,  for  he  firmly  held 
to  his  first  proposition.  As  he 
rode  over,  several  hours  after,  he 
could  not  keep  his  thoughts  from 
dwelling  upon  the  face  of  the 
sweet  -girl  he  had  hoped  to  win 
for  his  wif^  on  his  return  from  his 
mission. 

"It  is  always  the  way,"  he  sol- 
iloquized. "I  ought  to  know  better 
than  to  expect  a  girl  will  be  true 
to  a  fellow  while  he  is  gone  on  a 
mission.  They  never  are.  I  sup- 
pose such  girls  are  not  worthy 
of  the  young  men  who  leave  them 
['behind.  But,  that  won't  do. 
For  Nellie  Hunt  is  as  true  and 
good  as  gold.     I  can't    help   who 


she's  married.  I  guess  the  more 
sensible  way  to  put  the  matter  is 
that  she  was  too  good  for  me,  and 
so  has  married  a  better  man." 
Then  his  thoughts  drifted  in 
another  direction.  "So  then,  Nell 
Miller  is  here  this  winter;  I 
thought  she  had  settled  down    in 

her  own  home  in  B .     She  is 

a  jolly  girl,  and  I  always  liked 
her.  She  wrote  to  me  for  several 
months,  and  I  would  have  been 
glad  to  have  kept  up  the  corres- 
pondence, but  I  dare  say  she  has 
found  my  letters  dull.  I  am  rather 
glad  now,  in  the  face  of  all  that 
has  happened,  that  I  did  not  try 
to  correspond  with  Nellie  Hunt. 
Some  way,  I  could  never  get 
courage  to  write  the  first  letter. 
It's  a  good  thing  I  didn't,  now; 
she  and  the  boys  would  have  had 
a  better  chance  to  run  me  than 
ever  if  I  had  written  to  her;  and 
then  there's  no  letters  for  her — 
her — well  for  anybody  to  see." 
The  poor  fellow  gulped  down  the 
lump  in  his  throat  at  the  mere 
thought  of  a  husband  other  than 
himself  for  sweet,  dainty  Nellie 
Hunt. 

It  was  a  delightful  ball;  there 
were  happy  faces  and  laughing 
lips  in  every  corner  of  the  roomy 
dancing  hall.  To  be  sure,  the 
room  was  not  lighted  by  electric 
or  gas  lights,  nor  were  the  ladies 
gowned  in  rustling  silks  and  low- 
cut  bodices;  nor  were  the  men 
clothed  in  swallow-tail  coats  and 
expanding  shirt  fronts.  The 
dresses  were  pretty,  the  lights 
were  good,  and  the  men  were  well 
dressed,  and  if  there  were  no  gas- 
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lights,  neither  as  there  the  false 
and  hollow  excitement  that  seems 
to  follow  such  luxuries  as  gas,  and 
if  the  girls'  dresses  were  simple 
and  perhaps  inartistic,  yet  the 
soul  was  clothed  in  innocence,  and 
modesty  lent  a  far  greater  beauty 
than  indecency  and  full  dress  ever 
can  bestow.  And  the  men,  if 
their  coats  were  not  of  regulation 
evening  cut,  their  hearts  were 
pure,  and  the  glances  they  gave  to 
their  partners  were  pure  and  as 
free  from  guile  as  were  the  hearts 
of  their  girl  companions.  And  so 
the  dance  went  merrily  on. 

'*Why,  there's  Andrew  Doyle," 
exclaimed  a  pretty  girl,  with  a 
somewhat  elaborately-fashioned 
dress  of  fawn-colored  silk  and 
velvet.  "I'm  going  up  to  shake 
hands  with  him,  and  I've  just  the 
best  mind  in  the  world  to  give 
him  a  good  kiss." 

"Oh  Nell,  Nell!"  chorused  a 
half  dozen  girls  who  stood  near; 
"you  are  just  as  wild  and  giddy 
as  you  ever  were.  What  would 
Andrew  say  to  such  an  exhibition 
of  boldness?" 

"I'll  warrant  he'd  say  it  was 
awfully  jolly  to  have  his  old 
friends  greet  him  in  a  way  that 
would  prove  their  friendship  for 
him.  Come  along,  Maud  and 
Jennie,  let  us  give  him  a  kiss. 
You  come  too,  Nellie;  don't  you 
feel  like  giving  Andrew  a  wel- 
coming kiss?" 

She  caught  a  tall,  slender  girl 
by  the  arm  and  tried  to  drag  her 
with  the  rest.  But  Nellie  Hunt, 
with  a  slight  half-smiling  sneer, 
ran  away  to  another  part  of  the 
nouse. 


Andrew  saw  the  whole  from  his 
place  across  the  room,  saw  the 
black-eyed  girl  in  silk  and  velvet 
announce  his  coming  to  the  group 
who  stood  near  her,  saw  the  eyes 
of  the  tall,  slender  girl  clothed  in 
pure,  simple  white  turn,  and  he 
knew  she  saw  him;  he  even 
fancied  he  could  see  a  look  of 
conscious  pleasure  ripple  all  over 
her  tenderly  smiling  face.  But 
when  the  black-eyed  Nell  tried  to 
drag  her  along  he  saw  her  hurried 
retreat  to  another  part  of  the 
house,  and  he  thought  bitterly, 

"How  lovely  she  looks  in  her 
bridal  white.  Just  as  I  have 
fancied  she  would  look  some  day, 
some  day,  oh  fool  that  I  am ! 
Why  do  I  allow  such  thoughts  to 
creep  into  my  heart?  And  she 
would  not  even  consent  to  join 
with  others  to  bid  me  welcome. 
She  need  not  fear;  I  w^ould  not 
betray  one  feeling  to  her  or  to 
them. " 

And  then  he  was  besieged  by 
the  merry  party  of  young  girls 
and  young  men,  whereat  an 
indiscriminate  kissing  a"d  hand- 
shaking took  place  on  all  sides. 
I  am  a  little  afraid  that  in  the 
consequent  confusion  *saucy  Jim 
Willis  took  the  brazen  liberty  of 
kissing  saucier  Maud  Harper 
right  on  one  rosy  cheek;  where- 
upon the  rosy  maid  planted  a  very 
resounding  blow  upon  his  swarthy 
cheek,  and  he  immediately  turned 
to  her  the  other  sun-browned 
cheek,  asking  her  why  she  could 
not  be  as  saint-like  as  he  was. 

Up  came  Ben  Johnson  with  the 
rest,     and     he    shook    hands      so 
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heartily  that  Andrew  wondered 
if  there  was  a  spice  of  malice  in 
the  operation.  At  last  when 
Andrew  could  again  free  himself 
to  look  around  the  hall,  he  saw 
Nellie  just  going  out  to  dance 
with  her  husband  Ben. 

"She  must  go  out  first  thing 
with  him  to  show  me,  perhaps, 
how  much  she  thinks  of  him  and 
how  little  she  cares  for  me."  So 
with  a  smiling  face  over  his  ach- 
ing heart  he  turned  to  the  black 
eyes  ot  the  girl  in  tawn-colored 
silk  and  said  merrily: 

"Madam,  will  you  do  me  the 
extreme  honor  of  dancing  my  first 
dance  in  three  years  with  me?" 

"Well,  I  should  say  so,  and  feel 
quite  honored  to  do  that  same. 
And  so  you  do  not  dance  in 
Europe?" 

"No,  only  when  we*re  out 
under  the  hedges." 

"Oh,  and  what  do  you  dance 
there  for?"  she  asked  innocently. 

"To  keep  ourselves  from  freez- 
ing to  death,  when  we*ve  no  other 
place  to  sleep." 

"Oh!  say,  do  you  know  I  felt 
awfully  bad  to  give  up  our  corres- 
pondence, it  was  getting  so 
interesting.  I  used  to  read  all 
your  letters  to  Nellie,  and  she 
seemed  quite  interested  in  hear- 
ing them.  She  would  sometimes 
suggest  things  for  me  to  write 
about.  You  know  what  a  good, 
generous  soul  Nellie  is.  She*s 
always  helping  everybody  out. 
She  is  so  good  to  other  people 
she  has  no  time  to  think  of  her- 
self.    It's  a  wonder   that   she  has 


taken  time  to  have   a  good    time 
tonight." 

"Is  it?  Why  I  should  think  she 
would    enjoy     going    out,    if    for 
nothing  else  than  to  show  off  he 
pretty  new  frock." 

Do  you  notice  women's 
dresses?  And  how  odd  to  say 
frock?  Is  that  what  the  English 
call  dresses?  How  do  you  like 
my  dress?  Ben  told  me  just 
tonight  that  he  thought  I  looked 
perfectly  lovely  in  it.  So  I  must 
look  pretty  nice,  for  you  know 
Ben  Johnson  never  pays  a  com- 
pliment unless  he  really  means 
it." 

Good  heavens!  had  such  a  girl 
as  Nellie  Hunt  been  inveigled  to 
marry  a  man  who  could  pay  com- 
pliments to  pretty  single  girls 
before  the  honeymoon  had  even 
begun  to  wane?     The  pity  of  it! 

Andrew  paid  all  the  marked 
attention  he  dared  or  cared  to  to 
black-eyed  Nell,  for  he  was  deter- 
mined that  no  one  should  suspect 
that  he  was  unhappy. 

(TO  BE  COKCLUDBD.) 


IF  WE  KNEW. 

If  we  knew  the  many  changes 

Waiting  for  us  down  life's  road. 
Would  we  be  prepared  to  meet  them 

Could  we  carry  all  the  load  ? 
Or  would  we  murmur  at  our  portion 

Thinking  ours  the  bitter  cup, 
That  our  brother  had  the  sunshine. 

While  we  the  dregs  of  sorrow  sup? 

If  the  husband  in  the  morning 

When  he  to  his  labor  starts, 
Knew  that  from  his  home  and  loved  ones 

He  must  now  forever  part, 
Would  he  leave  his  home  in  anger 

Or  by  any  unkind  deed, 
Cause  hfo  loved  ones  pangs  of  sorrow 

That  would  make  their  fond  hearts  bleed 
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Or  would  the  wife  by  any  harshness 

Vex  and  try  the  one  that  she 
Has  vowed  upon  the  holy  altar 

To  love,  honor  and  obey  ? 
Would  she  by  one  action  pain  him, 

Causing  grief  his  breast  to  bum, 
If  she  knew  when  they  were  parting 

That  he  could  not  return  ? 

If  fond  parents  knew  their  children 

Would  be  taken  from  their  homes. 
By  disease,  that  bold  destroyer 

That  so  bravely  always  roams, 
Would  they  ever  treat  them  harshly  ? 

Would  they  ever  be  unkind  ? 
Or  would  they  rule  by  love  and  meicy 

And  gently  train  their  youthful  minds  ? 

And  strive  ever  as  they  guard  them 

*Gainst  the  wiles  of  wicked  men, 
To  keep  the  home  for  them  so  holy 

That  no  vice  can  enter  in. 
Would  they  not  be  kind  and  pleasant 

To  them  though  they  make  mistakes  ? 
That  when  parted  from  the  dear  ones 

They've  no  regrets  their  hearts  to  break. 

If  the  youths  and  maids  in  Zion 

Knew  at  morn  that  when  night  came, 
They'd  be  called  from  earthly  pleasure 

To  that  great  eternal  home. 
Would  they  spend  the  day  in  pleasure 

That  would  only  end  in  pain  ? 
Or  would  they  seek  to  spend  each  moment 

In  some  way  a  prize  to  gain  ? 

Would  they  think  there's  time  in  futuie 

To  prepare  for  heavenly  bliss  ? 
And  if  by  "  death-bed  repentance  " 

They'd  be  saved  where  Jesus  is  ? 
Or  would  they  kneel  and  pray  in  earnest 

For  God  to  lengthen  out  their  days. 
That  ere  they  go  to  meet  His  judgment 

They'll  have  learned  all  wisdom's  ways  ? 

If  we  knew  that  ere  the  midnight 
We'd  awake  to  hear  the  cry — 

*'  Lo  the  bridegroom  !     Go  to  meet  Him 
With  His  angels  in  the  sky  l" 

Would  our  lamps  be  trimmed  and  burning- 
Filled  with  oil— the  Holy  Ghost? 

Or  would  we  be  among  the  foolish 
Who  cannot  meet  the  heavenly  host  ? 

If  we  knew  at  every  dawning 

Of  the  day  what  would  befall 
Those  we  love,  ere  comes  the  evening, 

Or  if  to  us  should  come  the  call 


To  go  before  the  seat  of  judgment 

And  all  our  past  lives  review. 
Oft  I  think  would  we  be  ready 

If  all  this  and  more  we  knew? 

Then  while  we  linger  on  life's  journey 

Let  us  ask  ourselves  each  day. 
If  we  walk  as  Jesus  taught  us. 

In  the  straight  and  narrow  way. 
Let  us  search  ourselves  so  closely 

Criticising  word  and  deed. 
That  no  sin  will  be  neglected 

To  grow  in  us  as  a  weed. 

To  choke  our  good  endeavors 

And  make  us  weep  and  moum^ 
When  we  go  to  meet  our  Savior 

In  that  great  eternal  home; 
And  we  then  review  our  follies 

And  see  the  honor  He  bestows. 
On  the  foithfiil  ones  there  gathered 

Who  have  carried  well  their  load. 

There's  no  time  to  spend  in  folly 

And  we  must  not  be  as  drones, 
But  as  working  bees  who  never 

Cease  to  labor  in  their  homes ; 
Filling  them  with  all  the  sweetness 

That  they  gather  from  the  flowers. 
Never  wasting  e'en  a  moment 

But  improving  every  hour. 

Wives  and  husbands,  youths  and  maidens. 

While  we  linger  on  life's  plain, 
T^t's  strive  to  live  so  pure  and  holy 

That  immortal  bliss  we'll  gain ; 
Let  improvement  be  our  motto 

And  perfection  be  our  aim, 
That  when  called  we  will  he  ready 

To  enjoy  eternal  fame. 

Maria  Porter. 


REMARKABLE   EXPERIENCE. 
Brig  HAM  City, 

Aug.  18,  1892. 
Dear  Sister  Gates: — I  hereby 
send  you  the  experience  of  a 
young  girl  of  my  acquaintance, 
which  I  think  will  interest  your 
readers.  Miss  Jensen  is  a  sweet, 
modest  girl,  whose  words  can  be 
entirely  relied  upon.     But    I  will 
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give  her  experience  in  her  own 
words : 

**0n  the  1st  of  March,  1891,  I 
was  taken  severely  ill  with  the 
scarlet  fever,  and  suffered  very 
much  for  a  week.  It  was  on  the 
morning  of  the  9th  that  I  awoke 
with  a  feeling  that  I  was  going  to 
die.  As  soon  as  I  opened  my  eyes 
I  could  see  some  of  my  relatives 
from  the  other  world.  They  were 
engaged  in  conversation,  and  when 
they  disappeared  I  heard  the  most 
beautiful  singing,  far  superior  to 
anything  I  had  ever  heard  before. 
I  then  asked  my  sister  to  assist 
me  in  getting  ready  to  go  into  the 
spirit  world.  She  combed  my 
hair,  washed  me,  and  I  brushed 
my  teeth  and  cleaned  my  nails 
that  I  might  be  clean  when  going 
before  my  Maker.  All  this  time, 
and  for  six  hours,  I  could  hear 
the  singing  still.  I  then  bade 
my  dear  ones  good  by,  and  my 
spirit  left  my  body. 

"For  some  time  I  could  hear  my 
parents  and  relatives  weeping  and 
mourning,  which  troubled  me 
greatly.  As  soon,  however,  as  I 
had  a  glimpse  of  the  other  world 
my  attention  was  drawn  away 
from  them  to  my  relatives  there, 
who  all  seemed  pleased  to  see 
me.  They  were  holding  Sunday 
school,  and  Sister  Eliza  Snow 
was  presiding.  Everything  was 
most  lovely.  Everybody  was 
clothed  in  white.  I  saw  so  many 
of  my  departed  friends  and  rela- 
tives, all  of  whom  I  have  men- 
tioned many  times  afterwards, 
and  with  many  of  them  I  con- 
versed.    One    of  my  cousins  told 


me  that  he  was  much  grieved  over 
the  way  some  of  the  boys  were 
conducting  themselves  on  the 
earth.  He  could  see  them  smoke, 
drink,  and  do  many  things  that 
were  wrong.  After  having  stayed 
with  my  departed  friends  what 
seemed  to  me  but  a  very  short 
time,  yet  it  lasted  several  hours,  I 
heard  Apostle  Lorenzo  Snow 
administer  to  me,  telling  me  that 
I  must  come  back,  as  I  had  some 
work  to  do  on  the  earth  yet.  I 
was  loath  to  leave  the  he.  nly 
place,  but  told  my  friends  that  I 
must  leave  them.  The  last  I  heard 
was  the  singing  of  the  hymn 
"Gladly  meeting,  kindly  greet- 
ing," and  while  the  beautiful 
strains  died  away  I  once  more 
opened  my  eyes  in  this  world  of 
trouble  and  woe,  and  saw  my 
beloved  ones  here.  But  for  a  long 
time  afterwards  I  had  a  great 
desire  to  go  back  to  the  place  of 
heavenly  rest,   where  I    dwelt    so 

short  a  time." 

Ella  Jensen, 


Spain  was  unquestionably  the 
foremost  nation  during  the  middle 
ages  in  culture  and  commerce, 
and  she  found  in  her  loyal  Jewish 
subjects  her  principal  philosphers, 
poets,  soldiers  and  merchants. 
The  Jews  must  have  also  been  a 
valuable  contingent  of  the  army 
in  those  days,  for  in  1086  we  find 
generals  on  both  sides,  upon  the 
eve  of  a  decisive  battle  agree- 
ing to  so  fix  the  day  of  the  en- 
gagement that  it  might  not  inter- 
fere with  the  Sabbath  of  their 
Jewish  soldiers. 
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HISTORICAL  SKETCH  OF  THE  CHURCH 

FROM  THE  TIME  OF  THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  THE  PROPHETS  JOSEPH  SMITH 


AND  HYRUM  SMITH. 


XV. 

An  interesting  conference  was 
held  on  the  6th  of  April, 
1845,  in  the  Hall  of  Science, 
Manchester,  England.  Apostle 
Wilford  Woodruff  presided.  The 
number  of  officers  present  attend- 
ing the  first  meeting  were — One 
of  the  quorum  of  the  Twelve, 
eight  High  Priests,  five  Seventies, 
seventy-seven  Elders,  sixty-six 
Priests,  thirty-seven  Teachers, 
seven  Deacons.  There  were 
twenty-eight  districts  repre- 
sented, including  two  hundred 
and  thirty-three  branches.  The 
statistical  report  of  the  English 
.mission  at  this  date  was  as  follows: 
9635  members,  10  High  Priests, 
390  Elders,  615  Priests,  311 
Teachers,  160  Deacons;  baptized 
since  the  last  general  conference, 
\^l(i.—MiiUnntal  Star,  Vol.  5, 
page  166.  The  Editor  of  the  Star 
said  concerning  this  conference: 
"One  of  equal  importance,  per- 
haps, never  having  been  held  in 
the  British  Isles,  and  which,  by 
the  faithfulness  of  the  Saints, 
may  yet  bear  fruit  that  may  be 
beneficial  to  the  people  of  God." 
The  services  continued  for  three 
days  and  one-half. 

Elders  Noah  Rogers  and  Ben- 
jamin Grouard,  missionaries  to 
the  South  Sea  Islands,  reported 
their  labors  to  President  Brigham 
Young,  dated  Tahita,  Aug.  15th, 
1844.  We  subjoin  a  few  extracts 
from     the     interesting    communi- 


cation: "Believing  you  would 
like  to  know  how  the  work  of  the 
Lord  prospers  in  this  distant  land, 
we  thought  we  would  address  a  few 
lines  to  you.  *  *  *  j^  jg 
necessary  to  go  back  to  the  time 
we  first  reached  the  island  of  Too- 
boni,  which  is  a  small  island 
about  three  hundred  miles  south 
of  this.  The  circumstance  of  our 
going  to  that  island  was  one  quite 
unexpected,  and  one  which  the 
captain  had  tried  to  avoid,  but 
unsuccessfully.  His  object  being 
to  recruit  the  ship,  however, 
before  arriving  at  Tahita,  he 
thought  he  would  send  a  boat  on 
shore  and  learn  if  it  afforded  any- 
thing he  wanted,  the  result  of 
which  was  he  could  obtain  every- 
thing he  wanted.  This  gave  us 
an  opportunity  of  going  on  shore, 
which  we  gladly  embraced,  after 
being  shut  up  on  board  our  ship 
for  almost  seven  months.  We 
found  the  natives  very  friendly, 
and  very  religiously  disposed, 
although  there  was  no  white 
missionary  on  the  island,  neither 
had  there  been  for  a  great  length 
of  time.  As  soon  as  they  learned 
that  we  were  missionaries,  they 
were  very  anxious  to  have  one  or 
more  of  us  stay  with  them. 
There  were  a  number  of  very  re- 
spectable American  mechanics 
residing  on  the  island,  who  were 
also  anxious  to  have  one  of  us 
stay.  There  being  an  effectual 
door  opened  to  us,  it  was  thought 
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prudent  for  one  to  do  so.  The  lot 
fell  upon  Brother  Pratt,  by  his 
own  choice.  After  a  short  stay, 
we  bade  him  adieu,  and  sailed  for 
Tahita,  where  we  arrived  on  the 
14th  of  May.  Circumstances  cer- 
tainly looked  very  unfavorable 
when  we  arrived,  but  we  could 
do  no  better  than  stay,  as  there 
was  no  way  open  for  us  to  go 
anywhere  else.  The  circumstances 
which  we  will  briefly  state  were 
as  follows:  The  French,  as  no 
doubt  you  are  already  aware,  had 
taken  possession  of  these  islands, 
dispossessing  Queen  Pomare,  and 
established  their  own  government 
hete,  which  has  been  a  most 
fortunate  thing  for  us,  for  had  the 
native  government  been  in  full 
force  when  we  arrived  most  likely 
the  missionaries  (who  hitherto 
have  been  mighty  men  in  this 
kingdom)  would  have  so  influenced 
the  natives  against  us  as  to 
prevent  us  from  landing.  But 
thank  the  Lord  their  greatness 
has  had  a  downfall,  and  a  mighty 
one,  too,  in  this  land.  There  had 
been  one  battl&  fought  when  we 
arrived,  and  the  natives  were  still 
under  arms,  threatening  daily  to 
come  down  upon  the  French  and 
annihilate  them.  Under  these 
circumstances  it  was  that  we 
obtained  permission  from  the 
French  government  to  land  as 
missionaries.  There  being  no 
convenient  place  in  town  for  us 
to  stop  at,  .we  moved  into  a  mis- 
sionary station,  about  four  miles 
below  it.  This  was  rather  griev- 
ing to  the  pastor  of  the  flock,  to 
think  that  wolves  were  coming  so 


near  without  his  being  able  to 
drive  them  away;  but  such  was 
the  case,  if  he  was  a  mind  to  call 
us  wolves,  and  he  could  not  help 
himself.  He  shortly  came  to  see 
us,  and  we  had  quite  a  chat 
together.  He  said  he  should  not 
believe  Mormonism,  however, 
though  he  should  see  two  or  three 
raised  from  the  dead.  *  *  * 
After  we  had  been  here  about  six 
weeks  the  French  forces  went  up 
into  the  next  missionary  station 
above  us,  where  the  native  forces 
were  encamped,  and  gave  battle 
to  them.  During  the  engagement 
an  English  missionary,  who  was 
residing  here,  was  killed. 
Whether  this  circumstance  alone 
started  them  or  not,  we  don't 
know;  but  at  any  rate  shortly 
after  it  the  news  came  that  they 
were  going  to  leave,  all  but  two, 
some  for  the  Navigators  and  some 
for  England.  Thus  the  Lord  is 
working  for  us,  and  that  too  in  a 
way  we  least  expected.  *  *  * 
We  preach  in  English  every  Sab- 
bath at  present,  and,  considering 
the  few  European  inhabitants 
here,  our  meetings  are  well 
attended,  and  good  attention  is 
paid.  There  is  considerable 
interest  awakened  among  the 
people;  four  have  already  been 
baptized,  and  we  hope  ere  long 
many  more  will  be.  We  feel  that 
the  Lord  is  working  with  us.  * 
*  *  We  have  just  received  a 
letter  from  Brother  Pratt.  He 
writes  us  that  several  of  those 
Americans  whom  I  mentioned  as 
living  there  have  been  obedient 
to    the    gospel,     and    have    taken 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


168 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL. 


hold  of  the  work  in  earnest  to 
assist  in  building  up  the  kingdom. 
He  also  states  that  he  has  had  a 
call  from  an  adjacent  island  to 
come  and  preach  to  them.  And 
indeed  were  we  divided  into  a 
hundred  different  parts,  and  each 
part  an  efficient  preacher  of  the 
gospel,  we  should  have  as  much 
as  we  could  attend  to,  and  more 
too,  so  great  is  the  work  in  these 
islands.  *  *  *  Brother  Pratt 
also  writes  that  many  of  the 
natives  on  that  island  are  now 
ready  to  be  baptized,  and.  all  he 
is  waiting  for  is  to  acquaint  them 
more  fully  with  their  duty  after 
being  baptized." 

These  Elders  sailed  to  those 
distant  islands  in  the  ship  Duff^ 
under  Captain  Wilson. 

The  New  York  Prophet  of  Jan. 
25th,  1845,  contains  an  interesting 
letter  from  Elder  William  Smith, 
then  a  member  of  the  quorum  of 
the  Twelve.  It  says:  "Since  the 
arrival  of  Elders  Parley  P.  Pratt 
and  Benson  the  burthen  of  church 
affairs  will  not  rest  so  much  on 
my  shoulders,  and  in  the  recep- 
tion of  these  brethren  from  the 
West  I  am  much  rejoiced  in  hav- 
ing more  help,  for  truly  we  might 
say  the  harvest  is  great  and  the 
laborers  are  few.  I  shall  continue 
to  labor  in  conjunction  with  Elder 
Pratt  in  the  Eastern  churches 
until  spring.  It  is  well  known, 
however,  by  the  Saints  that  1 
contemplate  leaving  for  the  West 
soon,  and  I  feel  highly  pleased  to 
leave  the  presidency  of  the  East- 
ern churches  in  such  competent 
hands,  and  I  hope  that  the  Saints 


will  do  all  in  their  power  to  sus- 
tain them,  with  the  quorum  of  the 
Twelve  as  the  presidency  over  the 
whole  Church.  *  *  *  Since 
the  death  of  the  prophet  and 
patriarch  the  Church  has  had  to 
undergo  almost  an  entire  revolu- 
tion of  things,  and  those  away 
from  Nauvoo  have  had  to  guess 
their  way,  or  get  along  the  best 
they  could,  and  if  errors  have 
been  committed  they  have  been 
of  the  head  and  not  of  the  heart. 
*  *  *  Rigdonism  has  been 
through  the  country,  but  it  is 
now  dead — forsooth,  it  never 
lived.  It  has  perished  in  its 
birth,  and  died  without  usdge, 
and  those  who  have  been  led  by 
its  influence  are  now  without  a 
name  or  a  church.  *  *  *  The 
Church  of  Christ  is  well  united, 
and  bids  fair  to  prosper  with  good 
management.  God  help  us  now, 
and  the  gospel  ship  will  ride 
safely  through  the  storm.  *  *  * 
God  loves  the  honest  in  heart, 
and  those  who  will  stand  to  their 
posts  and  prove  true  unto  death; 
but  the  traitor  and  the  hypocrite 
God  will  judge." 

On  May  the  7th,  1845,  Elder  K. 
F.  Sheets  wrote  from  Bradford, 
England,  to  the  presidency  of  the 
British  mission:  "You  advised 
me  to  make  some  inquiries  about 
the  last  words  of  our  beloved 
Brother  Barnes.  I  have  done  so, 
and  from  the  best  information  I 
can  get  from  those  who  attended 
him  in  his  last  hours  it  appears 
that  he  talked  much  about  the 
prosperity  of  Zion,  and  the  spread 
of  the    gospel;  and  when   he    had 
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much  pains  upon  him  he  ex- 
claimed that  he  should  soon  have 
done  with  them;  but  that  the 
hour  Cometh  when  the  haughty, 
and  the  proud,  and  the  oppressor 
of  the  poor  would  call  for  the 
rocks  and  mountains  to  fall  upon 
them,  and  hide  them  from  the 
face  of  Him  that  sitteth  upon  the 
throne;  and  he  seemed  to  say  that 
the  time  was  not  far  distant. 
He  also  talked  much  about  his 
father  and  mother,  and  his  friends 
in  America,  but  especially  of  his 
mother,  and  soon  after  this,  like 
the  prophets  of  old,  he  gathered 
up  his  feet  and  fell  asleep  in 
Jesus.  The  following  is  a  copy 
of  the  inscription  on  the  tomb  of 
Elder  Barnes:  'In  memory  of 
Lorenzo  D.  Barnes,  who  died  on 
the  20th  of  December,  1842;  aged 
30  years.  He  was  a  native  of  the 
United  States,  an  Elder  of  the 
Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter- 
day  Saints,  a  member  of  the  High 
Priests*  Quorum,  and  also  of 
Zion's  Camp  in  the  year  1834, 
and  the  first  gospel  messenger 
from  Nauvoo  who  has  found  a 
grave  in  a  foreign  land.*  Sleep 
on,  Lorenzo;  but  ere  long 
from  this  the  conquered  tomb 
shall  yield  her  captive  prey. 
Then  with  thy  quorum  shalt  thou 
reign  in  bliss,  as  king  and  priest 
for  an  eternal  day." 

We  find  the  following  concern- 
ing the  prosperous  condition  at 
Nauvoo  in  April,  1845:  "The 
spring  has  met  us  with  an  early 
emigration  of  Saints,  never  before 
equalled.  They  come  by  land 
and  water.   Nor  is  this  all;  goods. 


wares,  and  articles  of  necessity 
come  also,  and  tithing  for  the 
temple  in  money  and  in  produce 
have  recently  cheered  the  hearts 
of  the  trustees  and  building  com- 
mittee, and  nerved  the  arms  of  the 
laborer  with  a  celestial  kind  of 
feeling  that  runs  from  heart  to 
heart  and  causes  a  whisper  to 
mingle  with  the  busy  hum  of 
business  that  God  means  to  move 
on  His  work  with  rapidity. 
The  rearing  of  houses,  the  open- 
ing of  gardens,  the  breaking  up 
of  the  adjacent  prairies,  the 
manufacture  of  articles  ]  for 
foreign  exportation,  at  the 
mechanic  shops,  and  the  prepa- 
rations to  make  our  own  com- 
modities for  home  consumption, 
all  give  the  lie  to  the  false 
insinuation  that  Nauvoo  cannot 
live  without  a  charter.  The  work 
of  the  temple  goes  on  as  fast  as 
possible,  and,  in  fact,  the  anxiety 
is  so  great  to  labor  upon  this 
great  house  of  the  Lord,  that  the 
committee  frequently  have  to  set 
men  at  other  work.  *  *  * 
There  never  was  so  great  union 
in  the  city  before;  with  a  few 
exceptions,  the  whole  population 
are  Saints.  *  *  *  It  is  almost 
a  miracle  to  see  so  large  a  popu- 
lation reside  so  happily  together, 
without  strife  and  litigation. 
*  *  *  Upon  the  whole,  the 
union,  perseverance,  and  love 
which  pervades  the  bosoms  of 
the  Saints  actually  astonishes  the 
world,  and  causes  peace  to  reign 
in  our  midst,  for  which  blessing 
we  praise  our  Father  in  heaven, 
beseeching  Him  to  continue  these 
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favors  until  the  kingdoms  of  this 
world  shall  become  perfect." 

We  subjoin  here  a  few  selections 
of  the  bright  thoughts  of  our  late 
lamented  Sister  Eliza  R.  Snow, 
addressed  to  A.  W.  Babbit, 
Esq.,  at  Springfield,  Illinois; 
dated  at  Nauvoo,  January  30th, 
1845:  "Honorable  sir. — The  in- 
terest that  I  feel  in  the  welfare 
and  prosperity  of  God's  chosen 
people  in  this  place,  prompts  me 
to  take  my  pen  at  this  crisis  and 
step  the  bounds  of  a  female  accus- 
tomed to  move  in  the  humble  and 
domestic  circles  of  life,  and 
address  myself  to  the  representa- 
tive of  a  people  laden  with  sorrow 
and  acquainted  with  grief.  I 
claim  not  to  be  the  mouthpiece 
of  this  community,  for  they  have 
not  appointed  me  that  station, 
and  therefore  I  wish  no  one  but 
myself  to  be  responsible  for  this 
communication;  yet  I  feel  myself 
safe  in  saying  that  there  are  many 
bosoms  in  this  place  burning 
with  the  same  principles  that 
recent  legislative  acts  have 
kindled  in  my  own.  I  am  told 
that  a  letter  has  just  been  received 
here  from  General  Backenstos, 
in  which  the  repeal  of  our  city 
charter  is  confirmed.  There 
seems  to  be  not  a  single  doubt 
entertained  by  your  friends  here 
concerning  your  diligence,  ability 
and  faithfulness  in  the  discharge 
of  your  duty.  In  fact,  I  do  not 
hesitate  to  say  that  the  blessings 
of  a  grateful  people  rest  upon 
you  both,  and  also  upon  those 
honorable  gentlemen  who  took  so 
able  a  part  with  you  in  defending 


our  rights.  May  heaven  bless 
you,  and  when  the  storms  of  life 
are  past,  may  it  be  our  happy  lot 
to  meet  in  that  country  where 
tyranny  and  injustice  are  not 
known,  and  where  the  oppressor's 
arm  has  no  power.  Had  the  cour- 
age of  tigers  armed  your  breasts, 
and  eloquence  more  lucid  and 
burning  than  that  which  flows 
from  an  angel's  tongue  escaped 
your  lips,  mingled  with  the  sobs 
and  tears  of  broken-hearted 
widows  and  orphans,  whose  hus- 
bands and  fathers  have  been 
cruelly  and  treacherously  mur- 
dered, when  under  the  protection 
of  a  sovereign  State,  you  could 
have  made  no  more  impression 
upon  the  flinty  hearts  of  men, 
bent  on  Mormon  extermination, 
than  the  thunder  of  a  74  upon 
the  fortress  of  Gibraltar.  I  can- 
not find  language  to  express  the 
utter  contempt  with  which  I 
regard  the  pretended  liberality  of 
Mr.  Anderson.  He  says:  *If  the 
people  of  Nauvoo  will  respectfully 
ask  for  a  new  charter  of  limited 
powers,  I  am  ready  to  grant  it.' 
Have  the  people  of  Nauvoo  ever 
asked  a  favor  disrespectfully  of 
the  legislature?  If  they  have  I 
have  it  yet  to  learn.  But  to  the 
point.  What  would  Mr.  Ander- 
son think  of  that  man,  whose  only 
right  was  his  superior  strength, 
that  should  forcibly  take  from  his 
pocket  a  doubloon  which  he  came 
honorably  by,  and  which  was  all 
he  had?  Would  he  not  consider 
him  a  highwayman?  But  farther. 
Suppose  the  robber  should  after- 
wards turn  to  him    and  say,    now 
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if  you  will  respectfully  ask  me 
for  a  new  coin  I  will  give  you  a 
penny.  Would  Mr.  A.  accept 
the  proffered  gift  or  thank  the 
robber  for  his  liberality?  I  wish 
you  would  ask  him.  I  am  not 
Nauvoo,  nor  the  people  of 
Nauvoo,  and  therefore  cannot  say 
what  they  will  do;  but  my  own 
feelings  are:  Sooner  be  the 
prophet's  fate  my  own  than  suffer 
the  pride  and  dignity  of  my 
character  to  be  so  humbled  as  to 
ask  any  of  those  hands  that  are 
reeking  fresh  with  my  brother's 
blood,  and  by  the  strongest  proofs 
in  their  power  to  give,  have 
decreed  my  own  ruin  and  exter- 
mination. *  *  *  Por  me  to 
ask  favors  of  the  hands  that  have 
been  raised  to  justify  the  shed- 
ding of  my  brother's  blood  would 
be  a  violation  of  every  principle 
that  dwells  in  my  heart.  Were 
I  to  do  it,  I  should  consider  my- 
self unworthy  of  my  country  and 
my  God.  *  *  *  jf  the  legis- 
lature of  Illinois  are  disposed  to 
strip  us  of  our  covering  (the 
charter)  and  leave  us  naked, 
exposed  to  the  chilling  blasts  of 
mobocratic  fury  which  already 
begin  to  blow;  if  'it  must  needs 
be,'  we  hope  to  die  like  noble 
spirits,  and  live  again  to  see  the 
robes  of  State  dripping  with  the 
blood  of  innocence,  and  those 
who  wear  them  appear  before  us 
to  receive  their  final  sentence, 
when  the  'Saints  shall  judge  the 
world.'  *  *  ♦  Do  they  wish 
us  to  secure  our  loyalty?  Let 
them  give  us  equal  rights.  Do 
they  wish  to  drive  us   to  despera- 


tion? Let  them  rob  us  of  every 
inducement  to  honor  our  country's 
laws,  that  in  after  years,  when 
the  elements  of  excitement  and 
strife  have  retired  within  their 
own  natural  borders,  let  the  dis- 
graceful transactions  be  echoed 
from  every  State  and  civilized 
government  under  heaven,  and 
then  let  them  meet  us  face  to 
face  before  that  tribunal  where 
truth  and  justice  must  have  their 
claim. " 

Conference  was  held  at  Kirt- 
land.  Lake  County,  Ohio,  April 
5th,  1845.  Elder  Hiram  Winters 
presided.  Seven  persons  were 
cut  off  from  the  Church  who  were 
united  with  the  Rigdon  party. 
Another  was  held  on  the  5th  and 
6th  of  April,  1845,  in  Greenwood, 
Stuben  County,  New  York,  Elder 
William  D.  Pratt  presided. 
Eight  branches  were  represented, 
including  two  hundred  and  thirty- 
seven  officers  and  members.  A 
conference  was  held  at  Franklin, 
Oakland  County,  Michigan,  on 
the  22nd  and  23rd  of  March, 
1845.  Elder  David  Evans  pre- 
sided. Fourteen  branches  were 
represented,  forty-four  officers 
and  two  hundred  and  four  mem- 
bers. Conference  was  held  in 
Prince's  Grove,  Peoria  County, 
Illinois,  •  April  26th,  1845.  One 
was  held  in  Batavia,  Genessee 
County,  New  York,  on  the  3rd 
and  4th  of  May,  1845,  presided 
over  by  Elder  Winslow  Farr. 
One  convened  at  Ilion,  German 
Flats,  Herkimer  County,  on  the 
17th  and  18th  of  May,  1845. 
Elder  Eider  Eleazar  Willes    pre- 
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sided.  The  Carlisle  conference, 
in  England,  convened  on  the  18th 
of  May,  1845.  Apostle  Wilford 
Woodruff  presided.  Five  branches 
were  represented,  including  one 
hundred  and  sixty-five  members. 
A  conference  was  held  in  Merthyr 
Tydvil,  Wales,  June  1st,  1845. 
Elder  William  Henshaw  presided. 
The  zeal  and  devotion  of  the 
Saints  were  great  in  those  early 
days,  as  was  manifested  by  a  sis- 
ter, aged  70  years,  who  walked 
forty-two  miles  to  attend  this 
conference. 

After  more  than  four  years  of 
united  energy  and  hard  work,  the 
capstone  of  the  temple  of  Nauvoo 
was  laid  in  its  place,  on  the  24th 
of  May,  1845.  It  was  an  inter- 
esting scene  to  witness.  An  inter- 
esting conference  was  held  at 
Rowland  O.  Crispin's,  Warren 
County,  Ohio,  on  the  14th  and 
15th  of  June,  1845.  Elder  Joseph 
T.  Ball  was  chosen  to  preside. 
Six  branches  were  represented. 
A  conference  convened  at  Cam- 
bria, Niagara  County,  New  York, 
in  the  month  of  June,  1845. 
Elder  D.  H.  Redfield  was  called 
to  the  chair.  Five  branches  were 
represented.  All  these  confer- 
ences unanimously  covenanted  to 
sustain  the  Twelve  Apostles  as 
the  First  Presidency  of  the 
Church,  and  also  to  assist  in 
completing  the  Nauvoo  Temple. 
Apostle  Wilford  Woodruff  wrote 
from  England,  under  date  of  April 
18th,  1845:  "The  work  is  progress- 
ing in  this  country;  only  we  stand 
in  need  of  the  help  of  more  good, 
faithful     men.     With     regard     to 


emigration,  we  shall  forward  what 
we  can  this  summer  by  way  of 
New  York.  When  the  present 
volume  of  the  Star  is  completed 
we  intend  publishing  it  semi- 
monthly. We  have  in  press  3000 
copies  of  the  Doctrine  and  Cove- 
nants, which  we  expect  out  soon, 
and  for  which  there  will  be  great 
demand.  I  have  had  a  tour 
through  Scotland,  during  which 
I  was  much  interested  by  visiting 
the  castle  at  Sterling,  so  much 
famed  for  the  exploits  of  Wallace 
and  Bruce,  the  great  Scottish 
heroes.  Also  the  Palace  of  Mary 
Queen  of  Scots,  in  Edinburgh, 
and  Edinburgh  Castle.  Edinburgh 
is  one  of  the  finest  cities  I  have 
visited  in  a  foreign  country. 
Many  of  its  buildings  are  twelve 
stories  high.  Tell  Brother  Orson 
Pratt  that  I  visited  Prince 
Arthur's  seat,  the  place  of  his 
meditation  while  building  up  ihe 
church  in  Edinburgh.  I  also 
visited  Glasgow;  it  has  a  confer- 
ence of  upwards  of  a  thousand 
members,  and  it  is  in  a  very 
prosperous  state." 

David  John. 


YOU, 

I  LOVE  y(Hi,  not  because  you  arc  fair. 
Nor  yet  because  you  are  wondrous  wise, 

Nor  for  the  beauty  of  your  hair, 
Nor  for  Ihe  riddle  of  your  eyes. 

A  riddle  I  can  never  read. 

You  sometimes  angel,  sometime  self. 
And  not  for  any  thought  or  deed, 

But  just  because  you  are — yourself. 


Sense      shines    with    a    double 
lustre  when  it  is  set  in  humanity. 
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THEOLOGICAL  DEPARTMENT. 


HEALING  OF  THE  SICK. 
Outside  of  the  first    principles 
of  the  gospel  there  is  no  principle 
which  is  of  such  vital  importance 
to  the  future  wives    and    mothers 
of  this  people  as  the  full  compre- 
hension of  faith  as  applied  to  the 
healing  of  the  sick.     We  may  say 
and  feel  that  we  have  faith  in  our 
religion;  we  may  think  we  would 
have  faith  if  any  great  emergency 
were  to  overtake  us,   but  we    will 
find  it  very  difficult  to  receive  any 
real    benefit    from  this     principle 
unless    we     make     it     the    ruling 
motive  of  all  our   actions.     Now, 
in  using  this  text  as  a    lesson  in 
our  associations,  we  should  begin 
by  having  a    little    familiar     talk 
with  the  girls  about  it.      It  is  an 
excellent  plan  to  enter  into  a  brief 
and    informal    discussion    of    the 
matter,   and  ask     the    girls    what 
their  opinions  are,   and  what  has 
been     their     experience      in      the 
premises.    The  idea  is  to  set  each 
mind  to  work,    and    let    each  one 
arrive  at  the  conclusions  you  wish 
them  to,   apparently  of  their  own 
accord.     It     is  not  good  to  make 
anyone   feel    that  faith  is    a  disa- 
greeable  duty,   and    that    is  what 
would  be  done  if  the  president  or 
some    member    should    deliver    a 
sermon  full  of    implied    reproach 
for  a  lack  of  faith,  or    if    indeed 
one     should     set    herself    up      as 
a   superior  in    this    to    the    other 
members.     Let  me    urge    you    to 
beware  of  a    Pharaseeical    spirit, 
for  it  is  sure  death  to    the  futher 
progess   of    your   young    students 


to  perceive  such  a  spirit  in  the 
heart  and  words  of  the  teacher. 
No  matter  what  you  may  have 
learned,  put  yourself  while  you  are 
with  your  girls  on  a  direct  level 
with  them,  and  enter  into  every 
thought  of  their  hearts.  Cultivate 
a  feeling  of  mutual  confidence  in 
your  midst,  and  you  will  be  well 
rewarded.  This  gift,  for  faith  is 
a  gift  of  God,  may  come  to  us 
by  inheritance,  as  children  of  the 
Latter-day  Saints,  but  it  will  not 
be  developed  until  the  latent 
spark  has  been  ignited  either  by 
some  experience  or  perchance  by 
someone's  faithful  teachings. 
Explain  to  the  girls  that  no  matter 
what  remedies  they  apply  to 
themselves  or  others  when  sick 
these  remedies  must  be  given 
with  faith  in  them  and  their 
efficacy  or  the  desired  results  will 
not  follow.  For  instance,  do  you 
know  of  some  foolish  people  who 
tie  their  faith  up  to  such  things 
as  tow  strings  for  the  mumps, 
drowned  mice  or  fried  mice  for 
the  whooping  cough,  a  rabbit's 
foot  for  teething  children's  gums, 
a  stolen  dish  rag  for  warts,  and 
many,  very  many  other  just  such 
absurd  and  silly  practices.  Did 
any  of  you  ever  steal  your 
mother's  dish  rag  for  a  wart?  Do 
you  know  of  people  who  refuse 
to  comb  their  hair  after  dark,  and 
who  grieve  when  the  salt  is 
spilled?  Ah,  but  says  my  dear 
listener,  you  don't  know  what  you 
are  talking  about.  I  have  tried 
those  things,  says  she,   and  know 
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that  there  is  something  more  than 
common  about  that]^which  you 
ridicule.^  Do  you,  V  my  *  dear? 
Well,  so  do  I.  You  say  thatjyou 
have  lost  your  warts  after  the  dish 
rag  was  buried;  so  have  I,  my 
dear.  And  you  say  that  you  have 
seen  a  great  improvement  in  sick 
children  after  some  of  these  most 
peculiar  remedies  have  been  tried. 
So  have  I,  my  dear.  Do  you 
know  what  the  principal  ingre- 
dients of  the  materia  medica  of  a 
Chinese  doctor  consists  of?  It  is 
just  such  things  as  you  and  I  have 
been  talking  about;  frog's  eyes, 
snake's  fat,  and  the  dried  wings 
of  dragon  flies.  It  is  really  start- 
ling to  see  to  what  lengths  this 
superstition  has  gone  among  that 
people,  that  is  the  Chinese. 
And,  too,  there  are  all  the  awful 
and  blood-curdling  remedies  prac- 
ticed by  the  withches  of  well 
remembered  New  England  fame, 
terrible  remedies  that  had  to  be 
gathered  and  prepared  in  yawning 
churchyards,  and  dug  from  fresh 
graves.  Ah  yes,  my  dear  friend, 
I  am  even  more  willing  than  you 
are  to  admit  that  there  is  an 
awful  and  a  peculiar  medical 
virtue  about  all  these  things.  I 
say  I  am  more  willing  to  admit  it 
than  you  are,  for  I  know  its 
cause,  and  you  are  about  half 
frightened  to  even  think  of  it,  let 
alone  think  it  all  calmly  out,  and 
see  where  you  and  where  these 
others  stand  in  this  matter.  I 
have,  let  me  say  it  humbly  and 
sacredly,  been  under  the  ban  of 
horrid  fright  and  superstition  for 
many  years  of  my  young  life,   and 


no  one  knows  what  a  sensitive 
and  imaginative  nature  can  suffer 
from  fear  and  belief  in  the  horrors 
of  the  unknown;  but  through 
faith,  faith  mind  you,  and  prayer 
I  have  found  my  way  into  the 
light  of  day  upon  this  subject, 
and  I  just  sometimes  wish  I  could 
take  every  young  and  supersti- 
tious mother  in  my  arms  and  tell 
her  what  I  have  learned  and  what 
I  have  suffered  in  this  matter.  We 
have  admitted  that  there  is  a 
strong  power  in  these  terrible 
superstitions,  and  now  it  behooves 
us  to  ask  ourselves  whence  this 
power  arises  and  what  is  its 
cause.  It  is  not  enough  to  say 
that  it  is  the  power  of  the  devil. 
That  is  true,  and  yet  it  is  only 
half  of  the  truth.  I  want  to  ask 
you  what  it  is  that  heals  you 
when  you  are  administered  to  by 
the  priesthood?  We  will  leave 
out  the  question  of  medicine,  and 
assume  that  you  have  been  healed 
wholly  and  solely  by  the  power  of 
the  priesthood.  What  was  the 
reason?  Because  you  had  faith, 
or  some  one  else  had  faith  for 
you.  It  may  be  that  your  faith 
was  weak,  and  your  body  being 
weak  also,  your  friends  or  the 
administering  brethren  had  to 
exercise  the  faith  in  your  behalf. 
That  is  precisely  what  happens 
when  you  are  healed  with  a  stolen 
dish  rag  or  a  fried  mouse.  What, 
you  exclaim,  do  you  mean  to 
imply  that  I  have  exerted  my 
faith  in  the  devil  or  in  his  agents? 
Precisely  so,  my  dear.  I  will 
venture  to  say  that  there  are  few 
of  us  so  ignorant  that  we  do  not 
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know  and  recognize  that  the  cure 
which  is  effected  by  silly  and 
superstitious  means  is  not  effected 
by  the  forces  of  light  and  truth. 
You,  or  those  to  whom  you  may 
have  applied,  are  responsible  for 
the  faith  exercised,  and  you  can 
reach,  not  the  same  end,  but  you 
can  accomplish  a  healing  which  is 
spurious  and  which  is  like  all 
other  counterfeits,  all  the  more 
dangerous  for  its  near  likeness 
to  the  true,  by  going  to  the 
opposing  power. 

My  little  girl  was  slipping  out 
of  the  back  door  in  a  suspicious 
manner  one  day  last  summer, 
and  I  stopped  her.  What  are  you 
going  to  do?  I  asked.  After  much 
hesitation  I  gleaned  the  fact  that 
she  had  stolen  the  dish  rag,  and 
was  just  about  to  bury  it  in  order 
to  get  rid  of  her  big  wart.  Do 
you  think  this  act  of  yours  will 
take  away  the  wart?  I  asked  her. 
Yes,  she  confessed  that  she  did, 
and  she  proceeded  to  retail  to  me 
a  whole  batch  of  similar  exper- 
iences of  her  young  companions, 
each  of  whom  had  been  myster- 
iously cured  in  the  same  way. 
We  sat  down,  and  with  her  in  my 
arms  I  entered  into  some  quiet 
and  solemn  talk.  After  it  was 
over  I  suggested  to  her  that  it 
would  be  a  wise  thing  to  try 
what  God  would  do  for  her  in 
such  a  small  matter  as  this,  even 
before  she  appealed  to  a  power 
which  she  dimly  realized  was 
wicked,  for  did  she  not  have  to 
proceed  in  deceit  and  stealth  in 
orderto  make  the  "devilish  charm" 
complete?     I  told  her    I    had  felt 


just  the  same  way  when  I  was  a 
little  girl,  and  showed  her  by 
what  steps  I  had  climbed  out  of 
that  particular  pit.  Then  we  got 
the  bottle  of  oil,  and  in  a  simple 
and  childlike  way  we  asked  our 
Father  to  take  away  the  unsightly 
disfigurement  on  my  darling's 
hand.  It  is  needless  to  add  that 
the  wart  was  gone  before  either 
one  of  us  thought  of  it  again. 

I  asked  her  in  the  course  of  our 
conversation  why  it  was  she  had 
put  so  much  faith  in  this,  and 
she  replied  because  her  com- 
panions had  tried  it,  and  anyway 
she  felt  in  herself  there  was  a 
strange  and  mysterious  power  in 
it  she  could  not  fathom,  and 
because  of  its  mysteriousness  she 
thought  it  would  surely  come 
true. 

Do  I  believe  in  witches  and 
their  power?  I  most  decidedly 
do,  for  I  know  there  is  a  devil  in 
hell,  and  he  will  lead  all  men  to 
him,  if  they  will  allow  him.  But 
I  know,  too,  that  there  is  a  God 
in  heaven,  and  that  He  will  give 
us  infinitely  more  power  and  faith 
than  we  can  ever  get  from  that 
devilish  source,  and  so  I  look  up 
and  trust  in  God.  Tell  your 
young  girls  in  this  lesson  when- 
ever they  feel  inclined  to  try  this 
or  that  superstition  just  to  try 
God  and  His  plan  first,  and  if  it 
should  fail  then  would  be  time 
enough  to  try  the  devil's  plan. 

There  is  a  point  which  I 
alluded  to  in  my  little  girl's 
remark.  It  is  the  faith  we  get 
from  hearing  others'  recital.  You 
see  she  had  heard  her  young  com- 
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panions  tell  of  their  experiences, 
and  this  strengthened  her  own 
faith.  Dare  you,  my  beloved 
sister,  pour  into  the  ears  of  your 
young  sisters,  the  recital  of  your 
experiences  with  dish  cloths, 
tow  strings,  or  other  false  and 
misleading  elements  of  this  law  of 
faith?  I  warn  you,  daughters  of 
Israel,  beware  how  you  pollute 
the  sanctuary  of  God  by  bringing 
in  the  superstitions  and  follies 
of  a  wicked  and  corrupt  genera- 
tion. There  is  so  much  to  be 
said  on  this  vast  subject  that  I 
fear  I  shall  weary  you,  and  I  must 
avoid  that.  There  is  one  thing — 
the  point  of  giving  medicine — and 
this  must  be  touched  upon, 
lightly,  perhaps,  but  certainly 
something  must  be  said.  I  have 
said  in  the  beginning  of  this 
article  that  part  of  the  effect  of 
the  administration  of  medicine,  is 
due  to  the  faith  exercised  in  that 
remedy.  This  is  true.  I  asked  a 
man  who  does  not  believe  in 
faith  why  it  was  that  he  had  faith 
to  give  his  child  calomel.  He 
said  he  had  tried  it,  and  he  knew 
its  effects  were  good.  Well,  I  said, 
that  is  precisely  why  I  have  faith 
in  consecrated  oil  and  the  admin- 
istration of  the  priesthood.  I 
have  tried  it,  and  I  know  its 
effects  to  be  good.  No  man  can 
pretend  to  exactly  state  what  ails 
a  sick  person,  nor  what  particular 
medicine  will  be  the  best.  No, 
he  gives  as  nearly  as  possible 
what  other  experiences  have 
demonstrated  to  him  would  be 
good  in  such  a  case,  and  exercises 
quietly  all  the  faith    in    his    own 


remedy  that  he  can.  If  he  had 
no  faith  he  would  not  give  it. 
Well,  says  my  listener,  but  do 
you  not  believe  there  is  much 
virtue  in  medicine?  Most  deci- 
dedly I  do.  For  we  are  told  to 
use  mild  food  and  herbs,  mark 
that,  if  we  have  not  faith  to  be 
healed  without.  If  we  can  get 
faith,  though,  how  much  easier, 
how  much  less  troublesome  and 
expensive  withal.  And  now,  how 
shall  we  go  to  work  to  obtain  this 
faith?  My  advice  to  the  girls 
would  be,  do  not  wait  until  you 
are  sick  nigh  unto  death  before 
making  a  trial  of  your  faith  and 
the  power  of  God.  The  next 
time  you  have  a  headache  take 
some  oil  and  ask  God  to  heal 
you.  If  you  have  a  touch  of  sore 
throat,  try  the  oil  and  a  little 
prayer  before  you  try  a  single 
thing  besides.  Go  to  bed  and  see 
if  you  are  not  better  in  the  morn- 
ing. If  you  are,  then  go  on  add- 
ing experience  to  experience  until 
you  have  accumulated  a  store  of 
faith  that  will  all  be  needed  when 
your  body  is  weak,  and  you  are 
sick  unto  death.  That  is  the 
very  best  way  to  obtain  faith. 
If  I  were  to  tell  you  to  try  a  cer- 
tain patent  medicine  under  the 
same  circumstances,  I  think  you 
would  all  be  willing  to  test  my 
words,  if  I  spoke  with  the  solemn 
assurance  I  do  on  this  subject. 
But  I  ask  you  to  try  faith,  the 
consecrated  oil,  and  if  you  still 
feel  sick  ask  your  mother  or  your 
father  to  administer  to  you.  Try 
that;  then  if  that  fails,  and  they 
wish  to  call  in  Elders,    let    them 
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do  so,  and  thus  exhaust  the  ordi- 
nances of  the  priesthood  before 
you  take  the  other  step.  But  I  . 
will  assure  you,  except  for  some 
definite  purpose  in  the  Lord,  if 
you  will  try  all  these  methods  of 
faith  first,  you  will  not  be  obliged 
to  go  for  any  doctor,  nor  to  use 
any  medicine,  unless  it  be  a  fast 
and  a  drink  of  warm  water  to 
cleanse  away  morbid  secretions. 
Sometimes  we  are  afflicted  in  our 
bodies,  and  God  allows  it,  that 
we     may    thus    gain    experiences. 


When  it  is  so,  and  our  faith 
seems  insufficient,  let  us  be  con- 
tented to  wait  patiently  until 
the  lesson  is  learned,  and  then  we 
can  go  on  and  on.  This  is  a 
beautiful  and  significant  lesson, 
and  you  will  receive  as  much 
benefit  in  teaching  it  to  others 
as  they  will  in  receiving  it  from 
you.  The  younger  the  child 
is  who  learns  this  lesson  of 
faith  the  easier  it  is  for  him 
and  the  longer  will  the  impres- 
sion last. 


THE  ART  OF  GOOD  BEHAVIOR  AND  HOW  TO  ACQUIRE  IT. 


ETIQUETTE. 
In  our  former  chapters  on  this 
subject  we  dwelt  upon  the  neces- 
sity of  studying  the  laws  regulat- 
ing good  society,  the  importance 
of  good  manners  in  the  home 
circle  and  in  all  our  associations 
with  our  fellow  beings.  We 
will  take  for  granted  that  every 
young  lady  understands  the  duty 
of  obedience  to  parental  authority, 
and  in  the  home  is  striving  to 
become  polite  and  refined  in  con- 
versation and  manners.  It  is 
exceedingly  impolite  to  keep  the 
family  waiting  at  breakfast  time, 
or  to  appear  in  an  untidy  morning 
dress,  with  hair  in  disorder,  shoes 
unbuttoned,  the  breastpin  or  bow 
of  ribbon  absent  from  the  throat 
because  only  "our  own  folks"  are 
present.  Practice  beginning  the 
day  right  by  rising  early  enough 
to  attend  to  all  the  minor  details 
of      the       personal      appearance, 


remembering  always  that  "cleanli- 
ness is  next  to  godliness."  First, 
we  ask,  "Ere  you  left  your  room 
this  morning  did  you  think  to 
pray?"  Next,  did  you  give  careful 
attention  to  the  perfect  cleanli- 
ness ot  your  person,  the  brushing 
of  your  hair  and  teeth  and  the* 
cleaning  of  your  nails?  Did  you 
separate  your  bedclothes,  leaving 
each  article  free  to  the  sweet, 
pure  air  that  you  let  in  to  your 
bedroom  through  wide  open  doors 
or  windows?  If  so,  when  you 
joined  the  family  at  prayer  time, 
did  you  greet  each  member  with 
a  pleasant  smile  and  cheerful 
good  morning,  or  with  a  careless 
or  indifferent  nod  and  with  averted 
eyes?  Was  your  greeting  respect- 
ful, cheerful  and  affectionate? 
Then  you  are  on  the  highway  to 
success  for  the  day. 

After  breakfast  sit  quietly  a  few 
moments  and  look  the    duties    or 
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pleasures  of  the  day    squarely    in 
the  face;  think  over  what  should 
be  done  and  how  best    to    do    it, 
and     guard      against    forming      a 
habit    of  indecision  and  fussinessy 
thus     avoiding     many    causes     of 
annoyance  to  yourself  and  friends; 
and  don't,  oh  don't  let  it  be  your 
besetting  sin  to  feel  irritated  and 
"put  out"  at     trifles.      "He    who 
at     small     things     takes     offense, 
shows    great      pride      and     little 
sense."     Don't  frown,   pout,     and 
look    sullen,    or    sulk    over    little 
vexations.      If  you  do  this  in  the 
spring  time  of  life  you  will    grow 
into  a  disagreeable,  peevish,  crusty 
old  woman  as  the  real  trials  press 
upon    you.     When    you     go    out 
leave    all    your     real    or    fancied 
troubles     at    home,     and     try     to 
speak  and  look    kindly    wherever 
you  go,  for  the  world  "  Wants  full 
measure  of  all  our    pleasure,    but 
it  does  not  want  our    woe."     But 
if  others  tell  us  of   their  troubles 
— no  matter   how    much    we    may 
dislike    to    hear      it — sympathize 
with  them  if  possible,   and    add  a 
cheerful,     hopeful    word;     it    will 
give     them     strength     to    endure. 
Charity    and     etiquette    command 
a  lady    never  to  insult  another  in 
her    own  house,    no    matter    how 
much  she  may  dislike  the  visitor. 
Self-command  is  a  Christian    vir- 
tue   that    must     be     observed    no 
matter      how      aggravating       the 
situation.      In  speaking  be  moder- 
ate;    never     let    your    voice    run 
away   with  you.      Nothing    grates 
more  upon  the  sensitive  ear  than 
loud,      boisterous,       high-pitched 
talk.     Solomon,  who,     no    doubt, 


had  some  experience  in  the  com- 
pany of  the  gentler  sex,   said,    "It 
is  better  to  dwell  in  the  corner  of 
the  house    top,    than    in    a    wide 
house  with  a    brawling    woman." 
Arguments     and     idle    discourses 
are  uncalled  for,  as  they  lead  to  no 
good.       The    better      way     is     to 
adroitly  change    the    subject    and 
commence  one  that  will    lead    to 
good    feeling.       In    conversation, 
none    but    the    ill-bred    boast    of 
their  family  connections,     wealth, 
or  superior  intelligence.      You  will 
always     leave     it     to      others      to 
praise  the  beauty,  gifts  or  accom- 
plishments  of    your    own    family, 
and    where    this    is    done    always 
express  pleasure  with  their    good 
opinions.     In  correcting  mistakes 
always  say,    "I    ask  your  pardon, 
but  I  think    you    are    mistaken;" 
and    unless    the     mistake     is     of 
importance     say    nothing     at    all. 
The  person  who  will  scold,  abuse, 
or  ridicule  others  in  company    is 
not  worthy  the  name    of    lady    or 
gentleman.     Carefully    avoid    set- 
ting yourself  up     as    a    standard. 
The  too  frequent  use  of   "Now    I 
do  or  think    so    and  so,"   implies 
that  others    are    wrong    and    you 
are  right.      People    who    do    this 
are      very     uncomfortable      com- 
panions.    Never   answer    a    ques- 
tion impatiently,    no  matter    how 
inconvenient     or      unpleasant       it 
may  be  to  you.      However    smart 
or  witty  you  may  be    considered, 
never  exercise  your  wit    in    rally- 
ing or  bantering  your  friends.      If 
you   do  so    their    friendship     will 
soon  be    worn    out    or    converted 
into  positive  enmity.     A  jest  that 
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carries  a  sting  with  it  can  never 
give  a  pleasant  sensation  to  the 
object.  The  bite  of  a  mosquito 
is  a  very  little  thing,  but  it 
leaves  pain  and  inflammation 
behind  it,  and  the  more  it  is 
rubbed  the  longer  it  rankles  in 
the  blood. 

No    one    likes     to    have     their 
foibles    or     mishaps    turned    into 
ridicule,   before  others  especially, 
and  few    can    cordially  join    in  a 
laugh  that  is  raised  against  them- 
selves,   though    we    should    avoid 
being  too  sensitive  on  this    point 
and  be  generous  enough  to   allow 
our  friends  a   little  merriment    at 
our  expense  without  the  least  sign 
of     ill-nature.     Never      speak     of 
absent     persons     by     only     their 
Christian  or  surnames,  but  always 
as  Mr.   or    Mrs.     If    members    of 
our     Church,     brother    or    sister. 
Above  all,   never    name     anybody 
by     the     initial     of     their     name. 
Married     people      are     sometimes 
guilty   of   this    offense.     No    lady 
should  permit    a    gentleman    who 
is  not  a  near  relative  or  very  old 
friend  of  her  family  to  defray  the 
cost  of  her    entrance    fee    to    any 
theater  or  exhibition,    or    to    pay 
for     her    refreshments    or    car    or 
vehicle  fare   when    she    happened 
to  be  under  his  protection.      If    a 
person  of    greater  age    or    higher 
rank  than  yourself  desires  you  to 
first     step     into     a     carriage      or 
through  a  door  it  is  more    polite 
to  bow  and  obey  than  to  decline. 
Compliance  with  and  deference  to 
the  wishes  of  others  is  the    finest 
breeding.       When      you      cannot 
agree       with       the       propositions 


advanced  in  general  conversation, 
be  silent.  If  pressed  for  your 
opinion  give  it  with  modesty. 
Never  defend  your  own  views  too 
warmly.  When  you  find  others 
remain  unconvinced  drop  the 
subject  and  lead  to  some  other 
topic.  Never  scandalize  or  ridi- 
cule an  absent  person;  if  others 
do  so  always  politely  defend 
them,  if  possible,  or  try  to  coun- 
teract any  prejudice  that  may  be 
engendered  in  the  minds  of  the 
company  by  holding  up  to  view 
as  many  good  traits  of  character 
as  you  can  think  of. 

It  may  be  well  to  caution  our 
young  friends  against  certain  bad 
practices,  easily  contracted  but 
sometimes  difficult  to  relinquish, 
such  as  biting  your  nails,  slipping 
a  ring  up  and  down  the  finger, 
sitting  cross-kneed  and  jogging 
your  foot,  drumming  on  the  table 
with  your  fingers  or  knuckles,  or, 
worse  still,  tinkling  on  a  piano 
with  one  finger  only,  humming  a 
tune  in  the  presence  of  strangers, 
holding  the  arm  of  a  friend  all 
the  time  she  sits  beside  you,  kiss- 
ing and  fondling  her  before  com- 
pany or  sitting  too  closely.  The 
fact  that  we  truly  love  our  com- 
panions should  never  be  con- 
cealed, for  it  is  the  expression  of 
love  that  sweetens  life;  but  let  it 
be  told  in  the  expression  of  the 
eye  and  the  pleasure  lighting  up 
the  countenance  by  gentle, 
thoughtful  and  considerate  atten- 
tions, rather  than  by  caresses. 
Slapping  a  gentleman  with  your 
handkerchief  or  tapping  him  with 
your  fan  is  unlady-like,  and  never 
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allow  him  to  take  a  ring  off  your 
finger  to  look  at  it  or  permit  him 
to  unclasp  your  bracelet,  or,  still 
worse,  to  inspect  your  brooch. 
When  these  articles  are  to  be 
shown  to  another  person  always 
take  them  off  for  the  purpose. 
In  company  abstain  from  the 
"fidgets,"  and  never  appear 
uneasy,  and  no  matter  how  the 
time  may  lag,  maintain  an  air  of 
interest  and  try  to  appreciate  the 
efforts  made  by  your  friends  for 
your  entertainment,  and  never 
allow  them  to  feel  that  their 
efforts  are  in  vain.  Etiquette 
sometimes  requires  us  to  assume 
a  pleasure  we  do  not  feel,  to 
avoid  wounding  the  sensibilities 
of  others.  Anyone  who  will  sit 
like  a  marble  statue,  representing 
"sullen  silence"  deserves  to  be 
"left  out"  when  invitations  are 
issued  for  social  gatherings.  All 
this  requires  thought,  practice, 
tact,  and  the  exercise  of  many 
Christian  graces;  but  the  pleasure 
we  give  and  gain  is  worth  every 
effort. 

RULES    FOR     GIVING     AND     RECEIVING 
PRESENTS. 

If  you  present  a  book  to  a 
friend,  do  not  write  his  or  her 
name  in  it  unless  requested.  You 
have  no  right  to  presume  that  it 
will  be  rendered  an}'  the  more 
valuable  for  that  addition,  and 
you  ought  not  to  conclude  before 
hand  that  your  gift  will  be 
accepted. 

Never  undervalue  the  gift 
which  you  are  yourself  offering. 
You  have  no  business  to  offer  it 
if  it  is  valueless,   neither  say  that 


you  do  not  want  it  yourself,  or 
that  you  should  throw  it  aw^ay  if 
it  were  not  accepted,  etc.,  etc. 
Such  apologies  would  be  insults 
if  true,  and  mean  nothing  if  false. 
Unmarried  ladies  may  not  accept 
presents  from  gentlemen  who  are 
neither  related  nor  engaged  to 
them.  Presents  made  by  a  mar- 
ried lady  to  a  gentleman  can  only 
be  offered  in  the  joint  names  of 
husband  and  herself.  Married 
ladies  may  occasionally  accept 
presents  from  gentlemen  who  visit 
frequently  at  their  houses,  and 
who  desire  to  show  their  sense 
of  the  "hospitality  which  they 
receive  there.  A  gift  should 
be  precious  for  something  better 
than  its  price.  It  may  have  been 
brought  by  the  giver  from  some 
far  or  famous  place;  it  may  be 
unique  in  its  workmanship;  it 
may  be  valuable  only  for  its 
association  with  some  great  per- 
son or  strange  event.  Autographic 
papers,  foreign  curiosities  and 
the  like  are  elegant  gifts.  An 
author  may  offer  his  book  or  a 
painter  a  sketch  with  grace  and 
propriety.  Offerings  of  flowers 
and  game  are  unexceptionable, 
and  may  be  made  even  to  those 
whose  position  is  superior  to  that 
of  the  giver.  Never  refuse  a 
present,  unless  under  exceptional 
circurr.  stances,  however  humble 
the  giver  and  however  poor  the 
gift.  You  should  appreciate  the 
good  will  and  intention,  and 
accept  it  with  kindness  and 
thanks.  Never  say,  "I  fear  I  rob 
you, "  or,  "  I  am  really  ashamed  to 
take  it. "  Such  deprecatory  phrases 
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imply  that    you  think     the    giver 
cannot  spare  or  afford  it. 

Acknowledge  the  receipt  of  a 
present  without  delay.  There  is 
an  art  and  propriety  in  the  giv- 
ing of  presents  which  it  requires 
a  natural  delicacy  of  disposition 
rightly  to  apprehend.  Give  not 
too  rich  nor  too  poor  a  gift. 
Give  not  to  one  much  wealthier 
than  yourself,  and  beware  how 
you  give  to  the  poor  lest  their 
pride  be  offended.  You  must 
never  make  a  gift  with  any  expec- 


tation of  a  return,  nor  be  too 
anxious  to  make  a  return  after 
accepting  one,  lest  your  friend 
will  feel  that  he  has  placed  you 
under  a  sense  of  obligation  to 
him. 

Sometimes  a  gift  of  thyself  is 
the  most  precious  gift  of  all  to 
offer  thy  friend.  An  hour  of  your 
time,  a  cheering  word,  a  warm 
friendly,  reassuring  hand  clasp, 
a  song  or  pleasant  smile  is  indeed 
a  precious  offering. 


EDITOR'S  DEPARTMENT. 


THE  YEAR  1893. 
In  all  the  years  of  our  history 
as  a  people  there  has  never  been 
a  year  so  full  of  presage  for  a 
stupendous  future  as  this  dawning 
year  of  1893.  Statesmen,  philo- 
sophers and  thinkers  of  every 
kind  and  type  have  given  the 
gravest  consideration  to  the  many 
signs  of  big  events  which  loom 
upon  the  near  horizon.  The 
European  war  which  has  been  so 
long  held  at  bay,  by  Providence, 
we  know,  but,  as  infidels  assert, 
by  the  strategy  of  wily  diplomats, 
seems  to  hang  with  a  peculiar 
force  upon  this  year*s  crest. 
This  continent  is  lull  of  untoward 
situations,  and  it  will  be  next  to 
a  miracle  if  the  whole  South 
American  continent  is  not  ablaze 
with  war  and  excitement  before 
the  close  of  the  spring.  England 
is  full  of  a  trembling  fear  of  inner 
disasters,     and      each     nation     of 


Europe  has  its  painful  local 
problems  as  well  as  the  terrible 
international  prospects  ahead  of 
that  continent.  Canada  is  full  of 
unrest,  and  Mexico  is  never  very 
firm  in  its  peace  and  tranquility. 
Our  own  nation  has  entered  upon 
a  state  of  national  affairs  or  his- 
tory which  has  never  prevailed 
since  the  opening  of  the  Civil  War. 
What  the  attempted  changes 
in  policy  may  produce  in  the  way 
of  startling  effects  can  only  be 
dimly  felt.  Capital  and  labor  are 
standing  with  hands  at  each 
other's  throats,  and  no  one  can 
tell  which  will  prevail.  Not  least 
of  the  fearful  outlooks  for  the 
future  is  the  dreaded  cholera 
scourge,  which  is  known  by  the 
most  conservative  Americans  to 
be  a  very  horrible  probability. 
All  nature  seems  to  be  in  that 
state  of  intense  silence  which 
awaits  the  peal  of    a    thunderous 
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change.  Will  that  peal  sound 
before  the  opening  of  1894?  It 
has  already  forced  the  evidence  of 
its  near  presence  into  the  hearts 
of  men,  and  only  God  can  tell 
when  the  hour  of  His  judgments 
will  begin.  It  would  be  neither 
so  strange  nor  so  impressive  if 
this  people  alone  were  the  ones 
who  are  using  the  public  press  to 
set  these  gruesome  pictures  before 
the  minds  of  the  people,  but  it 
makes  the  lesson  come  with 
double  force  when,  as  is  the  case 
today,  every  leading  paper  in  this 
country  is  full  of  these  peculiar 
presages.  The  new  year  has 
inspired  many  of  the  stalwart 
editorial  infidels  of  this  nation  to 
draw  for  themselves  the  horoscope 
of  this  year's  mighty  and  awful 
events.  They  are  their  own 
prophets,  and  can  blame  no  one 
for  warning  or  the  lack  of  warn- 
ing which  is  being  poured  out 
upon  them.  How  is  it  with  this 
people?  Yes,  we  are  under  the 
bondage  of  our  enemies,  finan- 
cially and  socially.  The  Lord 
has  seen  fit  to  put  their  feet  upon 
our  necks.  But  we  have  no  dread 
of  labor  troubles;  we,  who  try  to 
keep  the  Word  of  Wisdom,  look 
with  a  calm  trust  m  God  for  the 
coming  of  any  scourge,  and  we 
are  not  afraid  of  war  nor  of 
famine.  Instead  of  this,  while 
we  feel  we  may  receive  some 
premonitionary  touches  of  these 
judgments,  for  are  they  not  to 
begin  in  the  House  of  the  Lord? 
yet  we  have  the  glorious  prospect 
ahead  of  us  in  the  dedication  of 
our  beautiful  temple,   that  edifice 


which  has  been  half  a  generation 
rearing  to  the  Lord.  We  may 
receive  trials  and  tribulations, 
we  expect  experiences,  but  we 
rely  with  calm  trusting  upon  the 
providences  of  our  loving  God; 
and  while  we  do  this,  we  are  no 
selfish  nor  bigoted,  for  the  door 
of  salvation  is  open  to  all  men, 
bond  and  free,  of  whatever  nation 
or  belief.  Our  mission  is  peace 
on  earth,  good  will  to  all  men. 
Each  man  will  receive  the  exact  re- 
ward of  his  own  doings.  But  this 
nation,  as  a  nation,  has  assumed  to 
allow  and  enact  laws  and  statutes 
which  will  react  upon  themselves 
for  judgments;  they  have  passed 
into    the  hands  of  God. 

And  what  lesson  does  this  New 
Year's  picture  bring  home  to  the 
Latter-day  Saints?  The  lesson, 
first,  last,  and  all  the  time,  of 
obedience  and  a  closer  clinging  to 
the  rod  of  iron,  lest  we  be  swept 
away  in  the  flood  of  events  and 
situations  about  us.  That  is  our 
one  and  fixed  lesson.  If  we  have 
failed  in  any  law,  let  us  try  once 
again  to  return  to  the  simplicity 
and  beauty  of  that  observance, 
and  thus  be  prepared  to  stand  in 
holy  places.  All  nature  cries  out 
with  the  bigness  of  events  hasten- 
ing towards  us.  Can  we  longer 
sit  at  ease  in  Zion?  Up  and  put 
on  thine  armor,  oh  daughter  of 
Zion,  for  bright  o'er  the  hills 
dawns  the  day  star  of  gladness. 
Arise,  arise,  for  the  night  of 
thy  sorrow  is  o'er. 

May  15th  has  been  selected  as 
the  opening  date  for  the  World's 
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Congress  of  Representative 
Women.  It  is  hoped  that  all 
those  women  who  design  attending 
the  World's  Fair  may  so  time 
their  visit  as  to  attend  this  most 
important  meeting  ever  held  by 
the  women  of  all  the  world.  The 
congress  will  continue  in  session 
for  one  week,  and  it  is  hoped 
that  several  of  our  best  'Utah 
speakers  will  be  included  in  the 
list  of  lecturers. 

The  Guide  to  one  year's  course 
for  study  in  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A. 
is  now  out,  and  can  be  obtained 
at  the  Juvenile  Instructor 
Office;  price  ten  cents.  It  is 
urged  upon  every  active  member 
of  these  associations  that  she 
shall  buy  and  carefully  study  this 
little  work,  and  that  every  Young 
Ladies'  Mutual  Improvement 
Association   in   Zion    shall    adopt 


this  Guide  in  their  weekly  'work. 
Let  nothing  occur  to  prevent  the 
use  of  the  Guide,  for  it  has  been 
sanctioned  and  heartily  approved 
by  the  authorities  of  the  Church, 
and  the  greatest  good  is  expected 
to  follow  its  adoption  by  each 
and  every  society  in  Zion.  Any 
experience  officers  or  members 
may  have  had  in  the  use  and 
study  of  other  such  works  will 
serve  as  a  help  and  assistance  in 
taking  up  this  Guide,  which  has 
been  specially  prepared  for  the 
young  ladies  throughout  this 
whole  Church.  Get  to  work, 
young  ladies,  with  all  the  force  and 
power  5'ou  can  muster,  and  when 
next  April  comes  be  prepared 
to  report  through  your  Stake 
officers  a  goodly  start  and  a  promis- 
ing future  for  yourselves  and  the 
grand  cause  of  mutual  improve- 
ment in  which  we  are  engaged. 


OUR  GIRLS. 


A  VISIT  TO  THE  SNAKE  RIVER 
COUNTRY. 
Believing  that  many  of  my 
young  sisters  would  be  pleased  to 
hear  of  their  co-laborers  in  the 
far  northern  settlements,  I  take 
refuge  behind  the  time-worn 
adage,  "Better  late  than  never," 
and  will  attempt  a  brief  synopsis 
of  a  ten  days'  visit  to  the  Ban- 
nock Stake,  in  Idaho.  On  the 
12th  of  last  August,  in  company 
with  Sister    M.   I.   Home,    I    left 


the  city  to  honor  an  invitation 
to  visit  the  Y.  L.  and  Primary 
Associations  .of  that  Stake,  while 
Sister  Home  went  as  a  special 
messenger  to  the  R.  S. ,  at  the 
same  time  evincing,  as  every 
true  Saint  should,  an  equal  inter- 
est in  all  the  organizations.  Hav- 
ing studied  geography  in  the 
early  days,  when  that  science 
was  taught  "wrong  end  to,"  we 
had  gained  a  pretty  fair  idea  of 
"lands  afar" — Europe,    Asia    and 


♦All  communications  from  the  members  of  the  Y.  Lm  M.  I.  Associations  to  this  department 
should  be  addressed  to  Mrs.  Elmina  S.  Taylor,  158  W.  Third  South  St.,  Salt  Lake  City.  The 
address  of  the  Secretary  of  the  Central  board  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.  is  Annie  M.  Cannon,  Folsom 
Avenae,  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 
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Africa-^but  learned  very  little 
indeed  of  our  own  Territory  and 
its  neighbors;  so,  while  knowing 
that  the  Snake  River  country  lay 
somewhere  within  the  bounds  of 
space,  I  could  form  but  a  vague 
idea  of  what  awaited  me  beyond 
the  northern  boundary  of  Utah. 
The  combination  of  mountain 
heights  and  scenery  of  rugged 
grandeur,  fertile  valleys,  farms, 
orchards,  cosy  country  farm 
houses,  with  glimpses  of  lake 
and  river,  and  the  marvels  of 
Bear  River  Canyon,  with  its  awe- 
inspiring  grandeur,  causing  the 
timid  to  shudder  as  they  looked 
down  into  the  roaring,  seething 
river  far  below,  and  at  whose 
immediate  side  we  pass  over 
dangerous  looking  trussel  work 
and  the  huge  pile  of  masonry  over 
which  runs  the  train.  The  tunnel 
of  solid  stone  work  on  one  side, 
and  the  famous  Bear  River  dam, 
and  the  wonderful  tunnels  blasted 
through  the  solid  rocks  of  the 
mountain  side,  had  all  familiar 
grown;  but  after  leaving  Cache 
Junction  I  looked  for  something 
new,  and  found  it  in  the  wide 
expanse  of  barren  as  well  as 
cultivated  lands,  with  here  and 
there  a  small  town  and  log  cabins, 
lookins:  so  lonely  on  large  tracts 
of  farming  land.  Oh  how  could 
I  endure  such  isolation,  I  thought, 
as  we  flew  by  them,  while  their 
occupants,  no  doubt,  could  not 
enjoy  the  narrow  confines  of  a 
bustling  city.  We  passed  the 
Blackfoot  Reservation  and  trad- 
ing post,  and  saw  a  few  Indian 
wickiups,    which    sent  us  back  in 


memory  to  the  days  when  true 
India'^  scares  were  the  terror  of 
my  childhood.  .Our  journey  was 
enlivened  by  the  pleasant  com- 
pany of  Apostle  J.  H.  Smith,  and 
President  C.  O.  Card  of  Canada, 
and  I  was  highly  amused  with  a 
conversation  with  two  ladies 
traveling  to  Montana.  It  was 
their  first  experience  in  the  wild 
West,  and  they  had  just  had  their 
first  view  of  the  red  men  as  we 
passed  the  reservation.  One  of 
the  ladies  asked  me  if  I  had  ever 
seen  a  red  man  before.  On  learn- 
ing that  I  came  from  Salt  Lake, 
she  put  her  hand  on  my  arm,  and 
looking  anxiously  into  my  eyes, 
asked  very  earnestly,  "But  you 
are  not  a  Mormon,  are  you?" 
The  reply  that  I  was  born  and 
reared  one  opened  up  a  vely 
conversation,  and  I  became  an 
object  of  peculiar  interest.  I 
proved  to  be  the  first  real  live 
Mormon  that  they  had  ever  seen, 
and  it  was  difficult  for  me  to  dis- 
cover which  was  the  greater 
curiosity,  myself  or  the  Indian. 

I  had  heard  of  similar  exper- 
iences, but  this  was  my  first. 
The  questions  so  eagerly  asked, 
after  obtaining  permission  to 
interview  me,  betrayed  a  woeful 
ignorance  of  our  principles  and 
people,  and  gave  me  greater 
charity  towards  a  certain  class 
who  know  not  what  they  say  or 
do  when  they  use  their  influence 
to  suppress  Mormonism.  To 
them,  in  their  ignorance,  it  really 
seemed  wrong.  They  had  heard 
that  the  Mormon  women  were  the 
most  virtuous  on  earth,  and  when 
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I  explained  our  principles  and 
teaching  they  did  not  wonder  that 
our  reputation  was  so  good. 

From  this  little  incident  you 
will  see  that  all  our  missionary 
labor  is  not  in  meetings.  At 
sundown  we  reached  Eagle  Rock, 
or  what  is  now  known  as  Idaho 
Falls,  240  miles  north  of  Salt 
Lake  City,  where  President 
Thomas  E.  Ricks  and  Bishop 
Thomas  were  awaiting  our  arrival. 
Owing  to  a  ride  of  sixteen  miles 
between  us  and  Lewisville,  our 
destination  that  evening,  we  were 
obliged  to  decline  stopping  for 
supper,  prepared  by  Sister 
Thomas.  We  reached  our 
journey's  end  about  ten  o'clock, 
travel  worn  and  weary,  but 
received  the  kindest  attention 
from  Brother  and  Sister  Myler 
and  daughters,  who  entertained 
us  for  three  days.  Sister  Myler 
is  President  of  the  Y.  L.  Asso- 
ciation of  Lewisville. 

Saturday  morning  found  us 
refreshed  after  a  good  night's 
rest,  with  doors  and  windows 
wide  open.  Primary  conference 
convened  at  10  a.  m.,  with  a 
good  audience  of  well  dressed, 
bright,  intelligent  children  eager 
for  the  exercises.  The  programme 
rendered  showed  good  prepara- 
tion. In  addition  to  the  presid- 
ing ^'sters  of  the  Primary  Asso- 
ciation, we  were  delighted  to  see 
the  presiding  authorities,  both 
Stake  and  local,  on  the  stand. 
This  was  one  very  encouraging 
proof  that  the  interest  of  the  chil- 
dren was  near  their  hearts. 
Apostle  Smith,  Sister    Home  and 


myself  spoke  a  short  time  to  the 
children. 

At  2  p.m.  the  R.  S.  conference 
opened  with  a  full  house,  in  a  large, 
neat  brick  building,  certainly  a 
credit  to  the  place.  Sister 
Temperance  Hinckley  presided. 
The  verbal  and  written  reports 
showed  the  society  to  be  in  a  very 
prosperous  condition.  It  was 
suggested  that  every  member  of 
the  R.  S.  donate  one  bushel  of 
wheat,  after  harvest,  which  will 
add  500  bushels  to  the  good 
amount  already  stored. 

Immediately  after  this  meeting 
the  Young  Ladies'  Conference 
opened,  with  Sister  Ellen  M. 
Ricks  presiding,  and  all  reports 
showed  the  young  ladies  to  be 
alive  to  their  spiritual  interests. 
The  brethren  who  spoke,  heartily 
commended  the  sisters,  both  old 
and  young,  for  their  energy  and 
perseverance  under  difficulties. 
Sister  Home  gave  the  girls  some 
good,  practical,  motherly  counsel. 
She  is  well  qualified  to  instruct 
all  classes — a  power  necessary  in 
visitors  to  the  outer  Stakes, 
where  all  are  so  eager  for  infor- 
mation. 

Sunday  morning  the  general 
Stake  Conference  convened,  and 
all  day  we  enjoyed  the  Spirit  of 
God  so  bountifully  poured  out. 
We  were  politely  invited  to  the 
stand  on  this  occasion  also. 
These  people  had  gathered  from 
all  the  surrounding  settlements, 
some  at  a  distance  of  fifty  or 
seventy-five  miles,  and  the  com- 
modious house    was    entirely    too 
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small.  This  was  in  happy  con- 
trast to  some  of  the  Stakes  with 
much  greater  advantages  of  travel. 
Some  of  the  sisters  came  on 
horseback,  and  one  delightful 
feature  of  these  conferences  is  the 
custom  of  genuine  sociability 
indulged  in  after  meetings.  They 
appear  as  one  great  family, 
heartily  shaking  hands  and  kindly 
inquiring  after  each  other*s  wel- 
fare and  the  absent  friend  or 
neighbor.  The  spirit  of  hearty 
good  will  and  unity  among  them 
was  really  Saint-like.  We  never 
visited  any  place  with  such  an 
extensive  "home  emigration." 
The  country  is  settled  mostly  by 
young  and  middle-aged  people. 
Almost  every  woman  had  a  baby 
in  arms,  with  a  little  army  of 
various  ages  growing  up  around 
her,  all  looking  healthy  and 
happy.  One  thing  noticeable  for 
a  new  country  is  that  people 
coming  from  their  distant  farms 
were  all  so  well  and  comfortably 
dressed.  The  ladies  did  not  look 
at  all  "countryfied,"  as  some 
would  imagine.  The  fit  and  style 
of  their  dresses  and  hats  accorded 
with  the  fashions  of  more  ad- 
vanced communities.  At  the 
request  of  the  young  people,  a 
special  meeting  was  called  for 
them  Sunday  evening,  and  the 
house  was  well  filled  with  bright, 
young  Saints  of  both  sexes,  who 
paid  the  most  respectful  attention 
to  the  speakers — Brother  S.  B. 
Young,  Sister  Home  and  myself 
— who  dwelt  upon  some  subjects  of 
vital  importance  to  them  as 
society     makers     and    community 


builders  of  a  new  and  growing 
country.  After  the  conference, 
Monday  afternoon,  we  left  for 
Rexburg,  eighteen  miles  distant, 
crossing  the  Snake  River  on  the 
ferry  boat,  where  the  river  is 
three  hundred  feet  wide  and 
fifteen  feet  deep.  Near  this  point 
two  buttes  rise  almost  perpendi- 
cular out  of  the  otherwise  very 
level  country.  They  are  the 
remains  of  volcanic  eruptions  in 
ages  past,  the  dry  craters  remain- 
ing open  at  the  top.  The  outside 
of  one  especially  has  the  appear- 
ance of  having  been  overrun  with 
fiery  heat,  melting  the  solid  rocks 
into  huge  masses  that  look  like 
an  immense  castle.  The  Snake 
River  is  well  named,  as  it  winds 
its  tortuous  way  diagonallj- 
through  the  valley  from  north- 
east to  south-west.  Some  parts 
of  it  in  the  wooded  districts  are 
very  picturesque,  as  at  various 
curves  it  reveals  the  blue  surface 
framed  in  green;  but  at  Idaho 
Falls,  near  the  rapids,  the  scenery 
is  barren,  the  river  passing  at  a 
great  depth  below  the  earth's  sur- 
face— at  low  tide  through  rugged 
black  rocks.  Here  it  must  have 
formed  a  rushing,  roaring  torrent 
before  the  numerous  and  wonder- 
fully large  canals,  for  which  the 
valley  is  noted,  were  taken  from  it. 
These  canals  alone  are  a  mighty 
evidence  of  the  energy  and  per- 
sistent industry  of  our  people. 
On  reaching  Rexburg  Sister  Home 
and  I  parted  for  the  night,  she 
remaining  with  President  Hinck- 
ley, I  with  Sister  Winters,  Acting- 
President  of  the    P.     A.     of     the 
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Stake,  in  order  to  have  a  better 
opportunity  of  talking  over  mat- 
ters pertaining  to  our  special 
labors.  We  renewed  our  journey 
to  Parker,  twelve  miles  distant, 
on  Tuesday,  a  large  company  of 
the  sisters  following.  We  re- 
ceived every  attention  from 
Bishop  Parker  and  his  big- 
hearted,  hospitable  wife  and 
family.  They  had  raspberries  and 
small  fruits  in  abundance.  We 
held  meeting  at  2  p.m.  in  a  clean, 
log  meeting  house,  which  proved 
much  too  small,  as  many  came 
from  the  surrounding  towns  and 
farms  some  twenty  miles  away. 
The  sisters  in  these  scattered  dis- 
tricts have  a  hard  struggle  to 
keep  the  organizations  in  good 
working  order.  That  they  do  so 
well  is  the  marvel,  not  that  they 
do  no  better.  There  the  Primary 
Association  was  re-organized. 
We  tried  to  encourage  and 
instruct  the  sisters  for  the  benefit 
of  all  the  societies.  Stayed  all 
night  in  the  Bishop's  care,  and 
passed  on  to  Wilford  the  next 
morning  over  a  beautiful,  level 
country,  and  enjoyed  the  six  mile 
drive.  Were  graciously  enter- 
tained by  Sister  Pratt,  President 
of  the  R.  S.,  and  held  meeting  at 
2  p.m.  in  a  comfortable  log  meet- 
ing house.  Many  came  from  other 
places,  and  we  had  a  good  meet- 
ing, and  we  hope  assisted  the 
laborers  in  that  widely  scattered, 
farming  district  to  renewed  dili- 
gence. From  here  we  had  a  good 
view  of  the  famous  Teton  Peaks, 
and  longed  to  explore  the  wonders 
of    Teton     Basin     and    visit     the 


Saints  there,  but  lack  of  time  for- 
bade. 

Wednesday  night  we  attended 
a  conjoint  session  of  the  Y.  L. 
and  Y.  M.  Associations  at  Rex- 
burg,  where  all  classes  had  turned 
out  en  masse,  filling  the  large 
meeting  house,  then  undergoing 
alterations  prior  to  opening  the 
Stake  Academy  in  it.  The  exer- 
cises were  very  interesting,  and  an 
excellent  spirit  prevailed.  Here, 
as  at  all  meetings,  the  instructions 
were  listened  to  with  marked 
attention.  We  enjoyed  the  hos- 
pitality of  Sister  Ricks,  and 
Thursday,  at  2  p.  m.,  the  primary 
children  had  a  nice  little  meeting. 
Their  exercises  proved  that  they 
were  not  behind  the  times,  under 
the  able  presidency  of  Sister 
Barnes  and  counselors.  After  an 
hour's  session  the  children  were 
dismissed  prior  to  opening  the 
meeting  of  the  R.  S. ;  but  they  all 
remained  seated,  paying  strict 
attention  .till  the  close.  Though 
this  was  the  fifth  day  of  meetings, 
the  interest  seemed  unabated,  for 
a  very  large  attendance  gathered 
from  all  quarters,  both  brethren 
and  sisters,  although  it  was  busy 
harvest  time.  On  both  occasions 
a  choir  was  in  attendance,  and 
cheered  us  with  its  energetic, 
whole-souled  music,  adding 
greatly  to  the  interest  of  both 
meetings.  At  Rexburg,  to  our 
regret,  we  were  compelled  to 
leave  part  of  our  company,  who 
had  thus  far  made  the  tour  with 
us,  enlivening  the  journey  with 
their  interest  and  companionship. 
At  five    o'clock    President    Ricks 
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and  wife,  with  Sister  Home  and 
myself,  started  for  Menan,  sixteen 
miles  distant.  Reached  there  at 
eight  o'clock,  and  enjoyed  the 
hospitality  of  Bishop  Stevens 
and  family;  and  Friday  morning 
made  an  early  start  for  lona, 
twenty-five  miles  south,  and  held 
meeting  with  the  three  organiza- 
tions at  2  p.  m.  We  were 
gratified  to  again  meet  many 
faces  familiar  grown  through 
their  attendance  at  former  meet- 
ings. The  neat  cut  stone  house 
is  a  credit  to  those  enterprising 
people,  who  are  thriving  spiri- 
tually, with  all  the  societies  doing 
active  work.  In  consideration  of 
the  profitable  and  happy  time 
enjoyed  by  the  people,  it  was 
put  to  vote  and  carried  unani- 
mously that  each  sister  in  the 
Stake  donate  ten  cents  to  pay  the 
traveling  expenses  of  visiting 
sisters  next  year. 

Another  drive  of  six  miles 
brought  us  back  to  Idaho  Falls, 
where  we  met  with  the  Saints  in 
the  evening.  They  have  a  neat 
frame  meeting  house  which  was 
filled,  some  following  us  from 
lona,  mothers  with  their  babies 
coming  from  Basalt,  fifteen  miles 
distant,  returning  in  the  night, 
too.  This  meeting  showed  the 
sisters  alive  to  their  duties.  A 
Primary  Association  was  or- 
ganized and  a  good  spirit  pre- 
vailed. President  Ricks  spoke 
with  satisfaction  of  the  week  past, 
while  visiting  the  Saints,  and 
predicted  good  results,  and  we 
felt  to  rejoice  that  our  arduous 
labors     were    finished.     Through- 


out the  entire  journey  all  that 
warm  hearts  could  devise  was 
done  for  our  comfort.  At  every 
place  the  brethren  placed  easy 
chairs  in  the  stand,  and  showed 
the  most  thoughtful  consideration 
to  the  strangers  within  their 
gates.  The  visit  and  valuable 
instructions  of  Sister  Home,  noted 
for  her  intimate  association  and 
interesting  descriptions  of  the 
Prophet  Joseph,  and  her  fidelity 
and  good  works  in  the  cause  of 
truth,  will  be  long  remembered 
by  the  good  people  of  Bannock 
Stake.  We  took  supper  with 
Bishop  and  Sister  Thomas,  and 
visited  with  them  and  Bishop 
Steele  of  lona  till  train  time  at 
midnight,  when  we  left  our  friends 
for  home,  reaching  Salt  Lake  City 
at  eleven  o'clock  Saturday  morn- 
ing. 

A  more  zealous  company  of  pre- 
siding officers  it  would  be  hard  to 
find.  When  we  realize  that  only 
nine  years  have  elapsed  since  the 
first  settlers  entered  that  valley, 
we  are  led  to  exclaim,  "Behold 
what  God  hath  wrought!"  What 
was  before  that  time  a  barren 
plain  of  sage  brush  is  now  a  land 
of  farms,  orchards  and  happy 
homes.  The  green  lucern  and 
golden  grain  form  a  smooth  piece 
of  patchwork  over  the  face  of  the 
land  for  hundreds  of  miles.  The 
neat,  comfortable  log  cabins  will, 
we  know,  soon  give  place  to  brick 
and  stone  cottages  and  commo- 
dious modem  homes.  That  "men 
build  and  women  beautify"  is 
demonstrated  by  the  many  pretty, 
old-fashioned       flower        gardens, 
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where  the  holly-hock,  pink,  sweet 
peas,  bachelor  buttons  and  merr}'- 
gold  predominate,  and -the  many 
lovely  house  plants  smiling 
through  the  windows,  all  tell  of 
the  refining  influence  of  woman. 
The  people  have  endured  much, 
we  know,  as  pioneers  in  redeem- 
ing this  land,  but  God  has  blessed 
them  and  the  land  for  their  sake. 
The  fact  that  Sister  Ellen  M. 
Ricks  has  traveled  over  a  thou- 
sand miles  the  past  year  in 
visiting  the  Y.  L.  organizations, 
and  that  they  paid  the  expenses 
of  one  visiting  sister  to  them, 
besides  sending  a  delegate  to  the 
last  general  conference  ot  the  Y. 
L.  M.  I.  A.,  proves  that  they 
are  a  liberal  and  progressive 
band,  determined  to  stand  in  the 
front  ranks  in  our  onward  march 
to  a  higher,  wider  and  better  state 
of  existence  among  God*s  chosen 
people.  Through  these  visits  we 
become  better  acquainted  with 
each  other's  best  works,  more 
charitable  and  appreciative  senti- 
ments born  of  a  better  under- 
standing enlarge  our  souls,  and 
we  learn  that  in  this  work  there 
is  indeed  mutual  improvement. 
Lillie  T.  Freeze. 


WINTER    AMUSEMENTS  FOR    THE 
YOUNG  PEOPLE. 

If  your  young  people  like 
parties,  don't  deny  them,  that  is 
if  you  know  just  what  partners 
they  are  to  accompany,  and  know 
that  the  ball  is  presided  over  by 
the  proper  people,  and  you  know 
the  class  of   people  who    will    be 


there.  This  is  a  grave  part  of 
your  duty  as  parents,  and  it  is 
not  enough  for  you  to  ask  whom 
your  boys  or  girls  are  going  with, 
you  must  also  ask  who  gives  the 
party,  and  discover  by  affectionate 
questionings  what  sort  of  partners 
your  young  and  guileless  daughter 
is  apt  to  dance  with.  Let  me 
add  one  caution,  not  the  moment 
of  excitement,  just  as  the  young 
people  are  starting  out,  is  the 
time  to  give  good  advice,  although 
a  parting  reminder  of  former 
teachings  on  this  subject  may  be 
proper;  take  your  girl  or  your 
boy  some  time  in  the  quiet  twi- 
light, or  go  with  them  when  they 
retire  at  night,  and  bring  the  talk 
to  the  conduct  of  young  people  of 
both  sexes  in  social  life.  Then 
proceed  with  your  loving  words 
of  counsel,  and  your  seed  will  not 
be  planted  on  thorny  ground. 
So,  having  previously  fortified 
them,  let  them  fly  away  to  the 
ball,  with  warmly  clad  limbs  and 
feet,  and  kiss  your  boy  ere  he 
leaves,  and  whisper  a  prayer  that 
the  kiss  may  be  a  seal  of  protec- 
tion against  the  tempter  of  drink. 
Dear  mothers,  let  me  ask  you: 
Do  you  teach  your  son  that  it  is 
wrong  and  will  lead  to  wickedness 
for  him  to  attempt  to  take  liber- 
ties with  the  young  girls  of  his 
acquaintance?  Do  you  ever  think 
that  it  is  quite  as  much  your  duty 
to  teach  your  son  to  guard  his 
virtue  from  even  the  shadow  of  a 
temptation  as  it  is  for  you  to 
watch  over  the  precious  innocence 
of  your  daughter?  Mothers  in 
Israel,   let  me    give    you    here    a 
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solemn  warning:  the  extent  to 
which  freedom  of  conduct  between 
the  sexes  is  carried  today,  is  more 
than  startling;  it  is  gravely  alarm- 
ing. But  enough  of  this  now;  we 
will  speak  of  this  at  another  time. 
As  mothers,  it  is  well  for  you  to 
know  that  one  of  your  most  im- 
portant duties  is  to  attend  to  the 
amusements  of  all  your  children, 
from  'babyhood  until  they  are 
married  and  gone  from  under  the 
parental  roof-tree.  If  you  think  a 
simple  provision  for  their  tem- 
poral wants,  and  a  word  of  advice 
in  urging  them  to  attend  Sunday 
school  ends  your  arduous  duties 
and  responsibilities,  hew  woefully 
are  you  mistaken!  I  will  just 
venture  the  assertion  that  I  can 
leave  the  daily  life  of  any  young 
person  to  his  mother,  can  leave 
all  the  religious  teachings  which 
she  chooses  to  bestow  upon  him 
in  her  hands,  and  if  she  will  but 
give  me  complete  charge  of  ail 
his  recreations  and  amusements, 
I  will  answer  for  the  sort  of  a  boy 
he  will  be.  Some  mothers  fancy 
that  their  own  beliefs  and  faiths 
are  sufficient  to  impress  everlast- 
ing truths  upon  the  minds  of 
their  children.  But  I  want  to  tell 
you,  that  no  more  potent  nor  last- 
ing impressions  are  made  upon 
the  minds  of  children  and  young 
people  than  are  made  in  their 
places  of  amusement.  Can  you 
measure  the  value  of  pure  associa- 
tions or  vile  corruptions  upon  the 
plastic  minds  of  excited,  growing 
youths?  The  words  you  have 
spoken  in  the  quiet  of  confidence 
will  do  much  to  help  your  boy  to 


resist  evil;  but  it  is  your  duty  to 
supply  amusements  that  shall  not 
require  too  much  watching  and 
guarding  to  keep  them  from 
temptation.  Do  you  believe  me? 
It  is  true  nevertheless. 

Wise  parents  always  prefer 
others  to  come  and  visit  their 
children  rather  than  permit  them 
to  be  out  from  under  the  watchful 
but  not  distrustful  eyes  of  love 
and  care.  This  may  be  a  key  to 
you.  If  you  can  afford  it,  have 
plenty  of  pop  corn,  plenty  of 
simple  refreshments  with  which  to 
regale  your  children's  friends 
when  they  drop  in  to  call.  Let 
your  boy  invite  a  few  of  his  boy 
companions  to  share  in  a  grand 
frolic.  If  old  enough,  include  the 
girls,  for  if  you  do  not,  your  boy, 
as  well  as  the  others,  will  call  the 
fun  "poky"  and  will  seek  places 
where  girls  are  plentiful.  This  is 
quite  natural,  and  need  not  be 
found  fault  with. 

There  is  another  class,  espe- 
cially among  the  girls,  who  are 
desirous  of  nothing,  seemingly, 
but  to  stay  at  home  and  see 
nobody  and  go  nowhere.  I  enter 
my  protest  against  allowing  this 
to  go  too  far;  it  is  neither  good 
for  the  present  nor  future  of 
such  a  young  girl.  A  sameness 
of  occupation,  and  no  recreation, 
makes  old  women  of  young  girls, 
and  is  just  what  saps  the  life  and 
vitality  from  so  many  of  our  sis- 
ters. The  mind,  and  the  body, 
too,  demand  change  of  occupa- 
tion, and  a  disregard  of  this  law 
will  surely  be  most  disastrous. 
We    are  all    creatures    of     habit, 
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and  if  one  has  a  natural  taste  for 
staying  closely  at  home,  a  little 
too  much  indulgence  of  this  taste 
will  so  fix  it  upon  the  one  so 
indulging  himself  or  herself,  that 
no  sort  of  outside  amusement  will 
be  tolerated.  Ask  physicians 
what  such  a  course  of  conduct 
will  mean  to  anyone.  Therefore, 
if  your  girl  will  not  go  out,  see 
that  you  have  young  people  in 
the  house  at  least  once  a  week. 
Don't  allow  her  to  be  so  burdened 
with  cares  that  she  thinks  she  has 
no  time  for  pleasure,  for  youth 
and  vitality  must  go  hand  in 
hand. 

There  are  many  pleasant  ways 
of  spending  the  evening,  and  for 
one  I  confess  to  a  deep-seated 
prejudice  against  card-playing. 
It  is  noisy,  provocative  of  quar- 
rels, and  has  not  the  sanction  of 
the  best  society,  nor,  what  is 
more  important  to  us,  the  approval 
of  the  authorities  of  the  Church. 
Games  that  enlist  the  mind,  or 
develop  the  sweeter  graces  of  good 
manners,  are  plentiful,  and  will 
be  just  as  acceptable  to  your 
young  people  if  you  will  make 
them  so. 

TRY    A      FRIENDSHIP    PARTY. 

Ask  each  one  of  your  guests  to 
bring  some  sentiment,  original  or 
quoted,  written  or  spoken,  upon 
the  subject  of  Friendship.  Let 
these  be  read  or  spoken  by  one 
or  by  each  of  the  guests  in  turn. 
You  will  be  surprised  to  see  what 
a  charming  entertainment  will 
thus  be  provided.  This  can  be 
varied  in  nlany  ways.  Have  a 
Conundrum    Party,  each    bringing 


a  "riddle,"  as  we  used  to  call 
them,  and  then  the  one  who 
guesses  the  highest  number  of  the 
riddles  should  receive  a  prize. 
You  can  vary  even  that  by  turning 
it  into  a  forfeit  game,  and  letting 
the  chief  winner  choose  his  own 
prize,  the  rest  paying  forfeits  if 
they  have  failed  to  guess  one 
riddle.  Another  variation,  suit- 
able for  the  season,  could  be  a 
Christmas  Party,  each  one  bring- 
ing some  verse  or  poem,  or  senti- 
ment to  read  or  recite,  and  each 
giving  his  or  her  own  idea  as  to 
the  best  way  to  celebrate  the 
day.  Again,  a  Valentine  Party, 
filled  with  quaint  and  charming 
conceits  by  the  guests  as  to  the 
purpose  and  practice  of  observing 
the  day,  could  be  made  into  a 
very  happy,  quiet  party. 

CHARACTER       PARTY. 

If  you  have  a  circle  of  friends 
who  can  afford  a  little  expense, 
try  a  character  party,  asking  your 
guests  to  assume  some  historical 
character,  or  some  character  well 
known  in  fiction  or  poetry,  and 
they  should  each  bring  some 
recitation  or  reading  suitable  for 
the  character  assumed.  This 
could  also  be  made  a  Shakespere 
Party. 

MUSICALE. 

This  is  an  old  idea,  but  none 
the  less  good.  Its  success  will 
depend  upon  the  notice  you  will 
give  in  ample  time  to  your  guests 
to  prepare  something  suitable  and 
interesting.  It  will  happen  that 
some  of  your  guests  will  be  of 
that  class  who  neither  sing,  play, 
recite  nor   read.       So  then,   make 
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that  part  just  as  pleasant,  that  is 
the  part  of  a  listener,  as  is  the 
most  pretentious  number  of  the 
whole  evening.  Songs  should 
not  occupy  too  much  time,  nor 
recitations,  nor  any  one  sort  of 
entertainment.  You  should  en- 
deavor to  have  no  more  than  two 
F.ongs,  two  instrumental  pieces, 
and  two  or  three  duets,  trios, 
and  four  hand  pieces.  "Two 
much  of  a  good  thing,"  you 
remember  the  stale  proverb,  "is 
worse  than  none  at  all."  There- 
fore, if  you  can  introduce  some 
recitations,  and  even  a  bright 
dialogue,  into  your  musicale,  it 
will  take  immensely,  and  will  help 
all  the  ether  pieces  to  seem 
brighter  and  better. 

GAMES. 

Most  of  the  good,  old-fashioned 
games  are  good,  if  they  are 
properly  played,  and  no  matter 
how  wealthy  and  stylish  you  may 
consider  yourself,  you  will  find 
that  human  nature  is  just  the 
same  all  over  the  world,  and 
unless  you  put  silly  notions  in 
the  heads  of  your  young  people 
they  will  enjoy  a  game  of  cross 
questions  and  crooked  answers, 
of  proverbs,  of  beast,  bird  or  fish, 
just  as  well  as  you  used  to  do 
when  you  were  young  and  poor; 
and  even  Simon  says  Thumbs 
Up,  with  its  consequent  forfeits, 
will  fill  your  room  with  healthy 
laughter  and  your  young  people's 
hearts  with  unalloyed  happiness. 
The  very  best  way  to  see  that  all 
these  games  are  conducted  with 
innocent  and  yet  not  prudish  free- 
dom, is  to  join  in  them    yourself. 


At  a  certain  country  house,  if 
mamma  is  not  the  head  and  front 
of  every  game  and  project,  there 
is  a  woeful  cry  set  up,  and  some- 
body feels  that  they  are  most 
wrongfully  used.  There  is  one 
point  at  which  this  mother  draws 
the  line;  her  cheek  is  not  the 
fresh,  pretty  one  which  is  desir- 
able to  kiss;  but  even  that  line 
would  be  withdrawn,  if  it  was 
necessary,  for  the  jolly  carrying 
on  of  the  game  of  the  evening. 
Charades  are  very  delightful  pas- 
times, if  properly  conducted,  and 
make  any  amount  of  sport  for 
young  heads  and  hearts.  The 
company  is  divided  into  two  parts, 
and  one  goes  out  to  prepare  a  word, 
which  they  endeavor  to  act  out  be- 
fore the  others.  If  it  is  guessed 
by  the  on-lookers  they  have  to  try 
again. 

Pop  corn  is  an  institution  at 
one  cosy  home  I  wot  of,  and 
here,  too,  can  be  found  in  the  dead 
of  winter  young  girls  stirring 
molasses  candy,  while  the  young 
men  prepare  to  "wrastle"  with 
them  for  possession  of  the  sweet 
after  it  is  cooked  and  cooled.  I 
cannot  see  the  least  harm  in  a 
good,  old-fashioned  "candy-pull- 
ing," and  it  is  most  certainly 
enjoyed  by  all  sorts  of  people, 
young  and  old. 

An  evening  spent  in  conversa- 
tion, especially  after  a  previous 
exciting  evening,  will  sometimes 
be  appreciated.  Anything  will 
be  appreciated  if  mamma  will 
help  the  young  folks  all  to  enjoy 
themselves,  and  maiftma  will  surely 
be  well  repaid  for  all  the  time 
she  may    spend  in  this  direction. 
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WORLD'S  FAIR  BUILDINGS. 


THE    ADMINISTRATION   BUILDING. 

By  popular  verdict  the  Adminis- 
tration Building  is  pronounced 
the  gem  and  crown  of  the  Exposi- 
tion palaces.  It  is  located  at  the 
west  end  of  the  great  court  in  the 
southern  part  of  the  site,  looking 
eastward,  and  at  its  rear  are  the 
transportation  facilities  and 
depots.  The  most  conspicuous 
object  which  will  attract  the  gaze 
of  visitors  on  reaching  the  grounds 
is  the  gilded  dome  of  this  lofty 
building.  This  imposing  edifice 
will  cost  about  $450,000.  The 
architect  is  Richard  M.  Hunt,  of 
New  York,  President  of  the 
American  Institute  of  Architects, 
to  whose  established  reputation 
it  is  a  notable  contribution.  It 
covers  an  area  of  260  feet  square, 
and  consists  of  four  pavilions  84 
feet  square,  one  at  each  of  the 
four  angles  of  the  square,  and 
connected  by  a  great  central 
dome  120  feet  in  diameter  and  220 
feet  in  height,  leaving  at  the 
center  of  each  facade  a  recess  82 
feet  wide,  within  which  are  the 
grand  entrances  to  the  building. 

The  general  design  is  in  the 
style  of  the  French  renaissance. 
The  first  great  story  is  in  the 
Doric  order,  of  heroic  propor- 
tions, surrounded  by  a  lofty 
balustrade,  and  having   the   great 


tiers  of  the  angle  of  each  pavilion 
crowned  with  sculpture.  The 
second  story,  with  its  lofty  and 
spacious  colonnade,  is  of  the 
Ionic  order. 

The  four  great  entrances,  one 
on  each  side  of  the  building,  are 
50  feet  wide  and  50  feet  high, 
deeply  recessed  and  covered  by 
semi-circular  arched  vaults,  richlj' 
coffered.  In  the  rear  of  these 
arches  are  the  entrance  doors, 
and  above  them  great  screens  of 
glass,  giving  light  to  the  central 
rotunda.  Across  the  face  of 
these  screens,  at  the  level  of  the 
office  floor,  are  galleries  of  com- 
munication between  the  different 
pavilions. 

The  interior  features  of  this 
great  building  even  exceed  in 
beauty  and  splendor  those  of  the 
exterior.  Between  every  two  of 
the  grand  entrances,  and  connect- 
ing the  intervening  pavilion  with 
the  great  rotunda,  is  a  hall  or 
loggia  30  feet  square,  giving 
access  to  the  offices,  and  provided 
with  broad,  circular  stairways  and 
swift-running  elevators. 

Above  the  balcony  is  the  second 
story,  50  feet  in  height.  From 
the  top  of  the  cornice  of  this 
story  rises  the  interior  dome,  200 
feet  from  the  floor,  and  in  the 
center  is  an   opening    50    feet    in 
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diameter,  transmitting  a  flow  of 
light  from  the  exterior  dome  over- 
head. The  under  side  of  the 
dome  is  enriched  with  deep  panel- 


ings,  richly  moulded,  and  the 
panels  are  filled  with  sculpture 
in  low  relief,  and  immense  paint- 
ings   representing     the    arts    and 
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sciences.      In    size    this   rotunda  j       THE  GOVERNMENT  BUILDING, 
rivals,  if  it  does  not   surpass,  the  i     Delightfully    located    near    the 
most  celebrated  domes  of  a  simi-  |  lake   shore,     south    of    the    main 
lar  character  in  the  world.  I  lagoon   and  of  the    area    reserved 

for  the  foreign  na- 
tions and  the  several 
States,  and  east  of 
the  Woman's  Build- 
ing and  of  Midway 
Plaisance,  is  the 
Government  Exhibit 
Building.  The  build- 
ings of  England,  Ger- 
many and  Mexico  are 
near  by  to  the  north- 
ward. The  Govern- 
ment Building  was 
designed  by  Archi- 
tect Windrim,  now 
succeeded  by  W.  J. 
Edbrooke.  It  is  clas- 
sic in  style,  and  bears 
a  strong  resemblance 
to  the  National  Mus- 
eum and  other  gov- 
ernment buildings  at 
Washincfton.  It  cov- 
ers an  area  of  350 
by  420  feet,  is  con- 
structed of  iron  and 
glass,  and  cost 
$40,000.  Its  leading 
j  architectural     feature 

is  an  imposing  cen- 
tral dome  120  feet 
in  diameter  and  150 
feet  high,  the  floor 
of  which  will  be  kept 
free  from  exhibits. 
The  building  fronts 
to  the  west  and  con- 
nects on  the  north  by 
a  bridge  over  the 
lagoon,     with      the 
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building     of     the     Fisheries     ex- 
hibit. 

The  south  half  of  the  Govern- 
ment Building  is  devoted  to  the 
exhibits  of  the  Postoffice  Depart- 
ment, Treasury  Department,  War 
Department,  and  Department  of 
Agriculture.  The  north  half  is 
devoted  to  the  exhibits  of  the 
Fisheries  Commission,  Smith- 
sonian Institute  and  Interior 
Department.  The  State  Depart- 
ment exhibit  extends  from  the 
rotunda  to  the  east  end,  and  that 
of  the  Department  of  Justice 
from  the  rotunda  to  the  west  end 
of  the  building.  The  allotment 
of  space  for  the  several  depart- 
ment exhibits  is:  War  Department, 
23,000  square  feet;  Treasury, 
10,500  square  feet;  Agriculture, 
23,250  square  feet;  Interior, 
24,000  square  feet;  Postoffice 
9,000  square  feet;  Fishery,  20,000 
square  feet,  and  Smithsonian 
Institute,  balance  of  space. 


THE  WOMEN'S  BUILDING. 

Among  a  great  number  of 
sketches  submitted  in  competition 
for  this  building  by  women  from 
all  over  the  land,  the  President 
of  the  Board  of  Lady  Managers 
quickly  discovered  in  the  sketch 
submitted  by  Miss  Sophia  G. 
Hayden  that  harmony  of  grouping 
and  gracefulness  of  details  which 
indicate  the  architectural  scholar, 
and  to  her  was  awarded  the  first 
prize  of  a  thousand  dollars,  and 
also  the  execution  of    the    design. 

Directly  in  front  of  the  building 
the  lagoon    takes    the    form    of    a 


bay,  about  400  leet  in  width. 
From  the  center  of  this  bay  a 
grand  landing  and  staircase  leads 
to  a  terrace  six  feet  above  the 
water.  Crossing  this  terrace  other 
staircases     give      access     to     the 
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ground  four  feet  above,  on  which, 
about  100  feet  back,  the  building 
is  situated.  The  first  terrace  is 
designed  in  artistic  flower  beds 
and  low  shrubs.  The  principal 
facade  has  an  extreme  length  of 
400  feet,  the  depth  of  the  building 
being  half  this  distance.  Italian 
renaissance    is  the  style  selected. 

The  first  story  is  raised  about 
ten  feet  from  the  ground  line, 
and  a  wide  staircase  leads  to  the 
center  pavilion.  This  pavilion, 
forming  the  main  triple-arched 
entrance,  with  an  open  colonnade 
in  the  second  story,  is  finished 
with  a  low  pediment  enriched 
with  a  highly  elaborate  bas-relief. 

The  corner  pavilions  have  each 
an  open  colonnade  added  above 
the  main  cornice.  Here  are 
located  the  Hanging  Gardens. 

A  lobby  40  feet  wide  leads  into 
the  open  rotunda,  70x65  feet, 
reaching  through  the  height  of 
the  building,  and  protected  by  a 
richly  ornamented  skylight.  This 
rotunda  is  surrounded  by  a  two- 
story  open  arcade,  as  delicate  and 
chaste  in  design  as  the  exterior, 
the  whole  having  a  thoroughly 
Italian  courtyard  effect,  admitting 
abundance  of  light  to  all  rooms 
facing  this  interior  space.  On  the 
first  floor  are  located,  on  the  left 
hand,  a  model  hospital;  on  the 
right,  a  model  kindergarten;  each 
occupying  80x60  feet. 

The  whole  floor  of  the  south 
pavilion  is  devoted  to  the  retro- 
spective exhibit;  the  one  on  the 
north  to  reform  work  and  charity 
organization.  Each  of  these 
floors  is  80x200  feet.     The  curtain 


opposite  the  main  front  contains 
the  Library,  Bureau  of  Informa- 
tion, records,  etc. 

In  the  second  story  are  located 
ladies'  parlors,  committee-rooms 
and  dressing-rooms,  all  leading  to 
the  open  balcony  in  front.  The 
whole  second  floor  of  the  north 
pavilion  incloses  the  great  assem- 
bly-room and  club-room.  The 
first  of  these  is  provided  with  an 
elevated  stage  for  the  accommo- 
dation of  speakers.  The  south 
pavilion  contains  the  model 
kitchen,  refreshment  rooms,  recep- 
tion rooms,  etc. 

The  building  is  encased  with 
"staff,"  the  same  material  used 
on  the  rest  of  the  buildings,  and 
as  it  stands  with  its  mellow, 
decorated  walls  bathed  in  the 
bright  sunshine,  the  women  of 
the  country  are  justly  proud  of 
the  result. 

THE  ART  PALACE. 

Grecian-ionic  in  style,  the  Fine 
Arts  Building  is  a  pure  type  of 
the  most  refined  classic  architec- 
ture. The  building  is  oblong, 
and  is  500  by  320  feet,  inter- 
sected north,  east,  south  and  west 
by  a  great  nave  and  transept  100 
feet  wide  and  70  feet  high,  at  the 
intersection  of  which  is  a  dome 
60  feet  in  diameter.  The  build- 
ing is  125  feet  to  the  top  of  the 
dome,  which  is  surmounted  by  a 
colossal  statue  of  the  type  of 
famous  figure  of  Winged  Victory. 
The  transept  has  a  clear  space 
through  the  center  of  60  feet, 
being  lighted  entirely  from  above. 

On  either  side   are  galleries   20 
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feet  wide  and  24  feet  above  the 
floor.  The  collections  of  the 
sculpture  are  displayed  on  the 
main  floor  of  the   nave   and    tran- 


sept, and  on  the  walls  both  of 
the  ground  floor  and  of  the 
galleries  are  ample  areas  for  dis- 
playing the  paintings  and  sculp- 
tured panels  in  relief.  The  corn- 
ers made  by  the  crossing  of  the 
nave  and  transept  are  filled  with 
small  picture  galleries. 

Around  the  entire  building  are 
galleries  40  feet  wide,  forming  a 
continuous  promenade  around  the 
classic  structure.  Between  the 
promenade  and  the  naves  are  the 
smaller  rooms  devoted  to  private 
collections  of  paintings  and  ^the 
collections  of  the  various  art 
schools.  On  either  side  of  the 
main  building,  and  connected 
with  it  by  handsome  corridors, 
are  very  large  annexes,  which  are 
also  utilized  by  various  art 
exhibits. 

The  main  building  is  entered 
by  four  great  portals,  richly 
ornamented  with  architectural 
sculpture,  and  approached  by 
broad  flights  of  steps.  The  walls 
of  the  loggia  of  the  colonnades 
are  highly  decorated  with  mural 
paintings,  illustrating  the  his- 
tory and  progress  of  the  arts. 
The  frieze  of  the  exterior  walls 
and  the  pediments  of  the  princi- 
pal entrances  are  ornamented  with 
sculptures  and  portraits  in  bas- 
relief  of  the  masters  of  ancient 
art. 

The  general  tone  or  color  is 
light  gray  stone. 

The  construction,  although  of 
a  temporary  character,  is  neces- 
sarily fire-proof.  The  main  walls 
are  of  solid  brick,  covered  with 
"staff,"  architecturally  ornament- 
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ed,  while  the  roof,  floors  and 
galleries  are  of  iron. 

All  light  is  supplied  through 
glass  sky-lights  in  iron  frames. 

The  building  is  located  beauti- 
fully in  the  northern  portion  of 
the  park,  with  the  south  front 
facing  the  lagoon.  It  is  separated 
from  the  lagoon  by  beautiful 
terraces,  ornamented  with  balus- 
trades, with  an  immense  flight  of 
steps  leading  down  from  the 
main  portal  to  the  lagoon,  where 
there  is  a  landing  for  boats.  The 
north  front  faces  the  wide  lawn 
and  the  group  of  State  buildings. 
The  immediate  neighborhood  of 
the  building  is  ornamented  with 
groups  of  statues,  replica  orna- 
ments of  classic  art,  such  as  the 
Choragic  monument,  the  "Cave 
of  the  Winds,"  and  other  beau- 
tiful examples  of  Grecian  art. 
The  ornamentation  also  includes 
statues  of  heroic  and  life-size 
proportions. 


THE  ELECTRICAL  BUILDING. 

The  Electrical  Building,  the 
seat  of  perhaps  the  most  novel 
and  brilliant  exhibit  in  the  whole 
Exposition,  is  345  feet  wide  and 
700  feet  long,  the  major  axis  run- 
ning north  and  south.  The  south 
front  is  on  the  great  Quadrangle 
or  Court;  the  north  front  faces 
the  lagoon;  the  east  front  is 
opposite  the  Manufacturer's  Build- 
ing, and  the  west  faces  the  Mines 
Building. 

The  general  scheme  of  the  plan 
is  based  upon  a  longitudinal  nave 
115  feet  wide  and  114  feet    high. 


crossed  in  the  middle  by  a  tran- 
sept of  the  same  width  and  height. 
The  nave  and  the  transept  have  a 
pitched  roof,  with  a  range  of  sky- 
lightS  at  the  bottom  of  the  pitch, 
and  clear  story  windows.  The 
rest  of  the  building  is  covered 
with  a  flat  roof,  averaging  62  feet 
in  height,  and  provided  with  sky- 
lights. 

The  second  story  is  composed 
of  a  series  of  galleries  connected 
across  the  nave  by  two  bridges, 
with  access  by  four  grand  stair- 
cases. The  area  of  the  galleries 
in  the  second  story  is  118,546 
square  feet,  or  2.7  acres. 

The  exterior  walls  of  this  build- 
ing are  composed  of  a  continuous 
Corinthian  order  of  pilasters,  3 
feet  6  inches  wide  and  42  feet 
high,  supporting  a  full  entabla- 
ture, and  resting  upon  a  stylobate 
8  feet  6  inches.  The  total  height 
of  the  walls  from  the  grade  out- 
side is  68  feet  6  inches. 

At  each  of  the  four  corners  of 
the  building  there  is  a  pavilion, 
above  which  rise  light  open 
spires  or  towers  169  feet  high. 
Intermediate  between  these  corner 
pavilions  and  the  central  pavilions 
on  the  east  and  west  sides,  there 
is  a  subordinate  pavilion  bearing 
a  low  square  dome  upon  an  open 
lantern. 

The  Electricity  Building  has  an 
open  portico  extending  along  the 
whole  of  the  south  facade,  the 
lower  or  Ionic  order  forming  an 
open  screen  in  front  of  it.  The 
various  subordinate  pavilions  are 
treated  with  windows  and  balco- 
nies.    The  details  of  the  exterior 
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orders  are  richly  decorated,  and 
the  pediments,  friezes,  panels 
and  spandrils  have  received  a 
decoration  of  figures  in  relief, 
with      architectural      motifs,     the 


general  tendency  of  which  is  to 
illustrate  the  purposes  of  the 
building. 

The  appearance  of  the   exterior 
is  that  of   marble,    but   the    walls 
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of  the  hemicycle  and  of  the 
various  porticos  and  loggia  are 
highly  enriched  with  color,  the 
pilasters  in  these  places  being 
decorated  with  scagliola,  and   the 


capitals    with   metallic   effects    in 
bronze. 

Van  Brunt  &  Howe,  of  Kansas 
City,  are  the  architects.  The 
cost  is  $375,000. 


LITERARY  DEPARTMENT. 


WOMAN,  'RISE. 
Tune,  "  Hope  of  Israel." 
Freedom's  daughter,  rouse  from  slumber ; 

See,  the  curtains  are  withdrawn, 
Which  so  long  thy  mind  hath  shrouded, 
Lo !  thy  day  begins  to  dawn. 

Chorus : 
Woman,  'rise !  thy  penance  o'er, 
Sit  thou  in  the  dust  no  more  ; 
Seize  the  scepter,  hold  the  van, 
Equal  with  thy  brother,  man. 

Truth  and  virtue  be  thy  motto. 

Temperance,  liberty  and  peace ; 
Light  shall  shine  and  darkness  vanish, 

Love  shall  reign,  oppression  cease. 
Chorus  :  Woman,  'rise  !  etc. 

First  to  £eUI  'mid  Eden's  bowers. 

Through  long  suffering  worthy  proved. 
With  the  foremost  claim  thy  pardon, 
When  earth's  curse  shall  be  removed. 
Chorus :  Woman,  'rise  I  etc. 

L.  L.  Greene  Richards, 


A  BIRTHDAY  DIAMOND. 

(continued  from  paob  152.) 

The  state  of  the  city  in  regard 
to  burglaries  and  "hold  ups"  was 
daily  growing  worse.  Not  a  night 
or  day  passed  without  the  occur- 
rence of  one  or  more  successful 
attempts  at  robbery.  Everyone 
was  apprehensive.  Helen's  early 
confidence  in  the  security  seem- 
ingly afforded  by  the  publicity  of 
hotel  life  against  the  prevalent 
depredations  was  put  to  flight  one 


morning  when  among  the  list  of 
housebreakings  and  "hold  ups" 
published  by  a  daily  paper  she 
read  the  following  item: 

"One  of  the  most  successful  of 
the  many  robberies  which  have 
lately    taken  place    in    our    midst 

occurred     at    the hotel    last 

night,  when  the  room  of  one  of 
the  lady  guests  was  entered,  her 
trunk  opened  and  jewelry  to  the 
amount  of  several  hundred  dollars 
was  skillfully  purloined.  The 
theft  was  perpetrated  during  the 
lady's  absence  from  the  room, 
though  the  means  by  which  the 
thieves  gained  entrance  remains 
a  mystery.  As  usual,  no  traces 
have  been  gained  of  the  identity 
or  whereabouts  of  the  thieves. 
The  police  are  in  hot  pursuit." 

The  account  precipitated 'Helen 
into  a  state  of  constant  nervous- 
ness. The  safe  keeping  of  the 
jewel  became  an  arduous  responsi- 
bility, especially  as  the  rare  value 
of  the  diamond  made  it  the 
imaginative  object,  in  Helen's 
eyes,  of  any  depredative  attempt 
which  might  take  place  at  this 
particular  hotel ;  though  her  better 
reason  argued  that  the  fact  of  her 
possession  of  the  remarkable  stone 
could  not  be  an  item  of  general 
knowledge. 
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She  began  to  practice  ceaseless 
caution.  The  pin  was  removed 
from  the  jewel-case  in  the  trunk, 
and  in  the  common  pasteboard 
box  brought  from  the  jeweller's 
placed  in  a  secret  nook  which 
Helen  discovered  underneath  the 
drawer  of  the  dresser.  On  every 
reasonable  occasion,  however, 
when  obliged  to  be  absent  from 
the  room,  she  wore  the  pin  about 
her,  dreading  lest  in  spite  of  pre- 
caution, some  occurrence  such  as 
that  described  in  the  newspaper 
should  take  place  in  her  absence. 
Her  demonstrative  care  afforded 
Harvey  much  amusement.  "You 
won't  notice  it  when  you  assume 
a  crown,"  he  assured  her  laugh- 
ingly; "this  responsibility  of  the 
pin  is  fitting  you  for  the  anxieties 
of  empire." 

Several  days  later  Harvey's 
business  necessitated  his  making 
a  trip  to  Park  City,  and  as  the 
deep  snows  made  it  unpleasant  for 
Helen  to  accompany  him,  the 
former,  much  to  her  consterna- 
tion, found  herself  confronted  with 
the  situation  of  staying  through 
his  absence,  as  Harvey  compre- 
hensively expressed  it,  "alone 
with  the  pin."  She  was  some- 
what reassured,  finally,  by  the 
promise  of  Mrs.  Dalton,  a  rather 
intimate  friend,  to  spend  the 
week  with  her  during  Harvey's 
absence,  so  that  the  latter  left  her 
in  comparative  content. 

The  two  letters  which  reached 
Harvey  from  Helen  contained 
carefully  stated  news  of  the  safety 
of  the  jewel,  and  Harvey's  in 
reply  overflowed  with  ridiculously 


exaggerated       jubilance      for     its 
preservation. 

He  made  it  upon  his  return  to 
the  city  the  first  subject  of 
inquiry  after  greeting  Helen,  who, 
in  spite  of  her  earnestness,  could 
not  keep  serious  against  his  ridi- 
culous sallies. 

"By  the  way'"  he  continued, 
with  his  usual  pertinacity  in 
teasing,  "there  is  the  other  affair 
of  importance  concerning  which 
I  have  received  as  yet  no  detailed 
report:  your  impression  of  the 
'marquis.'" 

To  his  surprise,  Helen  flushed 
painfully  at  his  joking  words,  her 
eyes  becoming  downcast  under 
his  gaze. 

"I  saw  him  on  the  street 
today,"  she  answered  quickly  and 
with  strange  confusion. 

Harvey  regarded  her  with  a 
look  of  curious  amusement.  She 
changed  the  subject  somewhat 
abruptly,  in  contrast  to  the  former 
playful  bravado  with  which  she 
had  met  his  joking  in  regard  to 
the  handsome  stranger,  and  Har- 
vey did  not  continue  it,  dismiss- 
ing, in  fact,  the  subject  from  his 
mind  as  containing  no  possible 
significance. 

Two  or  three  days  afterward 
business  connected  with  a  number 
of  important  real  estate  transac- 
tions necessitated  his  return  to 
the  office  after  his  six  o'clock 
supper   with    Helen  at    the  hotel. 

He  left  her  with  the  promise  to 
return  at  half-past  nine.  It  was 
after  that  time,  though,  before  he 
left    the  office;  then,   in    company 
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with  his  partner,  who  had  been 
with  him  through  the  evening, 
he  was  walking  up  the  street, 
when  to  his  surprise,  just  before 
reaching  the  end  of  the  block,  he 
saw  Helen  crossing  from  the 
opposite  corner,  and  coming 
towards  them. 

Reaching  the  sidewalk,  she 
crossed  the  street  southward, 
going  in  the  direction  of  the 
hotel.  She  did  not  observe  him, 
and  he  could  not  overtake  her,  as 
she  was  some  distance  in  advance 
and  walking  rapidly.  He  could 
not  guess  what  errand  caused  her 
presence  on  the  street  at  so  late 
an  hour,  especially .  as  Helen's 
never  valiant  courage  for  such 
ventures  had  reached  its  lowest 
possible  ebb  during  the  present 
reign  of  desperate  characters  in 
the  city. 

The  two  men  walked  down  to 
the  post-oflSce,  and  stood  chat- 
ting for  a  few  moments  over  the 
mail  before  Harvey  took  his  way 
homeward  again  to  the  hotel. 
Going  up  stairs  he  found  the 
door  locked,  as  usual — a  result  of 
Helen's  precaution — but  at  the 
sound  of  his  hand  on  the  lock  the 
latter  came  at  once  to  give  him 
admittance.  She  was  somewhat 
silent,  he  thought,  though  the 
open  book  in  her  hand  furnished 
some  cause  perhaps  for  her 
abstraction. 

He  was  busy  for  a  short  time 
with  his  letters,  and  while  put- 
ting them  away  spoke  over  his 
shoulder  to  Helen,  who  was 
sitting  by  the  grate. 

"  I  made  an  attempt  to  overtake 


you  tonight,  but  your  transit  was 
too  rapid." 

"What,  Harvey!" 

"When  you  was  crossing  the 
street. " 

"Crossing  the  street  where?" 

"Up  town." 

"But,  when?" 

"Why  tonight,  a  half  hour 
ago. " 

"Why  Harvey,  I  havn't  been 
out. " 

Harvey  turned  from  his  papers 
and  looked  at  her. 

"Didn't  you  cross  the  street 
from  the  drug  store  to  Walker's 
corner  and  from  there  past  the 
White  House  a  half  hour  ago  ?" 
he  asked. 

"I  haven't  left  the  room  since 
you  went  away,  except  for  a 
moment,  and  then  only  to  step 
along  the  hall  to  Mrs.  Harley's 
door.  That  was  directly  after  you 
left  the  oflSce. " 

Harvey  expressed  his  astonish- 
ment. 

"It  is,  of  course,  a  case  of 
mistaken  identity,  but  certainly 
the  most  remarkable  one  I  ever 
experienced. " 

He  could  not  help  puzzling 
over  it  for  sometime,  so  distinct 
and  striking  had  been  the  resem- 
blance of  the  person  he  had  seen 
to  Helen.  Only  the  latter' s 
unquestionable  and  all-sufficing 
word  could  have  convinced  him 
that  he  had  made  a  mistake. 

After  breakfast  the  next  morn- 
ing Harvey  came  up  to  their  room 
from  the  dining  hall  with  Helen 
for  a  forgotten  errand.  Helen 
had  loosened  the  fastening  to  the 
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precious  pin  the  day  before,  and 
Harvey  was  to  take  it  to  the 
jeweller  for  repair.  Harve}^ 
smiled  as  Helen  knelt  down  and 
fumbled  in  the  impossible  place 
under  the  dresser  for  the  box. 

In  an  instant,  however,  she 
turned  to  him  with  a  white  face. 
"Oh,  Harvey,  it's  not  here!" 

He  walked  over  and  stooped 
down  by  her  side. 

"What  is  it,  little  one?  can't 
you  find  the  box?" 

"It  is  gone,  Harvey;  it  has 
been  stolen!" 

"You've  put  it  somewhere  else, 
haven't  you?" 

"I  haven't  touched  it  since  last 
night;  you  saw  me  place  it  here 
just  before  you  went  out." 

It  was  true.  She  had  worn  the 
pin  to  the  dining  room  for  sup- 
per, and  later  in  their  room  had 
removed  it  and  put  it  away  with 
her  usual  nervous  apprehension 
at  Harvey's  absence;  and  the 
latter  could  not  but  concede  the 
improbability  of  her  having 
removed  it  to  forget  the  occurrence 
in  so  short  a  time. 

To  satisfy  herself  and  Harvey 
beyond  doubt,  however,  Helen 
searched  the  room  thoroughly, 
but  without  avail. 

The  only  explanation  suggest- 
ing itself — that  of  thieves  having 
entered  during  their  sleep  in  the 
night — was  rendered  mysterious, 
both  from  the  fact  of  their  finding 
the  key  and  lock  of  the  door 
untouched,  and  the  absolute  cer- 
tainty of  the  place  of  concealment 
being  known  to  no  one  but  them- 
selves. 


For  Helen's  sake,  as  well  as 
for  the  pin,  which  was  indeed  too 
valuable  to  be  lost  without  some 
effort  being  made  for  its  restora- 
tion, Harvey  went  out  to  secure 
the  services  of  a  detective.  Going 
down  stairs,  in  the  lower  hall  he 
met  the  proprietor  of  the  hotel, 
and  told  him  of  the  loss. 

The  latter  was  a  short,  blonde 
individual,  with  brisk,  off-hand 
speech  and  gestures. 

"Been  expecting  the  lightning 
to  strike  my  house  every  day," 
he  ejaculated  in  reply.  "Sur- 
prised the  thing  hasn't  occurred 
before.  Suppose  some  of  the 
rest  of  us  will  be  touched  before 
they're  through  with  us.  Going 
for  a  detective?  That's  right. 
Can't  move  too  quick.  May  be 
able  to  scent  the  trail  if  you  get 
right  after  it." 

Discussing  the  affair,  he  agreed 
upon  the  improbability  of  thieves 
having  entered  the  room  during 
the  night,  especially  as  the  door 
had  been  found,  as  usual,  locked 
and  bolted. 

"The  whole  affair,"  he  at  length 
volunteered,  "took  place  during 
your  and  Mrs.   Gray's  absence." 

"The  mystery  of  it,"  replied 
Harvey,  "lies  in  the  fact  that  the 
room  was  not  vacant  at  all.  Mrs. 
Gray  herself  remained  there  dur- 
ing the  entire  evening." 

"She  went  out  after  you  did," 
returned  the  other  with  his  eccen- 
tric blunt  positiveness. 

"There  is  some  mistake,"  com- 
menced Harvey. 

"No  mistake  at  all;  met  her 
up  town  and  bowed  to  her;  walked 
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behind  her  down  the  street,  and 
saw  her  come  up  stairs.  Why 
you've  only  to  ask  her." 

Harvey  explained  his  own 
mistake  of  the  night  before. 

"Well  it's  all  right  then  of 
course;  if  Mrs.  Gray  says  so  we 
can  certainly  take  her  assurance 
as  positive  evidence  that  we 
were  both  fooled;  but  I  wouldn't 
believe  anybody  but  her." 

Harvey  walked  up  the  street 
slowly  his  mind  busy  with  puzzled 
ruminations. 

Though  his  own  mind  was 
satisfied  and  the  hearty  and  sin- 
cere acquiesence  of  the  proprietor 
in  the  certainty  of  mistake  left  no 
possible^  chance  of  disagreeable 
misunderstanding  or  complica- 
tions for  Helen,  yet  the  slight 
tinge  of  mystery  connected  with 
the  affair  was  distasteful  to  his 
sensitive  consciousness.  He 
wished  that  the  other  had  not 
chanced  to  make  the  mistake  in 
regard  to  Helen's  identity. 

The  affair  of  the  robbery 
afforded  little  material  for  conjec- 
ture upon  which  to  work  and 
though  the  detective  took  the 
matter  in  hand  little  hope  could 
be  entertained  for  the  restoration 
of  the  jewel. 

The  only  active  measure  com- 
mending itself — that  of  setting  a 
watch  at  the  pawn  shops — was 
carried  out.  though  the  con- 
spicuous size  and  brilliancy  of  the 
gem  rendered  it  improbable  that 
the  dullest  of  thieves  should  seek 
to  dispose  of  it  by  this  method 
within  the  limits  of  the  city. 

Helen  after  the  first  excitement 


had  passed,  bore  the  loss  more 
bravely  than  Harvey  had  imagined, 
probably  in  view  of  her  former 
apprehension  and  care  for  the 
jewel.  She  mentioned  it  fre- 
quently, however, dwelling  wonder- 
ingly  upon  the  mysterious  cir- 
cumstances connected  with  its 
disappearance. 

There  was  a  second  great 
disappointment  connected  with 
the  event  of  the  robbery  which 
in  fact  seemed  of  as  much  impor- 
tance as  the  loss  of  the  diamond. 
Harvey  who  was  dealing  in  real 
estate  had  sold  for  a  neat  sum  a 
piece  of  property  which  had 
before  been  purchased  in  Helen's 
name;  and  out  of  this  small  per- 
sonal fortune  she  had  promised 
herself  the  pleasure  of  celebrating 
Harvey's  coming  birthday  with  a 
gift  which  should  approach  in 
value  and  preciousness  something 
like  the  remembrance  that  had 
been  her  own. 

The  fate  of  the  latter,  however, 
had  made  her  dubious  as  to  the 
extravagance  which  might  result 
in  a  like  experience,  and  she  in 
fact  had  half  determined  to  sacri- 
fice the  cherished  desire  to  her 
discretion. 

As  the  natal  day  drew  near, 
however,  the  yearning  returned 
with  renewed  intensity  and  Helen 
still  irresolute  essayed  to  gain 
comfort  and  decision  by  a  confi- 
dence of  her  dilemma  expressed 
in  parables  to  Harvey.  That 
person  of  penetration  gaining 
swift  intention  of  the  pleasure 
promised  Helen  by  the  indulgence 
with    characteristic   playful    stub- 
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boroness  insisted  upon  claiming 
the  fruits  of  her  intention;  and 
on  the  day  in  question  accom- 
panied her  to  the  scene  of  their 
former  purchase  with  an  assumed 
air  of  importance  and  swagger 
which  convulsed  Helen  to  the 
extent  of  endangering  the  sensi- 
tiveness of  the  clerk  waiting  on 
them,  who  was  not  in  the  secret 
ci  the  quietly  executed  eccentri- 
cities of  manner  whose  ridiculous 
unnaturalness  was  forcing  Helen's 
unwilling  amusement. 

Their  mutual  choice  was  a 
diamond  scarf-pin,  the  jewel  being 
the  twin  almost  in  lustre  and  size 
of  the  one  which  had  been  in 
Helen's  possession. 

"I  shan't  wear  this,"  said  Har- 
vey exasperatingly  to  Helen  after 
the  purchase  was  completed ;  "  but 
it  will  do  to  keep  in  the  house 
as  a  charm  against  burglars." 

As  Harvey's  enjoyment  of  extra- 
vagance and  display  was  limited 
entirely  to  Helen's  indulgence 
in  it,  this  threat  for  a  time  was 
carried  into  literal  effect,  and  it 
became  Helen's  task  again  to 
devise  methods  of  protection 
against  the  still  flourishing 
attempts  of  the  housebreakers. 

This  was  worse  than  the  former 
trial,  as  Harvey's  business  kept 
him  as  a  usual  thing  now  late  at  the 
office  and  his  absence  was  the 
occasion  of  added  arxiety. 

It  had  been  a  rainy  day  but  the 
clouds  toward  nightfall  rolled  off 
to  the  west  assisting  at  the  gor- 
geous transformation  scenes  of 
the  sunset  and  then  fading  out  to 
give    chance    to    the    climax     of 


moonlight    whose   crowning    halo 
was  later  to  envelop  the  earth. 

It  was  quite  dark  after  their 
supper  at  the  hotel  and  Harvey 
walked  down  to  the  office  with 
Helen's  anxiously  repeated  warn- 
ings in  his  ears,  her  fears  being 
equally  divided  between  the  house 
thieves  who  might  attempt  to  get 
the  jewel  and  the  footpads  who 
made  the  public  streets  dangerous 
for  the  business  men  trusting 
themselves  to  the  thoroughfares 
after  nightfall.  Harvey  wrote  in 
the  office  until  ten  o'clock  then 
locked  up  and  went  down  the 
narrow  staircase  into  the  street. 

As  he  stepped  out  of  the  entry 
on  to  the  sidewalk  his  careless 
glance  turning  westward  caught 
sight  of  a  familiar  figure  walking 
rapidly  towards  the  corner.  For 
an  instant  Harvey  held  his 
breath.  It  was  Helen's  figure 
Helen's  step  and  he  could  almost 
declare  her  familiar  wrap  and 
bonnet;  yet  the  memory  of  his 
former  deception  held  him  in 
uncertainty. 

He  went  forward  a  few  steps 
then  stood  still  looking  after  the 
retreating  figure.  She  had  reached 
the  opposite  sidewalk  and  the 
light  from  the  street  lamp  under 
which  she  was  passing  brought 
into  clear  distinctiveness  the 
familiar  outline  of  figure  and  cos- 
tume. 

There  could  be  no  doubt  this 
time.  It  was  Helen.  Harvey 
turned  swiftly  and  followed  her. 

As  he  started  across  the  street 
he  saw  a  man  advance  from  the 
shadow    of     the    trees    near    the 
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creek  and  come  towards  Helen. 
As  he  joined  her  the  light  fell 
upon  him  showing  his  face  and 
figure  quite  distinctly. 

Her  companion  was  the  strik- 
ingly handsome  and  aristocratic 
individual  whom  they  had  dubbed 
"the  marquis." 

For  a  moment  the  husband's 
heart  stopped  beating.  Then 
with  a  blind  impulse  of  grief 
and  rage  he  hurried  after  them. 

Before  he  could  overtake  them 
they  had  reached  the  board  fence 
enclosing  the  sidewalk  outside 
the  unfinished  Board  of  Trade 
building.  They  paused  here  and 
entering  the  open  gate  leading 
into  the  enclosure  stood  close  in 
the  shadow  of  the  fence  engaged 
in  earnest  conversation. 

It  was  the  man  who  carried  on 
the  talk  principally,  however, 
Helen  herself  replying  only  in 
low  monosyllables.  Harvey  was 
about  to  rush  forward  blindly 
when  some  of  the  man's  words 
reaching  his  ears  impelled  him 
to  pause.  He  stood  breathlessly 
outside  looking  through  the  nar- 
row aperture  near  him  upon  the 
couple  within.  Helen's  back 
was  towards  him  but  the  man 
was  facing  him,  his  handsome 
features  outlined  distinctly  in 
the  moonlight.  His  eyes  were 
fixed  earnestly  upon  Helen  and 
his  tones  low  but  distinct  reached 
Harvey  plainly  from^the  enclosure. 

"Did  you  mention  to  anyone 
that  you  were  coming  out  to- 
night?" he  questioned. 

Helen  made  a  low  response 
which  Harvey  did  not  catch. 


"Have  you  brought  the  dia- 
mond?" he  asked  quickly. 

Helen  answered  in  the  negative. 

The  man  made  an  impatient 
gesture. 

"Why  have  you  disappointed 
me?" 

There  was  no  response. 

"Did  your  husband  wear  it 
about  him?" 

"No." 

"Where  is  it  kept?" 

"In  a  small  compartment  of 
the  writing-desk." 

"Did  you  misunderstand  me 
this  morning  when  we  met?" 

There  was  a  faltering  and  inau- 
dible response. 

"Very  well.  Now  listen  to  me. 
Tomorrow  evening  at  half-past 
eight  o'clock  you  will  bring  the 
diamond  scarf-pin  to  this  place. 
You  understand?" 

"Yes." 

"That  is  all.  You  may  return 
home. " 

As  the  two  came  through  the 
gate  Harvey's  enraged  blow  fell 
upon  the  scoundrel's  face,  strik- 
ing him  senseless  upon  the 
ground.  As  he  fell  Helen  uttered 
a  strange  cry,  and  the  next  instant 
was  clinging  to  Harvey,  her  breath 
coming  in  deep,   frightened   sobs. 

"Harvey,  what  does  this  mean; 
what  has  happened?" 

Her  tone  and  manner  were 
those  of  one  who  had  been  newly 
awakened  from  sleep. 

Harvey's  heart  gave  a  great 
throb  of  relief  and  thankfulness. 

They  confirmed  the  conviction 
which  had  come  to  him  like  a 
burst  of  heavenly  light  after    the 
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darkness  of  those  terrible  moments 
of  doubt  and  misery. 

(TO  BE  CONCLUDED.) 


CARRIE  ALLEN. 

Mother,  you  need  not  weep  that  I  am  dying, 
Life  has  no  gladness,  death  no  gloom  for  me  ; 
Mark  ye,  how  calmly  heaven's  light  is  lying 
On  the  green  lawn  and  budding  maple  tree. 

Even  thus  it  shone  long  years  ago,  when  sad- 
ness 

Was  yet  a  stranger  f  our  homestead  hearth  , 

When  through  the  moonlit  garden  walks  in 
gladness. 

We  children  sped  with  merry  sounds  of  mirth. 

But  we  are  changed,  and  though  we  yet  may 

wander 
Through  the  same  walks,  amid  the  selfsame 

flowers, 
We  only  sigh,  or  weep  and  sadly  ponder 
On  the  lost  lustre  of  those  trustful  hours. 

Look  where  the  breese  my  lilac  bush  is  bending 
Beneath  the  window,  while  its  fragrant  breath. 
Even  as  it  blessed  my  birth,  and  bridal  morn, 
Lends  its  rare  perfume  to  the  night  of  death. 

My  bridal  mom — alas!  the  painful  fading. 

Of  all  the  hopes  that  crowned  my  brow  and 

heart, 
Alas  for  love,  life's  toils  and  trials  aiding, 
Love  that  should  last — till  death  your  souls  do 

part. 

Mother,  I  thought  a  higher,  holier  meaning, 

Was  in  that  vow,  a  deep,  eternal  power; 

I've  learned  man's  love  can  die;  change  past 

redeeming, 
And  fade  and  wither,  like  an  organge  flower. 

Where  is  he  now,  who  should  be  here  beside 

me? 
Perhaps  his  smile  lights  up  the  merry  dance; 
Has  he  no  thought  for  one  pale  weary  brow. 
That  never  more  will  flush  beneath  his  glance? 

He'll  come  tomorrow,  when  no  smile  will  wel- 
come. 

When  heart  can  frame  not,  lips  give  forth  a 
greeting; 

Yet  will  their  very  silence  stir  and  waken, 

Memories  within  of  our  first  happy  meeting. 

And  when  he  bends  to  kiss  the  brow  and  lips, 
So  deeply  hushed  in  strange,  mysterious  death. 


Tell  him  how  much  they  longed  to  speak  £ve- 

well— 
Tell  him  they  blessed  him,  with   their  latest 

breath. 

The  shadows  thicken,  part,  and  trembling  waver. 
Mid  gleams  uf  light,  and  white  robes  floating 

by. 
The  only  perfect  peace  I  ever  knew. 
Was  sent  from  heaven — why  should  I  fear  to 

die? 

Miliicemt, 


ANDREW  DOYLE'S  CHRISTMAS  EVE. 

(CONCLUDED   FROM  163.) 

"I  say  old  chap,  you  don*t  seem 
to  have  got  over  your  admiration 
for  that  pretty  face.  If  you  think 
every  one  of  the  boys  are  not 
watching  what's  going  on  you  are 
mistaken,"  and  Jim  passed  along 
leaving  Andrew  wild  with  rage. 
Then  had  he  allowed  his  eyes  to 
travel  over  to  Nellie  Hunt  so 
often  that  even  dull  Jim  Willis 
had  noted  and  was  commenting 
upon  it  all  over  the  hall.  With  a 
determined  compression  of  the 
lips  he  again  sought  Nell's  merry, 
black  eyes,  and  together  they 
waltzed  and  flirted.  To  be  sure, 
he  could  no  more  avoid  looking 
for  the  face  and  form  of  Nellie 
Hunt  than  he  could  have  refrained 
from  drinking  water  if  he  were 
athirst  and  near  a  fountain.  The 
evening  was  nearly  over,  and  he 
fancied  as  he  moved  across  in  a 
change  of  a  quadrille  and  met  the 
hands  of  the  girl  who  had  so 
cruelly  treated  him  that  the  liquid 
blue  eyes  looked  up  into  his  own 
scowling  black  ones  with  a  sort 
of  pleading  sorrow  in  their 
glances.  But  he  never  spoke,  and 
she  turned  away  her  head,  hiding 
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the  quiver  of  her  lip,  with  a  merry 
smile  to  her  next  partner. 

As  the  party  broke  up  Andrew 
stood  near  the  door,  buttoning 
his  coat,  and  Ben  Johnson  came 
to  him  with,  so  Andrew  fancied, 
a  sort  of  an  angry  look  in  his  eyes. 

"I  say,  Andrew,  we've  got  to 
take  Mrs.  Foster  and  her  sick 
daughter  back  home  in  the  bob 
sled,  and  we  want  to  know  which 
of  the  boys  or  girls  you  will  take 
back  in  your  cutter,  for  we  must 
get  one  in  there  if  possible." 

"Send  Nell  along  then,"  he 
answered  indifferently,  "it  makes 
but  little  difference  to  me,"  and 
he  went  out  to  untie  his  horse, 
for  little  he  cared  to  ride  home 
with  anyone,  especially  one  whom 
he  would  have  to  entertain.  Let 
Nell  come,  she  could  talk  for 
both  of  them,  and  he  could 
attend  to  his  spirited  horse  with- 
out any  interference. 

He  had  hard  work  to  hold  his 
horse;  the  air  was  keen,  and  the 
animal  knew  home  was  at  the 
end  of  his  nose.  So  he  said  noth- 
ing to  Nell  as  she  stepped  into 
the  sleigh;  indeed  he  was  obliged, 
albeit  not  unwillingly,  to  let  her 
arrange  her  own  wraps,  so  restive 
was  Billy. 

With  low  spoken  words  of  quiet 
command,  he  kept  the  horse 
from  taking  the  bit  between  his 
teeth,  but  the  evident  danger  they 
were  in  of  a  tip  out  into  the  snow 
quieted  his  volatile  companion, 
and  there  was  complete  silence  in 
the  small  sleigh. 

At  last,  however,  the  horse  was 
controlled,     and     he      turned      in 


shamed  remorse  to  ask  his    com- 
panion if  she  was  all  right. 

"Oh  yes,"  replied  a  soft  voice 
from  out  the  furs  around  her  neck. 

"Have  you  enjoyed  yourself?" 
the  conventional  question  would 
do  as  well  as  anything  to  make 
talk,  and  he  was  considerably 
surprised  to  hear  only  a  low 
almost  inaudible  affirmative  from 
the  merry-tongued  girl  he  had  so 
assiduously  flirted  with  all  the 
evening. 

"What  is  the  matter,  Nell?  Are 
you  cold?"  and  as  he  put  out  his 
hand  to  touch  the  hand  of  his 
companion,  she  shrank  with 
evident  distrust  or  dislike,  and 
made  no  reply  to  his  question. 

"What  on  earth  is  the  matter, 
Nell.  I  don't  know  what  has 
come  over  you.  Here,  let  me  see 
your  face;  there's  something  the 
matter,  and  I  am  going  to  know 
what  it  is.  Turn  around,  I  tell 
you,  and  let  me  see."  Here  he 
took  the  law  into  his  own  hands, 
and  turned  the  face  full  toward 
himself,  drawing  away  the 
mufflers  as  he  spoke. 

"Good  heavens!"  he  exclaimed 
in  anguished  surprise,  "it's  Nellie 

Nellie "     He      could     not 

speak  her  married  name,  it  would 
choke  him." 

"Yes,"  said  the  girl  proudly, 
"it's  Nell." 

"What  are  you  doing  here? 
How  dare  you  do  such  a  thing? 
Do  you  think  I  am  as  cold  as  this 
snow  out  here?  Do  you  think 
because  I  am  or  try  to  be  a  good 
man,  that  I  have  no  heart  in  my 
bosom,  no  fire  in  my  soul?    What 
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do  you  do   such  a    thing    as    this 
for?" 

"Ben  Johnson  insisted  on  my 
coming  here,  and  I  foolishly  con- 
sented. How  could  I  suppose  it 
would  make  any  difference  to 
you?"  with,  a  proud  toss  of  her 
head. 

"Ben  insisted  on  your  coming 
here?  Woman,  are  you  mad  or 
am  I?  What  is  it?  I  think  I  am 
the  victim  of  some  bitter,  practi- 
cal joke." 

The  girl  made  no  reply,  and  sat 
as  cold  and  still  as  the  icicles 
hanging  from  the  tree  tops. 

"See  here,  Nellie,  you  must 
explain  this  thing.  I  don't  under- 
stand it,  and  I  am  almost  wild 
with  pain.  Have  pity  on  me, 
and  tell  me  what  it  means." 

The  girl  thought  he  referred  to 
his  disappointment  in  finding 
herself  there  in  place  of  the  other 
Nell,  whom  he  evidently  expected, 
and  she  grew  colder  and  prouder 
than  ever. 

"There  is  nothing  to  explain;  I 
want  to  be  taken  home,  if  you 
will  be  so  kind;  that  is  all,   sir." 

But  it  was  not  all  for  Andrew. 
With  almost  a  cowardly  feeling  at 
his  heart,  he  said  in  low  pas- 
sionate tones: 

"Will  you  hate  me  if  I  tell  you 
that  I  love  you;  oh  don't  speak. 
I  know  how  mean  and  low  it  is 
for  me  to  tell  you  this  when  I 
have  got  you  here,  helpless;  but 
my  heart  is  stronger  than  my 
reason  for  just  this  minute,  and  I 
must  say  this  to  you.  You  can 
forget  it  as  soon  as  you  wish. 
I  want  you  to  know,   though,   that 


I  the  thought  of  you,  next    to 
of  my  angel  mother,  has  been 


that 
been  my 
source  of  hope  and  joy.  You 
know  that  we  missionaries  cannot 
permit  ourselves  to  dream  of 
home  and  long  for  friends,  and  I 
have  been  too  much  interested  in 
my  work  to  give  many  thoughts 
anywhere  but  in  my  work;  but 
when  the  word  came  to  me  that  I 
was  released,  then  my  heart  flew 
home,  and  oh,  Nellie,  I  cannot 
tell  you  with  what  longing  I  dwelt 
upon  our  first  meeting  and  the 
words  of  welcome  you  would 
speak.  Do  not  mind,  now,  I  feel 
better,  but  you  will  let  me  speak 
just  for  tonight  of  this,  and  then 
I  will  bury  it  forever.  I  did  not 
ask  you  to  love  me  before  I  went 
away,  for  I  knew  it  would  not  be 
right;  but  oh,  Nellie,  I  surely 
thought  you  did,  and  that  I 
should  find  you  here  on  my  return, 
and " 

The  girl  was  crying  bitterly. 

"Don't  cry,  Nellie;  I  had  no 
idea  I  would  make  you  feel  so 
sorry  for  my  troubles;  it  is 
cowardly  for  me  to  speak  of 
them;  but  Nellie,  say  Nellie, 
would  it  be  wrong  for  you  to  kiss 
me?  Just  once,  just  for  old  time's 
sake?" 

"Why  should  it  be  wrong?" 
whispered  the  girl.  He  had  to 
force  his  horse  to  walk,  for  he 
could  not  hear  the  low  tones. 

"Tell  me  what  you  said,  dear, 
I  could  not  hear." 

"Why  is  it  wrong?  What  have 
you  done  or  what  have  I  done  to 
make  it  wrong?" 

"Nellie,  you  make    me  wonder 
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if  one  of  us  is  not  a  little 
crazy.  If  I  were  a  wicked  man  I 
should  be  tempted  to  take  advan- 
tage of  what  seems  even  to  me 
like  encouragement,  and  I  would 
take  liberties  with  you  that  no 
one  but  an  engaged  lover  has  a 
right  to  take.  You  must  know 
what  a  kiss  from  your  lips  would 
mean  to  me — it  makes  me  dizzy 
to  think  of  it,"  and  the  young 
man  drove  his  horse  slowly  along, 
trying  to  master  himself,  and  to 
account  for  the  strange  actions  of 
this  girl  he  had  always  thought 
so  pure  and  womanly.  He  was, 
as  he  said,  fairly  dizzy  with 
emotions. 

"Nellie,  do  you  mean  to  say 
that  you  would  let  me  kiss  you, 
and  take  all  the  responsibility  of 
such  an  act  upon  yourself?  What 
do  you  suppose  Ben  would   say?" 

"Ben!  Ben  who?" 

The  strange,  wild  duplicity  of 
this  once  lovely  and  truthful  girl 
was  appalling.  With  a  sudden 
heat  of  righteous  anger  he  hissed 
out: 

"Ben  Johnson,  your  husband, 
to  whom  you  owe  all  the  duty  of 
a  true  wife." 

"Andrew,  I  think  it  is  you  that 
are  crazy.  I  am  not  married, 
and  Ben  Johnson  has  no  more  to 
do  with  me  than  Ben  Nobody." 

The  words  were  not  half  out  of 
her  mouth,  and  certainly  were 
but  half  comprehended  by  the 
man  at  her  side,  before  he  had 
his  arms  around  her  (goodness 
knows  where  the  reins  were),  and 
upon  her  red  lips  he  was  raining 
kisses  long  and  sweet. 


"But  Nellie,  how  is  it?" 
"I  am  sure  I  don*t  know  how 
it  is  that  you  have  got  Nellie  and 
me  so  mixed  up.  Its  Nell  that's 
married  to  Ben,  and  didn't  you 
know  it?  And  did  you  think  that 
I  was  married?  And  was  tha 
what  caused  you  pain,  my  poor, 
poor  dear?"  (with  the  motherly 
softness  that  is  always  a  part  of 
some  women).  "You  were  under 
a  terrible  mistake  sure.  But  you 
should  call  me  Nell  and  her 
Nellie.  I  wondered  why  it  was 
you  kept  calling  me  Nellie.  We 
always  distinguished  ourselves 
exactly  the  other  way.  It  is 
because  you  have  been  away  so 
long  you  have  forgotten.  But 
you  should  not  forget  even  so 
small  a  thing  as  my  name,  dear." 
"Sweetheart,  there  is  only  one 
Nellie,  one  Nell,  indeed  or  one 
woman  in  the  world  for  me  just 
now,  and  that  is,  my  Nell." 


SCRAPS  FROM  MY  JOURNAL 
On  the  21st  of  October  we 
resumed  our  journey  towards  the 
land  of  Mexico.  We  were  joined 
by  others  at  Deming,  and  our 
camp  now  numbered  19  adults  and 
12  children,  7  wagons  and  2 
carriages,  which  made  quite  a 
respectable  appearance.  Drove 
twenty  miles  that  day. 

22nd,  a  lovely  morning.  I  was 
deeply  impressed  with  our  sur- 
roundings and  the  prayer  offered 
before  breaking  camp.  To  me  it 
is  grand  and  solemn  to  bow  the 
head  and  bend  the  knee  in  prayer 
beneath  the  broad,  blue    dome  of 
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heaven,  with  nothing  intervening 
between  the  supplicant  and  the 
throne  of  God,  above,  the  freedom 
of  the  heavens;  beneath,  around, 
the  freedom  of  the  plain  and 
mountain. 

On  the  23rd  we  crossed  the  line 
into  Mexico.  The  road  for  the 
last  two  days  has  been  splendid, 
and  even,  gradual  ascent,  and 
looking  ahead  has  the  appearance 
of  leading  up  into  the  heavens. 

Our  first  camp  on  Mexican  soil 
was  in  a  very  pretty,  pleasant 
place.  We  met  and  passed  the 
first  guard  at  Palomas,  where  we 
secured  and  enjoyed  a  nice  bath 
in  a  large  pool  fitted  up  for 
bathing  and  free  to  travelers. 
Upon  the  whole  our  first  impres- 
sions of  Mexico  are  quite  favor- 
able and  pleasant.  Palomas  is  a 
fine  site  for  a  town.  A  pretty 
lake  lies  a  short  distance  from 
the  town,  formed  from  a  number 
of  springs  near  by.  This  after- 
noon we  passed  another  guard, 
who  detained  us  so  long  we  could 
only  make  a  short  drive,  and 
camped  on  the  Boca  Grande  River. 

24th,  I  came  on  ahead  of  the 
wagons  and  climbed  upon  the 
side  of  the  mountain,  which  gave 
me  a  fine  view  of  the  surrounding 
country.  Such  scenes  always 
cause  a  feeling  of  sorrow  to  come 
over  me  for  those  who  spend  their 
days  in  crowded  towns  and  cities. 
A  few  of  the  millions  who  thus 
live  should  be  scattered  abroad 
in  such  places,  to  build  up  and 
make  homes  for  themselves,  where 
they  can  breathe  the  pure  air  of 
heaven,     stretch     their      cramped 


limbs,  and  let  their  minds  expand 
and  drink  in  the  beauties  of 
nature  and  draw  nearer  to  nature's 
God  than  they  can  do  in  the 
crowded,  bustling  cities. 

On  the  25th  we  passed  the  town 
of  Diaz  and  the  much-dreaded 
custom  houses,  but  we  had  no 
trouble  there.  Were  treated  in  a 
very  gentlemanly  way  by  the 
officials,  but  had  to  wait  •  until 
Monday  for  papers  to  be  made 
out  and  signed,  so  drove  back  to 
the  river  to  camp.  Sunday  morn- 
ing two  or  three  of  us  walked 
back  to  Diaz  and  attended  Sunday 
school,  which  we  found  in  excel- 
lent condition.  Met  several  old 
friends;  stayed  all  night  in  Diaz, 
and  returned  to  camp  Monday 
morning  just  as  they  were  rolling 
out.  Were  delayed  by  the  papers 
not  being  ready,  so  we  had  to 
make  a  night  drive,  which  is  not 
very  pleasant,  as  the  weather  is 
quite  cold. 

28th.  A  lovely  morning  and 
lovely  mountain  scener>^  Passed 
the  last  guard  house  today  at 
Coralitos;  visited  a  Mexican 
weaving  room  and  the  store  of  an 
American  company. 

29th.  We  are  told  that  today  we 
will  reach  Juarez,  so  of  course  the 
imagination  is  busy  and  all  eyes 
eager  for  the  first  sight.  Passed 
through  Casas  Grandes,  where  a 
company  of  Mexican  soldiers  were 
stationed.  It  caused  an  un- 
pleasant feeling  to  come  over  me 
to  see  their  flag  waving  in  the 
breeze,  and  to  know  that  it  was 
to  be  ours,  too,  instead  of  the  stars 
and  stripes;    and    their    uniform,-^ 
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too,  was  strange,  and  a  little  in 
the  distance  gave  them  a  ghost- 
like appearance. 

A  little  before  sundown  from  the 
top  of  the  long  dugway  we  caught 
sight  of  the  old  settlement  of  our 
people,  but  the  present  Juarez 
was  still  hidden  from  view.  We 
drove  into  the  town  after  dark, 
so  did  not  see  much  of  it.  Drove 
to  my  brother's  home,  where  we 
received  a  warm  welcome.  Yet 
I  hardly  know  whether  I  am  glad 
or  sorry  our  journey  is  ended,  for 
I  enjoy  traveling  very  much,  where 
the  changing  scenery  is  a  con- 
tinual feast,  as  it  has  been  on 
this  our  journey  from  Mesa, 
Arizona,  to  Juarez,  Mexico. 

Juarez. 


DAYS  OF  CHILDHOOD. 

O,  for  tbe  lovM  familiar  faces, 

For  the  dear  companions  gone  from  sight, 
Vanished  forms  from  life's  busy  places, 

That  cheered  and  gladdened  and  gave  delight  1 

0,  for  the  home  of  youth  and  childhood, 
For  rambles  over  the  dear  old  farm, 

Over  the  meadows,  fields  and  wild-wood, 
Frolicing  plays  in  the  spacious  barn  ! 

Watching  the  birds  and  wild  bees  humming, 
«    Climbing  the  trees  for  fruit  most  rare, 
Gathering  berries,  going  nutting, 
With  merry  companions  free  as  air  ! 

0,  for  a  swim  in  the  clear  lakelet, 
For  leisure  to  fish  with  hook  and  line ! 

As  erst  of  yore  in  days  of  childhood. 
Without  a  care  of  the  coming  time. 

0,  for  daily  showers  of  sweetness. 
As  they  were  once  in  the  dear  old  home, 

When  life  was  gay  in  its  completeness, 
Yet  scarcely  heeded  until  flown  1 

0,  for  the  dear  old  kitchen  garden. 
With  its  fragrance  of  flowers  and  herbs. 


Delicious  with  sweet  spicy  odors, 
Thai  enchanted  the  bees  and  the  birds ! 

I  yearn  for  those  old  fashioned  posies. 
To  breathe  fragrance  from  mint  and  balm. 

Gather  garlands  enwreatbed  with  roses. 
And  roam  again  o'er  the  dear  old  farm. 

L,  M.  Hewlings. 


A  FALSE  statement  is  going  the 
rounds  of  the  press  to  the  effect 
that  visitors  will  not  be  able  to 
get  any  drinking  water  at  the 
World's  Fair  without  paying  for 
it.  There  will  be  an  abundance 
of  excellent  water  free  to  all  who 
want  it.  Those  who  wish  to  drink 
mineral  spring  water,  piped  to  the 
Exposition  grounds  from  Wau- 
kesha, Wis.,  a  hundred  miles  dis- 
tant, will  have  to  pay  one  cent  a 
glass  for  it.  The  free  water  will 
be  that  of  Lake  Michigan,  brought 
by  tunnel  from  a  point  four  miles 
from  shore,  and  much  better  than 
the  inhabitants  of  most  large 
cities  are  supplied  with. 

The  World's  Fair  souvenir 
coins,  some  of  them,  it  is  now 
expected,  will  be  issued  in  Novem- 
ber, probably  by  the  middle  of 
the  month.  The  Exposition  autho- 
rities have  offered  quantities  of 
them  to  banks  throughout  the 
country  at  the  uniform  rate  of  one 
dollar  each,  and  it  is  believed  that 
those  institutions  will  be  prompt 
to  avail  themselves  of  the  oppor- 
tunity to  get  a  supply  for  their 
customers.  Orders  for  them  are 
already  being  sent  in  at  the  rate 
of  $5000  to  $10,000  a  day. 

When  will  evil-speakers  refrain 
from  evil-talking?  When  listeners 
refrain  from  evil-hearing. 
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HOW  1  GAINED  MY  TESTIMONY  OF  THE  TRUTH. 


Brigham  City,  Utah. 

Jan.   30th,  1893. 
Sister  Susa  Y.    Gates: 

In  compliance  with  your  request 
that  I  would  furnish  you  a  state- 
ment for  the  benefit  of  your  yoking 
readers  concerning  the  way  and 
manner  I  received  a  testimony  of 
the  divine  truth  of  this  great 
work  in  which  we  are  engaged,  I 
will  copy  from  my  journal  a  por- 
tion of  a  letter  written  to  my 
family  while  I  was  incarcerated 
in  the  Utah  Penitentiary: 

*'Utah  Penitentiary, 

Oct.  9th,  1886. 
"  To  My  Family: 

"Monday,  Sept.  20th,  1886, 
Marshal  Dyer  called  at  the  Peni- 
tentiary, accompanied  by  Judge 
R.  W.  Morgan  of  Memphis, 
Tenn.,  and  Col.  W.  H.  Selden, 
of  the  Metropolitan  Hotel,  Wash- 
ington, D.  C.  I  was  immediately 
called,  and  the  marshal  at  once 
introduced  me  to   the  gentlemen. 

"Their  fine  intellectual  features, 
genial  manners,  dignified  deport- 
ment and  commanding  presence 
impressed  me  at  once  very  favor- 
ably that  they  were  no  ordinary 
interviewers. 

"As  it  appears  to  be  the  prac- 
tice to  point  me  out  to  all  visitors 
who  secure  passes  to  the  Peni- 
tentiary as  one  of  its  principal 
curiosities  on  exhibition,  there- 
fore through  my  respect  to  Mar- 
shal Dyer,  who  treats  me  kindly, 
I  endeavored  to  show  myself  to 
as    good     advantage    as    possible 


under  the  peculiar  circumstances; 
consequently  in  an  easy  and 
pleasant  way  1  led  my  inter- 
viewers directly  to  the  favorite, 
all-absorbing  questions  of  the 
hour,  viz:  What  is  Mormonism? 
Why  am  I  a  Mormon?  and  myself 
and  brethren  in  the  Penitentiary? 
The  marshal  remained  a  listener 
to  our  conversation.  After  a  few 
moments  spent  in  preliminary 
questions.  Judge  Morgan  began 
as  follows: 

"'Mr.  Snow,'  said  he  hesitat- 
ingly, 'we  do  not  wish  to  ask 
questions  which  would  appear 
impertinent  or  delicate. ' 

"  'Oh,  not  at  all,  gentlemen, '  I 
said;  'ask  any  questions  you  see 
proper.  * 

"'Well,'  said  the  judge,  'if  it 
is*  not  an  improper  question,  I 
wish  to  enquire  how  many  wives, 
Mr.  Snow,  have  you,  and  your 
number  of  children?' 

"I  answered  the  questions  in  a 
truthful  and  candid  manner;  and 
after  a  few  other  questions  relat- 
ing to  my  family  he  inquired 
regarding  the  family  of  President 
Young.  I  stated  that  I  was  not 
fully  posted,  but  he  had,  when 
living,  quite  a  number  of  wives 
and  a  numerous  family  of  chil- 
dren. After  a  few  other  questions 
and  answers  given,  I  turned  the 
subject  with  the  observation  that 
my  incarceration  was  purely  on 
account  of  my  religion;  that  my- 
self and  brethren  here  had 
espoused  the  same  religion,  the 
same  gospel  as  the  ancient   saints 
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and  apostles,  and  were  now  pass- 
ing through  the  same  ordeal,  the 
same  suffering  and  persecution 
as  they  were  forced  to  experience. 

"I  have  been  over  fifty  years, 
gentlemen,  actively  engaged  in 
bearing  witness  of  my  knowledge 
respecting  the  divine  authenticity 
of  what  is  called  Mormonism, 
and  have  declared  the  principles 
of  my  religion  and  borne  my 
testimony  of  them  through  various 
portions  of  my  own  country,  also  in 
Great  Britain,  Scotland,  Wales, 
Ireland, France,  Italy,  Switzerland, 
Austria,  Germany,  Turkey.  Land 
of  Palestine,  and  on  the  islands  of 
the  sea.  These  arduous  and 
sacred  responsibilities  would 
never  have  been  ventured  by  me 
without  first  knowing  this  religion, 
this  gospel,  and  the  authority  to 
preach  it  had  come  direct  from 
God  to  Joseph  Smith,  pure  and 
unadulterated;  not  simply  a 
belief  but  a  knowledge  direct  to  me 
from  God  himself. 

"  'Mr.  Snow,  if  I  may  be  allowed 
the  inquiry, '  said  the  judge,  'what 
you  mean  by  the  term  knowledge 
is,  I  presume,  a  conviction  aris- 
ing from  an  internal  feeling  or 
inward  light.  I  wish  now,'  he 
continued,  'it  to  be  distinctly  un- 
derstood, Mr.  Snow,  that  we  are 
in  the  pursuit  of  information,  not 
of  indulging  in  criticisms.' 

"'Judge  Morgan,'  said  I,  'in 
speaking  of  knowledge  I  employ 
the  term  in  its  literal  sense. 
I  mean  a  physical  demonstration, 
not  belief  alone,  a  feeling  arising 
merely  from  mental  enlighten- 
ment,    as    you    mention,     but     a 


physical  knowledge,  through  the 
organ  of  the  senses,  of  a  nature 
which  could  never  be  questioned 
or  doubted  by  its  possessor  while 
life  and  memory  exist' 

*'  'Would  you  object,  Mr. 
Snow,'  said  the  judge,  'to  explain 
and  fully  describe  the  nature  of 
that  knowledge,  and  the  precise 
manner  in  which  it  was  given?' 

"  'I  shall  be  happy,  gentlemen, 
to  do  so;  but  you  must  allow  me 
time,  and  to  approach  the  ques- 
tion in  my  own  way,  a  little 
cjrcuitously.  The  following  cir- 
cumstances led  me  to  investigate 
Mormonism:' 

"  'While  attending  college  at 
Oberlin,  Ohio,  in  the  spring  of 
1836,  I  had  occasion  to  visit 
Kirtland,  some  sixty  miles  dis- 
tant, where  two  of  my  sisters  were 
residing.  At  that  time  this  was 
the  principal  settlement  of  the 
Mormons.  Joseph  Smith,  his 
counselors  and  leading  Elders 
then  had  their  homes  in  that 
locality,  and  the  Saints  had  just 
completed  a  beautiful  edifice 
called  a  temple.  I  became  ac- 
quainted with  Joseph  Smith,  his 
counselors,  and  a  number  of  the 
prominent  leaders.  I  attended 
several  of  their  meetings,  at 
which  it  was  their  custom  for  lay 
members,  both  men  and  women, 
to  speak — give  their  experiences, 
and  testify  regarding  their  extra- 
ordinary spiritual  manifestations. 
I  talked  with  these  people,  their 
prominent  Elders,  with  Joseph 
and  his  aged  father,  the  Patriarch 
of  the  Church.  I  marvelled  and 
was  exceedingly  astonished   while 
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listening  to  what  they  solemnly 
declared  regarding  their  wonder- 
ful experiences. 

"  The  strange  things  I  heard 
and  saw  at  their  prayer  and 
testimony  meetings,  those  mar- 
velous experiences  as  related  by 
men  and  women  whose  sincerity 
and  honesty  I  could  not  doubt, 
and  as  they  asserted  these  were 
the  natural  and  legitimate  fruits 
of  obedience  to  what  they  called 
the  restored  New  Testament  gos- 
pel, together  with  the  priesthood, 
which  held  the  keys  of  right  tp 
administer  its  ordinances  of  bap- 
tism for  the  remission  of  sins, 
and  the  laying  on  of  hands  for 
the  reception  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 
These  things,  as  I  said,  over- 
whelmed me  with  astonishment. 
Joseph  Smith  assumed  this  posi- 
tion which  no  false  prophet  would 
dare — viz:  that  he  had  received  the 
visitation  of  three  angels,  Peter, 
James  and  John,  who,  in  the  name 
and  by  the  command  of  the  Son 
of  God,  authorized  him  to  preach 
the  gospel,  administer  its  ordi- 
nances, and  promise  the  Holy 
Ghost,  which  would  impart  a 
knowledge  of  his  authority  and 
divine  mission,  and  his  right  to 
organize  the  Church  of  God  on 
the  earth,  to  prepare  a  people  for 
the  second  advent  of  the  Son  of 
Man.  Under  these  circum- 
stances, gentlemen,  I  could  not 
otherwise  than  believe  that  Joseph 
Smith  was  honest  and  sincere;  and 
I  knew  that  his  statement  was  of 
that  peculiar  character  in  which 
with  him  there  could  be  no  chance 
for    deception;     and     such     testi- 


mony, if  false,  could  be  no  less 
than  positive  villainy.  In  view 
of  these  facts,  gentlemen,  I  felt 
it  my  duty  to  accept  this  gospel 
— and  would  you  not  yourselves?' 

"  'Being  at  that  time  a  young 
man,  full  of  worldly  aspirations, 
with  bright  prospects,  and  means 
to  gratify  my  ambition  in  acquir- 
ing a  liberal  collegiate  education; 
also  having  a  host  of  wealthy, 
proud,  aristocratic  friends  and 
relatives  watching  eagerly  for  my 
achieving  high  honors  in  life,  of 
course  you  can  easily  understand 
that  it  was  a  great  trial,  and 
required  the  strongest  effort  to 
form  a  resolution  to  abandon 
those  prospects,  disappoint  ex- 
pectations, join  the  poor,  ignorant 
despised  Mormons,  and  follow 
Old  Joe  Smith,  the  money  dig- 
ger, as  he  and  they  were 
regarded.  * 

"  'Had  I  then  understood,  as  I 
now  knoWy  the  ultimate  results  of 
obedience  to  the  gospel,  a  life 
of  purity,  and  after  its  close  an 
exaltation  to  the  fullness  of  the 
Godhead,  I  should  then  have 
been  ashamed  to  have  called  it  a 
sacrifice.  But  in  my  ignorance, 
at  that  time,  of  its  blessings  and 
glories,  it  proved  the  fiercest 
struggle  of  heart  and  will  I  ever 
experienced  before  or  since.  But 
through  the  help  of  the  Lord,  for 
I  feel  certain  that  He  must  have 
helped  me,  I  laid  my  pride, 
worldly  ambition  and  aspirations 
upon  the  altar,  and  as  humble  as 
a  child  went  to  the  waters  of 
baptism,  received  the  ordinance 
administered  by  an   Apostle,    and 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL. 


217 


afterwards  the  laying  on  of  hands. 

"  'One  evening,  a  few  days  after 
this,  when  alone,  engaged  in 
earnest  prayer,  the  heavens  were 
opened,  the  veil  was  rent  from 
my  mind,  and  then  and  there  I 
received  the  most  wonderful 
manifestations,  grand  and  sub- 
lime, I  believe  as  man  was  ever 
permitted  to  receive,  and  beyond 
the  power  of  language  fully  to 
describe.  It  was  shown  me  in 
that  vision  that  there  truly  existed 
a  Son  of  God,  that  Joseph  Smith 
was  really  a  prophet  of  God.' 

"  'The  first  intimation  of  the 
approach  of  that  marvelous  vision 
was  a  sound  just  above  my  head 
like  the  rustling  of  silken  robes, 
when  immediately  the  Holy  Spirit 
descended  upon  [me,  enveloping 
my  whole  person,  filling  me  from 
the  crown  of  my  head  to  the 
souls  of  my  feet,  which  was  a 
complete  baptism,  as  tanp^ible  an 
immersion  in  a  heavenly  principle 
or  element — the  Holy  Ghost — 
infinitely  more  real,  physical  in 
its  effects  upon  every  part  of  my 
system  than  was  the  immersion 
when  I  was  baptized  in  water. 
That  night  after  retiring  to  rest 
the  same  wonderful  manifesta- 
tions were  repeated,  and  con- 
tinued to  be  for  several  successive 
nights.  From  that  time  till  the 
present  on  numerous  occasions 
miraculous  manifestations  of  the 
divine  power  have  followed  me 
and  my  administrations  of  the 
gospel  ordinances.  Judge  Mor- 
gan, I  continued,  I  profess  to 
have,  and  actually  do  have,  the 
right  and  authority  from    God   to 


administer  this  gospel,  and 
promise  the  Holy  Ghost  and 
divine  knowledge  to  follow  all 
who  accept  it  with  sincerity  and 
purity  of  heart.  I  was  intimately 
acquainted  with  Joseph  Smith 
many  years  previous  to  his  mar- 
tyrdom.' ***** 
While  in  this  train  of  conversa- 
tion, it  being  signified  by  the 
guard  that  the  time  allotted  for 
the  interview  was  up,  the  gentle- 
men arose,  having  listened  with 
the  deepest  interest,  shook  hands, 
thanking  me  in  the  warmest  and 
most  expressive  terms  for  the 
great  pleasure  I  had  afforded 
them  in  the  plain,  sincere,  and 
intelligent  answers  and  explana- 
tions given  during  the  very 
interesting  interview.  As  they 
left  Judge  Morgan  said,  if  possi- 
ble, he  should  like  to  avail 
himself  of  the  privilege  of  another 
interview  and  renew  the  conver- 
sation. I  replied  that  it  would 
give  me  pleasure,  and  if  he  called 
again  and  would  spend  a  couple 
of  hours  I  felt  certain  that  I 
would  make  the  time  both  inter- 
esting and  profitable.  After 
inscribing,  by  request,  their 
names  and  residences,  repeating 
their  feelings  of  thankfulness, 
they    withdrew,    attended    by    the 

marshal. 

Lorenzo   Snow. 


Editor  Young  Woman' s  Journal. 

Dear  Editor, — Your  request 
for  a  statement  from  me,  in  rela- 
tion to  the  time  and  manner  in 
which  I  became  convinced  of  the 
truth,    and    knew     that    I    had    a 
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testimony  of  the  gospel  as  re- 
vealed through  the  Prophet  Joseph 
Smith,  has  caused  me  some  reflec- 
tion. In  answer  to  your  kind  and 
sisterly  note,  I  will  devote  as 
much  time  and  give  it  the  con- 
sideration due  to  so  weighty  a 
matter  so  far  as  I  am  able. 

From  my  cradle  I  was  taught 
the  gospel.  No  opportunity  was 
neglected  by  my  father  to  impress 
its  obligations  upon  his  children, 
though  in  a  very  quiet,  meek  and 
fatherly  way,  and  his  teachings  to 
us  were  characterized  more  by 
example  than  by  precept.  At  the 
time  of  the  martyrdom  of  our 
great  leaders,  Joseph  and  Hyrum 
Smith,  I  remember  well,  though 
only  a  very  small  boy  at  that 
time,  seeing  them  pass  with 
others  near  our  house  on  their 
way  to  be  offered  up  as  a  sacrifice 
to  the  hate  and  bigotry  of  apos- 
tate brethren  and  sectarian 
priests,  assisted  and  aided  by 
some  of  the  State  militia.  On 
June  28,  at  about  5  o'clock  in  the 
morning  a  messenger  came  to  our 
door  with  the  awful  intelligence 
that  during  the  afternoon  of  the 
preceding  day  cruelty  and  hatred 
had  triumphed,  that  the  Prophet 
and  Patriarch  had  been  butchered 
while  being  held  in  jail,  and 
under  the  pledged  protection  of 
the  Governor  of  the  State,  nay 
that  prominent  among  their  mur- 
derers were  the  Carthage  Greys, 
who  were  known  to  be  the  body 
guard  pf  the  Governor,  and  that 
their  bleeding  remains  had 
already  arrived  at  the  Nauvoo 
mansion,     where    they    would    be 


viewed  by  the  Saints  during  the 
day.  Of  course  this  awful  deed 
made  a  deep  and  lasting  impres- 
sion upon  my  mind. 

Child  as  I  was,  through  the 
teachings  of  my  parents  I  had 
learned  to  look  upon  Joseph 
Smith  as  a  great  prophet,  and  he 
was  one  who  had  impressed  me 
as  he  did  others  of  more  mature 
years,  with  his  heavenly  and 
divine  intelligence.  My  next 
recollections  of  a  leader  for 
Latter-day  Israel,  was  of  Brigham 
Young.  From  the  first  time  I 
saw  him,  after  the  Prophet  *s 
death,  my  heart  went  out  to  him 
in  deep  love  and  veneration,  for 
I  recognized  him  as  the  man 
who  stood  in  the  place  of  the 
martyred  prophet,  and  soon 
learned  the  fact  that  he  was 
loved  and  honored  as  such  by  all 
the  Saints. 

These  incidents  I  mention  as 
showing  the  tendency  of  ray 
thoughts  and  the  events  which 
came  within  my  experience  which 
made  a  deep  and  lasting  impres- 
sion upon  me,  though  too  young 
at  the  time  to  desire  or  know  how 
to  seek  for  a  testimony  of  the 
principles  of  truth,  which  the 
gospel    principles  taught. 

In  the  year  1849  I  was  intro- 
duced to  Oliver  Cowdery,  and  the 
impression  made  upon  me  by  this 
introduction  was  that  I  beheld  a 
man  who  had  fallen  from  the 
grace  of  God.  At  the  age  of 
eleven  I  received  baptism,  and 
was  confirmed  a  member  of  the 
Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter- 
day       Saints,      in     Pottawatomie 
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County,  Iowa,  at  about  the  same 
time  and  near  the  same  spot 
where  I  met  the  man  who  once 
stood  next  to  Joseph  Smith  in 
favor  with  God,  and  as  the  second 
Elder  in  the  Church.  I  mention 
these  items  in  my  early  lifers 
history  as  coincidental,  and  as 
having  impressed  me  more  and 
more  with  the  solemn  truths 
which  had  been  revealed  through 
the  gospel  of  the  Lord  Jesus  to  a 
benighted  world. 

In  the  following  year  (1850) 
my  father  and  his  family  crossed 
the  plains  and  came  to  Utah. 
The  Asiatic  cholera  was  on  the 
plains  that  season,  and  gathered 
in  its  merciless  and  unrelenting 
grasp  many  hundreds  of  emigrants 
who  were  in  the  mad  race  for 
wealth  to  the  golden  sands  of 
California.  The  camps  of  the 
Saints  did  not  entirely  escape  the 
dreaded  scourge,  and  a  few  were 
stricken  down  and  were  laid  in 
lonely  graves  by  the  wayside. 
In  our  company  of  thirty-six  men, 
with  their  families,  three  were 
stricken  by  this  terrible  malady. 

Two  of  them  coming  into  camp 
in  the  evening  feeling  somewhat 
unwell,  began  cramping  and 
vomiting,  and  were  both  dead 
before  morning.  After  burying 
the  dead  we  moved  our  camp  a 
few  miles,  and  an  encampment 
was  made  on  the  banks  of  a  small 
sluggish  stream  for  the  night. 
Some  time  about  the  middle  of 
the  night  we  were  awakened  by 
the  screams  of  the  third  victim 
of  the  cholera  scourge,  and  dur- 
ing   the    ver}'    short    inter^^ls   of 


release  from  the  awful  cramps 
and  vomiting  he  pleaded  for 
Brother  Joseph  (meaning  my 
father)  to  come  and  lay  hands  on 
him. 

Father  immediately  dressed 
and  repaired  to  the  couch  of  the 
sufferer,  and  addressed  him  in 
these  words:  "David,  if  I  admin- 
ister to  you  and  ask  the  Lord  to 
raise  you  up  will  you  covenant 
this  night  that  you  will  serve 
him  all  the  days  of  your  life?" 

The  young  man  immediately 
made  the  solemn  promise  that 
he  would  be  a  true  and  loyal 
servant  to  his  Lord  and  Savior 
forever.  Father  laid  his  hands 
upon  him,  and  in  the  name  of 
Jesus  Christ  rebuked  the  power 
of  the  destroyer,  when  the  retch- 
ing and  cramps  immediately 
ceased,  and  the  next  morning 
Brother  David  Lewis,  restored 
from  this  attack  of  cholera,  was 
at  his  post  and  driving  his  team 
as  usual.  This  case  and  the 
power  of  God  manifested  in  his 
healing  made  a  deep  and  lasting 
impression  upon  my  mind,  and 
every  night  on  retiring  I  prayed 
long  and  fervently  that  God 
would  save  me  from  the  cholera, 
and  permit  me  to  arrive  safely  in 
the  valley,  where  I  could  once 
more  behold  the  face  of  His 
prophet,  Brigham  Young;  and 
like  Brother  Lewis,  I  made  the 
most  solemn  covenants  during 
these  supplications  that  if  my 
life  were  spared  to  again  see  this 
great  man,  and  hear  his  voice, 
and  live  where  he  lived,  that  I, 
too,   would  be    a   faithful    servant 
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of  God  all  the  days  of  my  life. 
Late  in  the  following  September 
we  arrived  safely  in  Salt  Lake 
City.  When  President  Brigham 
Young  came  to  see  us,  and  with 
words  of  blessing  welcomed  my 
father  and  his  family  to  the  home 
of  the  Saints  in  the  valleys  of  the 
mountains,  so  impressed  was  I 
with  his  prophetic  influence  and 
calling  I  could  have  kissed  the 
dust  at  his  feet.  I  was  present 
at  the  laying  of  the  corner- 
stones of  the  Salt  Lake  Temple, 
in  1853,  and  at  that  time  was 
again  impressed  with  his  pro- 
phetic calling.  In  January,  1857, 
he  called  me  to  take  a  mission  to 
Great  Britain,  and  informed  me 
that  it  was  required  of  the  out- 
going missionaries  at  that  time 
that  they  go  on  foot  across  the 
plains  to  the  Missouri  River, 
without  any  animals  or  wagons 
to  ride  upon,  but  pulling  hand 
carts  on  which  would  be  carried 
their  provisions  and  bedding.  I 
felt  perfectly  satisfied  with  the 
call,  and  recognized  that  the  Lord 
spoke  through  His  prophet;  no 
thought  or  dread  of  the  hardship 
the  journey  would  entail  upon 
me,  but  only  from  that  time  till 
the  day  of  starting  an  intense 
desire  to  be  up  and  away  on  this 
mighty  mission,  of  preaching  the 
gospel  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christi 
Again  in  1862  President  Young 
called  me  to  be  one  of  a  battalion 
of  one  hundred  men  to  be 
enlisted  in  the  service  of  our 
country,  to  fill  a  requirement 
made  by  President  Abraham 
Lincoln  for  volunteers  from  Utah, 


to  serve  ninety  days,  or  longer  if 
needed,  in  the  war  of  the  Rebel- 
lion. 

This  call  came  from  President 
Lincoln  on  April  27th,  1862,  and 
on  April  29th,  in  connection  with 
the  rest  of  the  Utah  volunteers, 
we  reported  to  Captain  Lot  Smith 
for  duty,  and  were  immediately 
mustered  into  the  volunteer  ser- 
vice of  the  United  States,  render- 
ing faithful  service  until  we  were 
mustered  out  in  March,  1863, 
nearly  one  year  after.  Again  in 
1866  President  Young  called  me 
to  take  a  mission  into  Sanpete 
and  Sevier  Counties,  to  assist  in 
protecting  the  Saints  in  those 
outlying  districts  from  Chief 
Black  Hawk's  Indian  raiders, 
during  the  celebrated  Black 
Hawk  war,  which  service  was 
cheerfully  performed  by  me  as 
long  as  required. 

In  1870  President  Young  called 
me  to  go  on  a  mission  to  Great 
Britain  with  my  father.  These 
missionary  calls  were  accepted 
always  with  a  testimony  to  me 
that  the  inspiration  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  prompted  them  in  every 
instance,  and  during  these  labors, 
which  at  times  were  arduous  and 
exhausting  in  the  extreme,  I 
always  felt  a  firm  reliance  on  the 
Lord,  knowing  that  He  had 
called  me,  and  that  the  promises 
of  His  servants  made  to  me  of  a 
safe  return  to  my  home  would  be 
realized. 

In  all  these  labors  my  heart 
and  judgment  have  been  con- 
vinced that  they  were  prompted 
by  the    inspiration    of  the    Spirit 
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of  God,  and  with  joy  and  thank- 
fulness I  placed  myself  in  a  posi- 
tion to  obey  these  calls.  At  the 
death  of  President  Young  the 
First  Presidency  was  again  disor- 
ganized, and  the  Twelve  Apostles 
became  the  presiding  quorum  in 
the  Church,  with  John  Taylor  as 
chief  Apostle  and  president  of 
that  quorum.  When  the  First 
Presidency  was  again  organized 
John  Taylor  became  the  Presi- 
dent of  the  Church,  and  Wilford 
Woodruff  as  chief  Apostle  in  the 
quorum  of  the  Twelve,  became 
the  president  of  the  quorum. 
When  President  John  Taylor 
passed  away  the  quorum  of  the 
First  Presidency  became  for  the 
third  time  disorganized,  leaving 
again  the  presiding  authority 
with  the  Twelve  Apostles,  with 
Wilford  Woodruff  at  their  head. 
The  order  of  succession  in  the 
priesthood  is  one  eternal  round, 
and  a  perfect  system  in  all  its 
ramifications,  and  all  Latter-day 
Saints  that  were  in  touch  with 
the  spirit  of  the  gospel  could 
know  that  when  the  quorum  of 
the  First  Presidency  was  again 
organized  the  office  of  President 
of  the  High  Priesthood  would 
most  fittingly  fall  oil  the  shoulders 
of  President  Wilford  Woodruff, 
and  so  the  organization  was  con- 
summated according  to  that 
immutable  law  of  heaven,  the 
order  of  the  Holy  Priesthood. 
For  said  Jesus,  "My  house  is  a 
house  of  order,  and  not  a  house 
of  confusion."  Under  the  admin- 
istration of  the  Prophet  Brigham 
I  was  called  to  be  a  Seventy,  and 


by  the  inspiration  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  of  God  through  him  was 
called  to  many  important  mis- 
sions and  labors.  Under  the 
administration  of  the  Prophet 
John  Taylor  .  I  was  called  by 
revelation  to  a  very  honorable 
position  among  my  brethren,  and 
since  that  time  to  labor  as  a 
missionary  in  all  thq  Stakes  of 
Zion,  and  during  all  these  years 
this  has  been  a  labor  of  love  to 
me. 

The  complete  organization  of 
all  the  quorums  of  the  priesthood 
is  divine  evidence  to  me  of  this 
perfect  system  which  God  com- 
manded Joseph  Smith  to  inaugu- 
rate, and  which  has  continued  to 
be  perfected  by  the  Prophet 
Presidents  of  the  Church  who 
have  succeeded  him  in  the 
apostolic   administration. 

I  said  I  would  try  to  tell  you  how 
I  received  a  testimony  of  the  truth. 
Jesus  said:  "The  wind  bloweth 
where  it  listeth,  and  thou  hearest 
the  sound  thereof,  but  canst  not 
tell  whence  it  cometh  and  whither 
it  goeth:  so  is  every  one  that  is 
born  of  the  Spirit."  1  never 
have  received  a  call  to  perform  a 
mission,  or  for  any  labor  in  the 
Church,  but  what  to  me  the 
divine  influence  of  the  Spirit  of 
God  was  manifest  in  the  voice  of 
him  who  made  the  call.  Though, 
like  one  of  old,  I  can  truly  say, 
"No  thunder  of  heaven,  nor 
vivid  lightnings  no  upheavals  of 
the  earth  or  rending  of  its  rock- 
ribbed  fastenings  have  marked  any 
testimony  of  mine;'  but  rather 
have  I  found  the    soul    satisfying 
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evidence  in  the  still  small  voice 
of  the  Spirit  of  God,  and  every 
act  of  obedience  to  the  will  of 
him  who  said,  "Go  ye  into  all 
the  world,  and  preach  the  gospel 
to  every  living  creature,"  has 
brought  to  my  mind  and  heart, 
and  to  my  judgment,  renewed 
faith,  knowledge,  power  and 
testimonies  .  of  the  truth  of  the 
gospel  of  Jesus  Christ,  and  the 
divine  mission  of  Joseph  Smith. 
Without  this  testimony,  in  which 
is  perfect  knowledge,  individuals 
could  not  be  sustained,  the 
Church  as  a  body  could  not 
maintain  its  existence. 

Emerson  says:  \"As,  a  ship 
aground  is  battered  by  the  waves, 
so  man  imprisoned  in  mortal  life, 
lies  open  to  the  mercy  of  coming 
events;  but  a  truth  separated  by 
the  intellect  is  no  longer  a  subject 
of  destiny.  The  mind  that'  grows 
could  not  predict  the  times,  the 
mode  the  means  of  that  spon- 
taniety.  God  enters  by  a  private 
door  into  every  individual  who 
prepares  to  receive  Him.  Long 
prior  to  the  age  of  reflection  is 
the  thinking  of  the  mind,  out  of 
darkness  it  came,  insensibility 
into  the  marvelous  light  of  day, 
a  truth  now  for  the  first  time 
bursting  upon  our  minds  awakes 
it  to  immeasurable  greatness." 

I  have  beheld  the  sick  healed 
and  evil  spirits  cast  out  by  the 
ministration  of  God*s  servants;  I 
have  seen  Prophets  and  Elders 
slain  for  the  testimony  of  Jesus; 
I  have  beheld  several  thousands 
of  the  Saints  driven  out  from 
their    beautiful    city    of    Nauvoo, 


in  the  winter  season,  to  encamp 
in  the  snows,  until  the  warm 
breath  of  summer  brought  warmth 
to  the  frozen  marrow  of  their 
bones;  nay,  I  have  seen  them 
accept  joyfully  the  despoiling  of 
their  goods.  I  have  seen  the 
Saints  driven  into  a  mountain 
and  desert  country,  stripped,  and 
pealed  and  bleeding,  by  the 
cruelty  of  their  so-called  Chris- 
tian brethen;  I  have  seen  a  Chris- 
tian nation,  in  their  mistaken 
zeal  for  self-justification,  by  their 
paid  officers,  commit  such  cruelties 
in  raiding  our  towns  and  villages 
in  the  dead  hours  of  night, 
dragging  husbands  and  fathers 
from  their  homes,  and  bringing 
such  terror  and  suffering  upon 
women  and  innocent  little  chil- 
dren that  would  only  have  been 
admissable  in  the  palmiest  days 
of  the  Spanish  Inquisition,  and 
by  the  acts  of  their  law  officers 
so  scattered  the  people  and 
terrorized  them  that  the  nation  in 
their  hearts  supposed  that  they 
had  covered  their  unpopular 
Christian  brethren  so  deeply  in 
the  ashes  of  their  burning  wrath, 
that  the  organizations  of  the  holy 
priesthood  could  never  be  per- 
fected again.  "I  will  empty  those 
stands  occupied  by  the  authorities 
of  the  Church,"  was  the  boast  of 
a  United  States  deputy  marshal, 
and  he  did. 

But  I  have  lived  to  see  the 
Saints  of  God  rise  phoenix-like 
from  the  ashes  of  destruction 
heaped  upon  them  by  their 
enemies,  and  to  me  these  things 
are  living   testimonies,    strong  as 
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holy  writ,  that  God  lives,  that 
He  is  watching  over  His  people, 
and  that  He  will  continue  to 
bless  them  abundantly  and  reward 
them  with  eternal  life  for  all 
their  sufferings.  I  add  my  testi- 
monies to  those  of  my  brethren 
that  Joseph  Smith  was  a  living 
prophet  of  God,  and  though  now 
dead  to  earth,  he  lives  in  the 
spirit  world;  yes. 


His  home's  in  the  ekiee, 
He  dwells  with  the  Gods. 

And  that  Brigham  Young,  John 
Talyor,  Wilford  Woodruff,  and 
the  rest  of  the  Apostles  living 
and  dead,  are  and  were  his 
Apostles,  his  faithful  followers, 
and  that  they  are  all  Apostles  of 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

Very  truly  your  brother, 

Seymour  B.    Young. 


WOMEN'S  SPHERE. 


THE   FOOD   WE  EAT. 

BREAKFAST  RECIPES. 

I  WILL  will  condense  in  this 
paper  some  of  the  directions  I 
have  been  giving  for  breakfast 
dishes,  so  that  they  can  be  cut 
out  and  pasted  in  a  book,  if  it  is 
so  desired.  I  suppose  I  shall 
have  to  begin  with  mush,  and 
although,  as  I  told  you  before,  my 
friend  the  physician  denounces  all 
sorts  of  mush  in  the  most  unquali- 
fied terms,  yet  there  are  so  many 
who  eat  it  that  it  iswell  to  give  a 
few  directions  how  to  make  the 
only  permissible  mush,    and    that 


CORNMEAL    MUSH. 

Into  boiling  water  stir  slowly  a 
handful  or  so  of  meal,  stirring  it 
constantly.  The  mixture  should 
be  rather  thin,  as  there  is  nothing 
so  disagreeable  as  a  thick,  stodgy 
commeal  mush.  This  should 
cook  at  least  three-quarters  of  an 
hour,  being  set  back  on  the  range 
to  slowly  simmer.     If  you   are   in 


a  hurry,  wet  the  meal  up  in  cold 
water  and  stir  it  immediately 
into  the  boiling  water.  Never 
let  it  stand  after  it  is  wet  up. 
Some  people  cook  the  cornmeal  as 
thin  as  gruel,  and  then  just 
before  taking  up  add  a  handful  of 
graham  meal,  and  this  makes  it 
very  good  tasting,  but  the  doctor 
tells  me  that  this  addition  makes 
the  mush  far  harder  to  digest; 
for  the  gluten  in  the  graham 
makes  it  sticky  and  almost  in- 
vulnerable to  the  gastric  juice. 
Sugar  should  never  be  eaten  with 
mush,  nothing  but  a  little  milk, 
or  better  still,  some  fruit  juice. 

STEWED     FRUIT. 

Put  a  handful  of  well  washed, 
dried  fruit  into  a  kettle  full  of 
boiling  water,  and  cook  until 
perfectly  soft  without  once  stirring 
it,  adding  boiling  water  from  time 
to  time  if  needed.  Just  before 
taking  up  add  two  tablespoonfuls 
of  honey,  and  after  it  has  boiled 
up  a  moment  or  two,  turn  out 
carefully  into  a  dish. 
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BOILED    EGGS. 

Pour  boiling  water  on  the  eggs, 
cover  them,  and  set  them  on  the 
hearth  or  back  of  the  stove  for 
ten  minutes.  If  you  wish  them 
poached,  drop  into  boiling  water, 
and  dip  the  water  over  them  con- 
tinually until  done.  Then  lift 
carefully  out  and  salt  slightly. 

CREAM    TOASTS. 

For  cream  toast,  put  a  quart  of 
new  milk  and  three  tablespoonfuls 
of  cream  on  the  fire.  After  it 
simmers,  just  ready  to  boil,  add 
a  teaspoonful  of  flour  wet  up  in 
cold  milk,  and  stir  into  the  boil- 
ing cream.  Lay  three  slices  of 
well  toasted  bread  in  the  bottom 
of  a  dish  and  pour  over  them  the 
boiled  milk,  and  serve  as  soon  as 
possible. 

STEWS. 

Bits  of  cooked  or  raw  meat 
may  be  cut  up  into  inch  pieces. 
If  raw  for  nearly  three-quarters  of 
an  hour;  add  a  bit  of  sliced 
onion,  if  it  is  liked,  some  salt  and 
pepper,  and  if  the  meat  has  been 
previously  cooked,  slightly  thicken 
the  liquor.  Don't  make  it  too 
thick,  as  it  is  never  palatable. 


OUR  CHILDREN. 

THE  CLOTHING  OF  AN  INFANT. 
After  the  pinning  blanket  comes 
the  petticoat.  If  it  is  winter  and 
extra  warmth  is  needed  it  is  an 
excellent  plan  to  make  this  gar- 
ment of  flannel  throughout,  with 
long,  warm  sleeves  and  high  neck. 
The  necks  of  all  garments  of 
flannel  for  infants  should  be  bound 


with  silk  or  ribbon,    as    it    would 
be  cruel  to  chafe   the   little    neck 
with    flannel    or   stiff    cotton.     If 
you  wish  a  cotton  waist,   make  it 
with  cut  out  armholes  and    button 
it    up    as    you     do     the    pinning 
blanket     Do  the  same  with   your 
cotton  petticoat.     As  for  that  cot- 
ton petticoat,  for  every   day   wear 
it  is  next' to  useless,   for   with   all 
its    dainty    whiteness,    and    frills 
and  lace,  it  adds   neither   warmth 
nor  comfort  to  the  baby,   and   the 
first  consideration  should  be    the 
well-being  of  the  child,   not,  as  it 
has  been  in  the   past,    the   vanity 
of     the     mother.       However,     for 
state  occasions  I  suppose  you  will 
want      a      white,      befrilled     and 
betucked  petticoat.     Don't    make 
it  too  long;  put  it  on    a   comfort- 
able waist  with  cut  out  armholes, 
and  fasten  it  loosely  up   the   back 
with     buttons     and     buttonholes. 
Some  people  in    their   anxiety    to 
secure  comfort  to  the  babe,    insist 
that   fastenings    at   the    back    are 
uncomfortable     to     the     child    as 
the.   buttons   or  as    some     people 
use,  safety  pins,   are  not  nice   for 
the   little   body    to    lie    upon.      If 
you    have    any    such     ideas    just 
turn     your    garments    round     and 
fasten     them     up     in     the     front. 
That  will  do   just  as  well   for   all 
parties.     Now    about    the  .dress. 
I  can  see  no  reason   why   a    plain 
linen  lawn  slip  made   with    a    bit 
of     soft     lace    in    the    neck    and 
sleeves   is    not    good    enough    for 
any  baby's  daily  dress.   However, 
it  it  is    the   first   child,    you    will 
naturally  want    to   spend    all    the 
time    you    can    making,    washing 
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and  ironing  finery  for  "the    only 
baby  in  the  world."     Go    ahead; 
but  when    the   next    comes   along 
be  sensible  enough  to  make  up   a 
half  dozen    plain    slips,    and    use 
them  for  daily  wear.     The  length 
of  these    clothes    is, a    matter    of 
much    importance.     One     learned 
midwife       in       this       community 
recommends    that    they    shall    be 
only  long    enough    to   well    cover 
the  baby's  feet,    and   that  woolen 
shoes  knit  so  as  they   come  clear 
to   the    knees     should     be     used 
rom  the   first.     I   have  made  my 
baby's     clothes     about    one    foot 
below  the   tiny   feet,    and    if    not 
too .  many      heavy     embroideries 
and  frills  are  used,  and   no   white 
cotton    petticoat      is    used,     this 
length  of  skirt  does   not  seem    to 
interfere    with    the    kicking    and 
twisting    and    plunging    my    dear 
little    ones    always     indulge     in. 
Let  me  beg  of  you   to    cut    down 
all    your    baby    clothes    that    are 
longer  than    one  yard,  and    even 
that  is   too    long    for    the    tiniest 
ones.     Knitted    shoes    should    be 
put  on,  as  soon  as  the  mother    is 
up    out    of    bed    and    the    child 
begins     to     be      handled      much. 
Head  blankets  are  useless  and  all 
but  out  of  date.     The  head  should 
never    be    covered    up    while    the 
infant  is  in    bed,    and    when    you 
take  it  up  the    blanket   is   always 
slipping  off  and  leaving  the  child 
exposed.     An    old     shawl,    or,    if 
you  can    afford     it,     a    new    one, 
which    shall     never    be    wrapped 
about  the   little    head,  should    be 
on  hand  to  put    about    the    child 
when  it  is  taken    up.     Wrappers 


of  flannel,  or  of  cotton  lined 
with  cotton  flannel  or  cashmere, 
are  now  made  for  night  wear, 
and  can  well  be  used  to  throw 
around  the  baby  whenever  it  is 
taken  up  in  place  of  the  shawl. 


THE  CLOTHES  WE  WEAR. 

FOR  ELDERLY  WOMEN. 
•  I  am  particularly  proud   of   the 
quiet,    modest   dressing   which   is 
found   among    the    elderly    ladies 
of    this    community.     Rarely     do 
we    see    aught    that    offends    the 
eye  of  taste  in   this   direction.     I 
have  in  mind  one  dear   old    lady 
who    generally    wears    some    sort 
of    a    crepe     shawl      about     her 
shoulders,     and    the      grace    and 
dignity    with    which    it    is    worn 
is    as    pleasing     as     it     is     rare. 
There  is    one    particular    style  of 
dressing    for      middle-aged      and 
elderly    women    which    is    lovely 
in     my    eyes,    and    it    is    a    style 
which     I      have      determined      to 
adopt  in  a  very    few    years    now. 
I  remember    the    dear    old    sister 
who  wore    it,    and    the    soft    and 
gracious    charm    of    that    bit    of 
dress  I  shall    never    forget    while 
I  live  upon  this   earth.     She   was 
exquisitely  clean  and  orderly  in  all 
her    appointments,    and    she    had 
adopted  early  in   life   the   fashion 
of  hoops,  to   which    she   clung    in 
spite    of    change     and     counter- 
change.     Hers    were   modest   and 
gently    rounded      hoops,      which 
tilted  gracefully  around  the    slim 
form     of  the  wearer,   and  so  long 
had  they  been  a  part  of  the   good 
lady's   apparel    that    she    was    a 
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perfect  mistress  of  the  art  of 
folding  them  in  some  mysterious 
way  whenever  she  wished  Jto  sit 
down  or  enter  a  carriage.  Her 
skirts  were  never  made  frivolous 
with  frills  or  ruffles,  but  the 
ample  breadth  spread  over  the 
rounded  crinoline  with  a  rich 
sweep  of  outline.  But  it  was  the 
bodice  of  this  costume  which 
always  caught  and  held  my  eye.  • 
The  dresses  were  made  in  one 
piece  in  the  good  old-fashioned 
English  fashion  (and  was  not  my 
gentlewoman  a  good  old  English 
gentlewoman)  that  is,  the  skirt 
was  fastened  to  the  waist  in 
gathers  full  and  carefully  sewed 
the  same,  no  change,  no  altera- 
tion. And  what  an  individuality 
it  gave  the  sweet-voiced  gentle- 
woman. To  be  sure  with  such  a 
costume  the  hair  was  smoothly 
banded  on  each  side  of  the  face, 
and  no  change  was  suffered  to 
interfere  with  the  peculiar  coil  at 
the  back  of  the  small  head.  And 
this  picture  became  so  beautiful 
and  so  emblematical  of  a  sweet 
old  age  that  it  was  and  is  the 
dream  of  my  life  to  some  day 
adopt  some  of  its  features.  The 
softly  folded  lace  and  the  smoothly 
banded  hair  were  especially  pleas- 
ing, and  although  just  now  there 
seems  to  be  an  excellent  chance 
to  revive  the  fashion  of  hoop 
wearing,  yet  I  do  think  it  so 
unhealthful  and  so  unlovely  in 
most  cases  that  I  should  never 
want  to  adopt  the  crinoline. 

THE    EASTERN    FASHIONS. 

The    papers      are    full    of    the 
expected     advent      of      crinoline. 


Pictures  of  the  modes  of  1830  are 
used  extensively  to  illustrate  the 
fashions  as  they  will  be.  Skirts 
are  swelling  out,  and  hasty  dress- 
makers are  making  up  spring  cos- 
tumes with  seven  widths  of  cloth 
and  a  deep  facing  of  crinoline 
around  the  bottom  of  the  skirt. 


PHYSICAL  CULTURE. 

FOR  THE  WOMAN  WHO  KEEPS  A  SERVANT- 
We  spoke  last  month  of  the  sis- 
ter who  works  hard  every  day,  and 
I  endeavored  to  prove  to  you  all 
that  that  sister  would  be  better, 
healthier,  live  longer,  and  do 
more  work  if  she  would  spend 
half  an  hour  each  day  in  some 
sort  of  physical  development.  I 
explained  that  such  exercise 
should  not  be  taken  without 
proper  examples,  and  in  a  future 
paper  I  will  give  a  series  of  exer- 
cises which  would  be  suitable  for 
such  a  woman.  But  just  now  I 
want  to  talk  with  the  sister  who 
keeps  a  girl,  and  who  therefore 
escapes  from  the  hardest  or  rather 
the  healthiest  part  of  the  house- 
work. Would  I  then  recommend 
that  every  woman  should  do  her 
own  work  and  washing?  Not  by 
any  means,  if  she  can  afford  to 
have  it  done  for  her.  More 
especially  would  I  object  to  her 
doing  it  all  if  she  has  a  family  of 
children,  and  perhaps  is  having 
more  all  the  time.  Why?  Be- 
cause there  is  too  much  work  in 
such  a  house  for  any  one  woman, 
and  if  she  attempts  to  do  it,  she 
will  have  no  time  whatever,  if  she 
has  means,    to   spend    in     mental 
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recreation  or  in  the  development 
of  herself  intellectually  or  physi- 
cally. If  she  must  do  it  all,  then 
let  her  do  her  work  in  the  sim- 
plest possible  manner,  and  save 
all  the  time  and  strength  she  can 
for  self- improvement.  About  the 
woman  who  is  fortunate  enough 
to  have  help  in  the  house.  Of 
course  I  would  advise  her  to  insist 
upon  a  half  an  hour  spent  every 
day  in  mental  improvement;  but 
just  now  I  want  to  speak  also  of  the 
need  she  has  of  physical  develop- 
ment. 

She    does  not    wash    nor  scrub, 
and  loses  thereby  a  very   valuable 
mode  of  keeping   her  muscles    in 
reasonable    order.       Of      all    the 
housework,  ironing  is  the  hardest 
and  least  healthful,  for  it  keeps   a 
woman  on  her   feet    in   one    posi- 
tion, and  is   a   very   heavy   strain 
upon  the   body.     Our    sister  who 
keeps  a  girl  contents  herself   with 
making    her    own    bed,    excellent 
exercise  by  the  way,  and   perhaps 
does  all  her   own   sewing   on    the 
sewing  machine;    very   bad    exer- 
cise that  is,  too.     She  walks  down 
to  market  once  a  day,  or  if  living 
in  the  country  rarely  goes   out   of 
the  house.     She   scolds   the   chil- 
dren, sits  most  of  the  day   sewing 
or  tending   the  baby,    and    there- 
fore is  in  a  fair   way   to   get    old, 
stiff,    wrinkled,    full  of  headache, 
constipation,   colds,    and    is    gen- 
erally a  misery  to   herself   and    to 
those   around   her.     Suppose    she 
has  no  children,  and   spends    her 
I  time,  or  a  great   share    of    it,    in 
\  public    enterprises.       Of      course 
'  she  walks   much,    and   while    the 


outdoor  exercise  is  better  than 
indoor  exercise,  yet  walking  does 
not  bring  into  active  use  the  set 
of  muscles  which  she  has  especial 
need  of,  and  that  is  her  trunk  and 
abdominal  muscles.  Walking  i$ 
not  the  best  exercise  in  the? 
world,  for  it  does  not  call  into 
use  the  muscles  of  the  chest, 
trunk,  arms,  or  indeed  of  any 
muscles  but  those  of  the  legs.  If 
it  is  done  in  a  rapid  manner  it  is 
far  better,  for  then  the  lungs  are 
called  into  action  through  the 
increased  action  of  the  heart,  and 
so  much  is  gained  for  the  walker. 
But  if  women  would  dig  in  the 
garden,  or  chop  wood,  or  take  a 
set  of  proper  exercises  m  the 
outer  air,  ten  minutes  of  such 
exercise  would  develop  and  main- 
tain their  healthful  poise  better 
than  a  mile  of  walking. 


OUR  AILMENTS. 

NERVOUSNESS- 
This  is  rather  a  vague  heading, 
that  of  nervousness,  and  there  are 
so  many  special  diseases  and 
such  a  variety  of  disorders  which 
have  their  seat  in  lack  of  nervous 
strength  that  it  seems  a  little 
strange  to  speak  of  them  all  in 
one  paper.  But  here  I  wish  only 
to  give  a  few  general  explanations 
and  afterwards  we  may  consider 
special  disorders  and  diseased 
conditions  of  the  nervous  system. 
To  begin  with,  then,  the  nerves 
require  food  or  nourishment;  they 
demand  rest,  and  they  become 
diseased  in  much  the  same  way 
that  muscles  or   the   blood    does. 
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There  are  various  elements  in  the 
foods  we  eat  which  suppl)'  nour- 
ishment to  the  nerves,  and  with- 
out entering  into  a  scientific 
discussion  of  the  amounts  con- 
tained in  these  foods,  we  will 
generalize  by  naming  some  of 
those  things  which  are  full  of 
nerve  food.  The  first  and  most 
important  is  the  wheat;  not  fine 
flour,  but  the  whole  wheat,  bran 
and  all.  The  very  best  of  the 
wheat  lies  next  to  the  silica,  or 
outward  crust  of  the  kernal  of 
wheat.  So  we  who  would  build 
up  and  sustain  the  nerves,  must 
use  as  our  chief  article  of  diet  the 
whole  wheat  for  bread,  that  is 
what  is  called  graham  or  brown 
flour.  Some  time  I  will  give  the 
recipe  of  a  friend  of  mine  for  the 
making  of  brown  bread;  in  short 
we  can  give  several  recipes  and 
you  can  try  them  all.  Now,  next 
in  order  are  the  vegetables  for 
the  supply  of  the  nerve  feeders, 
and  least  nutritious  of  the  vegeta- 
bles for  the  nerves  are  the  ubi- 
quitous potatoes.  Potatoes  are 
rich  in  other  elements,  but  little 
food  is  there  for  our  especial  pur- 
pose. Onions,  parsnips,  turnips, 
cabbages,  squash,  beets,  and 
indeed  all  the  vegetables  are 
good  for  us  to  use.  Great  care 
should  be  used  in  cooking  vegeta- 
bles to  preserve  the  original 
salts,  which  by  the  careless  cooks 
are  thrown  out  in  frequent 
changes  of  water,  or  lost  in  the 
quantities  of  water  in  which  the 
vegetables  are  soaked  or  cooked. 
We  will  speak  in  another  column 
and  at  another  time  of   the   mode 


of  cooking  vegetables.     Meat  con- 
tains a  little   bit   of    nourishment 
for  the  nerves,  and   other  grains, 
especially    oatmeal,    are    rich     in 
these    elements.     But  oatmeal    is 
not  suitable  for  constant  use,  and 
it    should    not    be    relied    on    for 
brain  nourishment.     It   is    other- 
wise too  clogging  to   the   system. 
Milk  also  contains  some   nourish- 
ment, but  should  be   partaken   of 
sparingly,  for  it  is  too  rich  a  diet 
for    regular    use.     Now,    if    there 
are    some    foods    that     give    our 
nerves    food,     there     are      others 
which  for    various   reasons    serve 
to  rob  us  of  whatever  nourishment 
we  might  otherwise  get  from  these 
foods.     Sugar  cane  or    beet  sugar 
is  a    thing    that    never    ought    to 
appear  on  our  tables  in   the   well- 
known    sugar    bowl.     If    it    must 
enter    into    the    compounding  of 
some  dishes,  keep  it    away    from 
table  use,  and  save  thereby  many 
and  heavy  doctor   bills.     The   old 
notion  that  sugar  is  nourishing   is 
about   as    foolish    as    that    burnt 
crusts  will  make  your   hair    curl. 
Honey,  or  better,  maple  molasses, 
should  constitute  all  our  sweeten- 
ing   materials,     and    even    these 
ought  not  to    be    partaken    of    in 
excess.     Sugar  is  rank  poison     to 
weak    or    diseased     nerves,     and 
the  person   who   has    suffered    for 
years    from       nervous      disorders 
often  finds  a  marvelous  help  from 
the  discontinuance  of  its    use.      I 
speak  from  experience,    dear    sis- 
ters, and  you  can  depend  on  it,  if 
you    need    strength    and   tone    to 
your  nervous  system,  as  food  use 
bread  and  vegetables. 
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INTERESTS  OUTSIDE  THE  HOME. 

SOCIAL. 
The  31st  of  January  was  the 
anniversary  of  the  birth  of  dear 
Aunt  Zina  Young,  and  there 
gathered  at  her  daughter's  house 
such  a  goodly  company  of 
brethren  and  sisters  as  can  only 
be  found  in  the  confines  of  Zion. 
Why  do  I  speak  thus?  Because 
nowhere  on  this  earth  can  there 
be  found  so  many  men  and 
women,  pure  and  virtuous  in  their 
lives,  noble  and  superior  in 
their  minds  and  desires,  and 
without  one  trace  of  the  veneer 
and  artificiality  of  social  life  else- 
where so  marked.  There  was 
singing  and  reciting,  there  was 
eating  and  drinking,  there  was 
jest  and  laughter,  with  happy 
faces  and  joyful  voices.  But, 
most  of  all,  there  was  a  sweet 
influence  of  peace,  union,  and 
love  which  the  gospel  brings  to 
those  who  live  for  it.  In  what,  I 
asked  myself,  did  this  party  differ 
from  others  which  I  sometimes 
attend?  In  the  freedom  of 
speech,  the  lack  of  convention- 
alitty,  the  mingling  without  re- 
stramt  of  every  one  with  his  neigh- 
bor. In  the  wise  or  witty  things 
said,  in  the  discussion  which  was 
indulged,  all  in  good  nature  and 
love,  in  the  beautiful  recitations 
or  the  singing?  No,  not  in  any 
one  thing;  it  was  more  than  all  in 
the  family  spirit,  the  feeling  and 
spirit  of  childlike  unity  and 
friendship  which  pervaded  the 
whole.  To  be  sure,  the  very 
spirit  of  the  recipient  of  the 
evening's  honors  is   that    of    love 


and  peace;  but  with  all  the 
sounds  and  sights  I  seemed  to 
see  two  texts  from  the  scriptures 
engraved  upon  every  countenance 
and  enshrined  in  every  heart, 
"Unless  ye  are  one,  ye  are  not 
mine,  "  and  "Ye  must  be  as  little 
children"  or  the  kingdom  is  not 
for  you.  Can  you  and  I  not  have 
such  parties?  Yes,  my  beloved, 
only  let  \is  invite  those  who  have 
that  same  love  of  the  gospel,  that 
interest  and  joy  in  heavenly 
things  which  actuated  those  who 
were  there  that  night,  and  if  our 
company  consists  of  our  washer 
woman  and  our  milkman,  we  shall 
have  the  same  delightful  influences 
pervading  our  social  occasions. 
Oh  that  our  people  could  recog- 
nize the  glory  and  power  of 
serving  God  in  our  social  as  well 
as  in  our  religious  lives! 


The  Chicago  Board  of  Educa- 
tion has  adopted  a  resolution  giv- 
ing preference  in  the  employment 
of  teachers  to  unmarried  women 
and  widows  in  the  primary  and 
grammar  grades,  and  providing 
that  no  woman  with  a  child  under 
two  years  of  age  shall  be  em- 
ployed as  a  teacher.  This  solu- 
tion of  a  much-discussed  problem 
may  help  the  school  boards  of 
Milwaukee  and  other  cities  where 
married  women  have  been  ex- 
cluded from  the  teaching  force. 

President  Eliot,  of  Harvard, 
says  that  women  may  be  admitted 
to  that  venerable  institution  pro- 
vided that,  in  addition  to  the 
annex,  they  give  $250,000  to  its 
treasury.       An     educational      ex- 
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change  considers  this  offer  a  con- 
fession that  if  it  is  proper  to 
admit  women  after  payment  of 
money,  it  is  proper  to  do  so 
before.  It  also  declares  that  the 
money  is  not  needed  for  new 
teachers  or  new  buildings,  the 
present  force  and  accommodations 
being  quite  suflScient.  It  con- 
cludes by  accusing  President 
Eliot  of  attempting  a  shrewd 
stroke  of  business,  and  advises 
the  women  of  the  land  to  decline 
his  offer  with  thanks. 


The  Professional  Woman's 
League,  recently  formed,  gives 
promise  of  becoming  a  strong  and 
important    organization.     It    cer- 


tainly has  a  praiseworthy  reason 
for  existing,    since   its   object   is: 

"1.  To  bring  together  women 
engaged  in  dramatic,  operatic  and 
literary  pursuits,  with  the  view  of 
rendering  them  helpful  to  each 
other. 

"II.  To  administer  to  the 
financial  needs  of  members  by 
loaning  them  small  sums  at  small 
interest. 

"III.  To  arrange  and  conduct 
a  department  to  provide  members 
with  such  outfit  as  is  necessary 
for  the  obtaining  of  employ- 
ment." 

Many  important  members  of  the 
theatrical  and  writing  professions 
have  already  joined.  Mrs.  A.  M. 
Palmer  is  president. 


EDITOR'S  DEPARTMENT. 


SINCERITY  VERSUS  TRUTH. 
Years  ago  it  was  very  fashion- 
able among  some  of  the  zealous 
preachers  of  this  Church  to  pro- 
nounce all  sorts  of  anethemas 
against  the  outside  world.  The 
expressions,  "  Darkness  covers 
the  earth  and  gross  darkness  the 
minds  of  the  people,"  and  "He 
who  believeth  not  shall  be 
damned,"  were  the  phrases  most 
frequently  heard  upon  the  lips 
of  such  people.  To  pride  them- 
selves— and  who  says  that  is  not 
the  old  Pharisaical  spirit — upon 
their  own  righteousness,  and  to 
despise  the  people  who  could  not 
see  the  light,  seemed  to  be  the 
only  thought  and  talk  of  some  of 
our  zealous  brethren    and    sisters. 


This  savored  of  the  old  Puritani- 
cal cut  and  slash  mode  of  religion, 
and  was  its  reflex  in  so  far  as  it 
was  not  in  accordance  with  the 
spirit  of  the  gospel,  of  the  spirit 
and  genius  of  thos6  past  times. 
To-day,  another  and  I  might  say, 
the  exact  counterpart  of  that 
spirit  seems  to  have  taken  pos- 
session of  a  number  of  our  people. 
I  hear  constantly,  especially  if 
the  name  of  some  pleasant 
spoken  Gentile  is  mentioned,  the 
expression,  "Oh  well,  he  is  just 
as  honest  as  we  are  in  his  belief, 
and  just  as  good  as  I  am  any 
day."  The  whole  tendency  of 
modern  thought  or  impulse,  is  to 
excuse  any  and  every  sort  of 
action    and    belief,    if  it    is    only 
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performed  in  sincerity.  Now, 
this  is  a  spirit  that  is  find- 
ing great  foothold  among  this 
people, especially  among  our  young 
people.  Let  us  examine  this 
doctrine  a  moment.  That  it  has 
grown  out  and  is  a  perversion  of 
the  light  of  sweet  and  universal 
charity  and  love  taught  in  the 
gospel  of  Jesus  Christ  revealed 
to  Joseph  Smith  anew,  is  not 
just  now  my  intention  to  discuss. 
It  is  here,  and  let  us  see  if  it  is 
a  true  and  a  safe  doctrine.  In  the 
first  place  let  me  ask  you  if  you 
think  that  the  Episcopalian, 
the  Presbyterian,  the  Catholic 
and  the  infidel  are  right,  if  only 
they  be  honest?  Do  you  carry  it 
still  farther  and  aver  that  the  Chi- 
naman, the  Bhuddist,  the  Moham- 
medan, the  heathen,  the  cannibal 
are  all  justified  in  the  sight  of 
God,  if  they  be  only  honest  and 
sincere  in  their  belief?  What  is 
the  verdict  of  all  law  under  the 
sun?  That  ignorance  of  the  law 
is  no  excuse  for  the  violation  of 
the  same.  If  there  is  a  law  in 
existence,  it  is  the  duty  of  all 
men  living  under  the  jurisdiction 
of  that  law  to  become  acquainted 
with  it,  and  obey  its  mandates. 
We  know  that  this  gospel  is  true, 
and  that  its  laws  are  eternal. 
Why  should  we  excuse  those  who 
do  not  wish  to  obey  its  precepts 
simply  on  the  ground  that  they 
are  sincere  in  their  wish  not  to 
believe  it?  Shall  the  murderer 
be  excused  because  he  was  earnest 
in  his  belief  that  the  dead  man 
deserved  death?  Shall  we  excuse 
the    thief    because    he    thinks    in 


some  vague  way  that  society  owes 
him  a  living,  and  that  any  man 
who  has  should  be  made  to 
impart  to  him  who  has  not,  if  not 
by  fair  means  then  by  foul?  Shall 
we  excuse  the  doings  of  anarchists 
because  they  are  sincere  in  their 
belief  that  all  society  should  be 
dissolved  and  chaos  prevail? 
What  wild  and  altogether  foolish 
doctrines  this  sort  of  reasoning 
would  lead  us  into.  The  fact  of 
the  matter  is  that  few  men  think 
they  are  doing  wrong.  This  doing 
of  right  and  wrong  is  in  great 
part  a  thing  of  education.  Do 
you  suppose  the  ancient  Spartans 
supi)osed  themselves  in  the  wrong 
when  they  taught  their  young 
boys  to  be  adepts  in  the  matter  of 
stealing?  Does  a  gypsy  think 
himself  in  the  wrong  when  he 
steals  everything  which  he  can 
make  use  of?  Yet,  both  of  these 
races  have  a  very  strict  code  of 
morals  in  other  things,  and  in 
some  points  their  honor  is  as 
great  as  our  own.  Can  you  per- 
suade a  Hawaiian  that  there  is 
anything  vitally  wrong  in  the 
breaking  of  the  laws  of  virtue  and 
chastity?  The  only  wrong  he 
sees  in  this  is  the  sinning  against 
the  teachings  of  very  recent  years 
by  our  own  Elders.  It  is  a 
Hawaiian's  nature,  so  he  says  him- 
self, and  the  European,  no, 
rather,  the  Mormon,  he  thinks 
and  says  frankly,  has  a  different 
nature.  There  is  a  vital  princi- 
ple in  the  "salvation  by  grace" 
taught  by  the  sectarians.  God 
has  not  given  to  all  men  alike  to 
see  and    comprehend    the    nature 
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of  crime  and  sin.  But  there 
should  be  no  excuse  in  this  that 
should  absolve  the  intelligent 
man  from  seeking  and  obtaining 
the  truth,  no  matter  how  distaste- 
ful that  truth  may  appear  to  his 
preconceived  notions.  And  I  can 
conceive  of  no  more  dangerous 
doctrine  for  our  young  people  to 
imbibe  than  to  assume  that  any- 
one who  is  sincere  and  honest  in 
his  or  her  belief  is  necessarily 
accepted  of  God.  The  times  are 
very  different  now  to  what  they 
were  in  the  rise  of  this  Church, 
and  the  old  Puritanical  spirit  is 
almost    if    not    quite     eliminated 


from  literary  and  social  life.  Its 
extreme  is  equally  dangerous,  and 
the  wise  man,  the  wise  woman, 
will  seek  for  light  and  truth  and 
live  by  its  rays.  There  is  a 
great  deal  for  our  dear  daughters 
to  learn,  and  we  who  are  mothers 
are  very  anxious  that  they  shall 
have  every  opportunity  to  get  the 
best  and  purest  of  inspiration. 
Therefore,  my  dear  girl  friends, 
do  not  say  or  think  that  a  refusal 
to  accept  this  gospel  is  excuse- 
able  simply  because  the  person  so 
doing^is  sincere  in  his  wish  not 
to  believe  it 


STUDY  DEPARTMENT. 


HISTORICAL  STUDIES. 

THE  LAND  OF  ZION. 
There  should  be  in  every  asso- 
ciation which  takes  up  these 
studies,  laid  down  for  use  in  the 
Guide,  a  map  of  the  United 
States.  With  this  you  should 
help  your  young  students  to 
trace  out  the  various  places  men- 
tioned in  each  lesson.  If  you 
have  followed  this  plan  from  the 
first  it  will  be  an  interesting 
point  to  call  the  attention  of  the 
girls,  after  they  have  found  and 
located  Jackson  County,  to  the 
fact  that  this  particular  point  has 
been  decided  by  the  scientists  of 
this  country  to  be  as  nearly  as 
possible  the  exact  center  of  the 
northern  continent.  Then  with 
the  aid  of  history  and  geography 
point  out  to  them    the   conforma- 


tion of  the  country  at  this  point, 
and  have  them  tell  you  about  the 
climate  and  its  advantages  and 
disadvantages.  Show  them  how 
the  Lord  can  turn  the  healthful 
into  the  unhealthful,  and  vice 
versa,  as  He  desires,  and  as  was 
done  in  Jackson  County.  We 
all  know  what  a  sickly  climate 
that  place  had  until  the  Saints 
settled  it  and  the  blessing  of  the 
Lord  was  poured  out  upon  it. 
Draw  their  attention  to  the  same 
fact,  which  is  so  much  the  case 
in  our  own  Utah.  And  thus 
teach  them  to  understand  the 
power  and  plans  of  God.  A 
little  point  to  be  made  in  this 
lesson  is  the  danger  of  any  of  us 
seeking  for  a  sign,  simply  as  a 
means  of  gratifying  curiosit}'.  He 
who  is   converted  by  a    sign   will 
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need  signs  repeated  daily  in  order 
to  retain  his  faith-  There  are  many 
vital  and  beautiful  points  in  this 
lesson:  that  of  faith,  of  the  terri- 
ble power  of  the  devil  in  the 
stirring  up  of  hatred  and  mob 
violence,  and  of  the  fact  that 
even  poisons  can  be  overcome 
by  the  power  and  administration 
of  the  priesthood.  The  great 
lesson  to  be  learned  by  us  from 
the  life  and  character  of  Brigham 
Young,  who  is  thus  first  brought 
before  the  notice  of  the  student, 
is  that  he  was  as  brave  as  a  lion, 
but  as  obedient  to  the  wishes  and 
counsel  of  his  leader  as  it  is 
possible  for  mortal  man  to  be. 
That  is  the  principal  reason  why 
he  became  so  great  and  wise. 
The  incident  of  the  prophecy  of 
the  Civil  War  should  be  dwelt 
upon,  and  if  you  will  ask  some 
of  the  girls  to  hunt  up  the  dates 
and  a  few  of  the  facts  connected 
with  that  >var  they  will  see  what 
a  peculiar  revelation  this  was. 
Do  not  be  afraid  of  a  little  study 
yourself  before  you  come  to  your 
class  or  association,  and  prepare 
yourself  as  thoroughly  as  you  can 
for  your  lesson.  Be  interested 
yourself,  and  thus  you  can 
interest  others. 


CHURCH  ORGANIZATION. 

LESSON  5  IN  THE  GUIDE. 

There  is  very  much  that  can 
be  made  interesting  in  this  lesson. 
The  aim  should  be  to  get  every 
one  of  the  girls  at  work  by  giving 
them  some  grade  of  ofl&ce  of  the 
Priesthood  to   hunt   up,    when    it 


was  revealed,  to  quote  the  chapter 
and  verse  in  the  Doctrine  and 
Covenants,  and  thnn  to  tell  what 
that  particular  office  involves  in 
the  way  of  duties  and  obligation. 
For  instance,  let  one  of  your 
girls,  one  of  the  small  ones,  for 
it  is  an  easy  question,  tell  what 
is  the  presiding  officer  of  the 
Church,  and  when  there  was  one 
first  appointed  in  the  Church. 
The  duties  pertaining  to  his  office 
may  also  be  named  and  described, 
and  then  the  next  girl  can  take 
up  the  office  of  his  counselors,  the 
number  of  them,  their  duties, 
and  when  the  first  ones  were 
appointed,  and  so  on;  or  you  can 
begin  with  the  Deacon  and  go  up 
to  the  President  if  you  prefer  to 
do  that  way.  If  I  were  to  do  as 
I  wished,  I  should  take  the 
Aaron  ic  Priesthood,  and  after 
explaining  it  myself,  I  should 
ask  one  girl  to  bring  me  the 
history  of  the  first  Deacon  and 
the  revelation  concerning  that 
office  from  the  Doctrine  and 
Covenants.  This  is  the  way 
Joseph  Smith  received  the  revela- 
tions. First  the  Aaronic  Priest- 
hood was  given,  and  not  for  some 
time  after  this  was  the  Melchise- 
dek  Priesthood  revealed,  and  it 
was  even  some  time  alter  that 
before  the  Church  was  regularly 
organized.  It  is  well  for  the 
girls  to  hunt  these  things  up 
themselves,  which  they  can  easily 
do  if  they  have  the  Doctrine  and 
Covenants,  or  the  history  of  the 
Prophet  Joseph.  Then  if  your 
class  or  association  be  large  and 
you  wish  to  do  heavier  work,    set 
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them  to  hunting  up  the  dates  of 
the  organization  of  the  Stake 
and  of  the  various  first  quorums, 
and  then,  or  at  any  rate,  let  them 
carefully  ascertain  when  and  where 
the  first  woman's  organization  in 
this  Church,  or  in  the  world,  for 
that  matter,  was  perfected,  and 
give  as  many  details  of  that  event 
as  you  can  obtain.  Next  search 
out  the  organization  of  the  Sun- 
day school,  then  that  of  our  own 
Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.,  and  then  the  Y. 
M.  M.  I.  A.,  and  last  the  Primary 
Association.  Give  as  many  dates 
and  facts  connected  with  these 
events  as  you  can,  and  you  will 
find  at  the  close  of  your  lesson 
that  you  are  in  possession  of  a 
store  of  facts  which  will  be  of 
infinite  service  to  you  in  many 
ways.  Let  some  of  the  older 
ones  find  out  who  are  the  general 
authorities  of  the  Church,  and 
who    are     the     local    authorities. 


Then  let  them  tell  you  how  and 
where  the  local  authorities  are 
like  the  general  ones,  and  how 
this  wheel  within  a  wheel  adds 
power  and  strength.  Also  the 
subject  of  your  own  organization 
should  be  brought  plainly  within 
the  scope  and  understanding  of 
each  one,  and  the  various  officers 
and  their  duties  should  be  fully 
]  and  plainly  described.  If  you 
wish,  a  few  general  instructions 
as  to  parliamentary  rules  may  be 
given,  together  with  some  inter- 
esting facts  as  to  the  organization 
and  management  of  clubs,  and 
the  various  civil  organizations. 
Do  not  stint  your  own  time  and 
study  on  these  points,  and  if  one 
or  two  evenings  is  not  enough 
to  spend  in  this  way  take  more. 
Remember  it  is  not  how  much  or 
how  many  pages  of  the  Guide 
you  read,  or  study  or  use;  it  is 
how  many  you  clearly  understand. 


OUR  GIRLS.^ 


Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.  CONFERENCE. 
The  quarterly  conference  of  the 
Y.  L.  M.  L  A.  was  held  at  Mancos, 
Colo.,  November  20th,  1892, 
President  M.  M.  Halls  presiding. 
Singing,  "The  glorious  day  is 
rolling  on."  Prayer  by  President 
F.  A.  Hammond.  Singing, 
"Great  God  attend."  Minutes 
of  previous  conference  read  and 
approved,  after  which  President 
Halls  expressed    her   pleasure    at 


seeing  so  many  present.  Desired 
to  perform  the  duties  pertaining 
to  her  office  in  an  acceptable 
manner.  She  then  gave  a  report 
of  the  several  associations  in  the 
Stake.  Said  as  the  program 
was  short  she  would  call  on  some 
of  the  young  ladies  to  speak. 
Counselor  Anna  Halls  said  she 
was  pleased  to  see  so  many  of 
the  brethren  present.  Thought 
the    success     of      the      meetings 


*  AH  communications  from  the  members  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  Associations  to  this  department 
should  be  addressed  to  Mrs.  Elmina  S.  Taylor,  158  W.  Third  South  St,  Salt  Lake  City.  The 
address  of  the  Secretary  of  the  Central  board  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.  is  Annie  M.  Cannon,  Folsom 
Avenue,  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 
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depended  a  great  deal  on  the 
nature  of  the  programs.  Said 
the  girls  should  store  their  minds 
with  knowledge,  so  that  when 
called  on  to  speak  they  might  be 
able  to  speak  intelligently. 

Did  not  think  the  Lord  would 
assist  us  when  we  failed  to  do 
our  part.  Sister  Evelyn  Adams 
felt  it  quite  a  task  to  arise  and 
speak,  but  thought  all  should  be 
united  in  making  the  meetings 
interesting.  Bore  her  testimony 
to  the  truth  of  the  gospel.  Misses 
Ada  Slade  and  Agnes  Burnham 
then  sang,  after  which  Sister 
Abbie  Young  said  she  had  enjoyed 
herself  very  much.  Felt  thankful 
for  having  been  born  in  a  gospel 
dispensation,  and  of  faithful 
parents,  who  had  taught  her  the 
principles  of  the  gospel.  Knew 
that  the  Lord  was  no  respecter  of 
persons  in  hearing  and  answering 
prayer.  Related  a  circumstance 
of  her  little  son  being  healed  in 
answer  to  prayer.  Spoke  of  the 
necessity  of  having  a  testimony 
of  the  truth.  Hoped  all  would 
feel  repaid  for  attending  con- 
ference. 

Sister  Mary  Jones  felt  her  weak- 
ness in  rising,  but  thought  we 
should  not  shirk  our  duties. 
Should  improve  our  minds  as 
there  is  a  great  work  for  us  to 
do.  Hoped  we  would  put  in 
practice  the  instructions  given. 
Sister  Josephine  Mathews  then 
recited  "The  Little  Hero."  Sis- 
ter Jane  S.  Richards,  Counselor 
to  President  Zina  D.  Young,  then 
addressed  the  meeting.  Said  she 
was  a  comparative  stranger  in  our 


midst,  but  was  much  pleased  to 
meet  with  us.  Thought  the  Y. 
L.  M.  I.  A.  one  of  the  best 
organizations  in  the  Church.  Was 
pleased  with  the  testimonies  of 
the  young  ladies.  Liked  to  hear 
them  speak.  Said  all  were  en- 
titled to  the  Holy  Ghost.  Remem- 
ber your  prayers.  All  blessings 
come  from  the  Lord.  This  is  a 
preparatory  mission.  Take  time 
to  read  good  books.  Spoke  on 
the  duties  of  parents  to  children. 
Said  children  should  be  taught 
correct  principles.  Prayed  God 
to  bless  all. 

Apostle  Franklin  D.  Richards 
then  said  he- was  delighted  to  see 
the  interest  manifested  by  the 
young  ladies.  Advised  them  to 
respond  to  every  call.  Said  the 
time  would  come  when  it  would 
be  siad,  "Such  a  one  was  born  in 
Zion,"  and  it  would  be  considered 
a  great  honor.  Said  if  we  were 
anxious  to  know  anything,  and 
would  pray  for  the  speaker,  we- 
will  receive  what  we  wish.  Said 
our  numbers  would  be   increased. 

President  F.  A.  Hammond 
rejoiced  in  the  remarks  made  and 
in  all  the  organizations  in  the 
Church.  Said  we  should  form 
resolutions  to  read  one  chapter 
a  day  from  some  good  book. 
Advised  the  Bishops  to  visit 
these  organizations.  The  general 
and  local  officers  were  sustained. 
Conference  adjourned  for  three 
months,  to  meet  at  Bluff,  Utah. 
Singing,  "Lord  dismiss  us." 
Benediction  by  President  F.  A. 
Hammond. 

Louie  M.    White,  Sec. 
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WOMAN  INTELLECTUALLY. 

It  is  argued  by  some  that  it  is 
not  necessary  for  woman  to  be 
educated  as  man,  *  and  that  she 
should  not  be  considered  as  his 
equal;  but  surely  those  who  pass 
such  remarks  do  not  realize  the 
work  depending  upon  her.  I 
agree  with  the  statement  made  by 
one  author,  "That  woman  is  the 
other  half  of  man,  mentally, 
morally,  and  physically;  without 
her  he  would  be  as  a  tree  stripped 
oi  its  leaves,  without  ornament  or 
the  breath  of  life." 

It  is  woman  upon  whom  de- 
pends the  proper  teaching  of  her 
children,  as  they  are  the  ones  who 
will  be  leaders  in  future  genera- 
tions. The  mother  has  the  care 
of  her  children  from  their  infancy, 
and  if  she  teaches  them  the  things 
necessary  to  constitute  a  good  man 
or  woman  those  teachings  will  be 
stamped  upon  their  memories  so 
strongly  that  they  will  remain  with 
them  throughout  life.  One 
famous  statesman  said  that  had  it 
not  been  for  the  memory  of  the 
time  when  his  departed  mother 
used  to  cause  him  to  kneel  and 
say  his  prayers  that  he  would  have 
been  an  atheist.  It  has  been  said, 
and  that  very  truly,  that  woman 
is  the  index  to  the  family  book; 
from  her  you  can  judge  of  the 
chapters  and  illustrations.  Many 
of  the  greatest  statesmen  attribute 
all  of  their  success  to  the  training 
they  received  from  their  mother. 
Abraham  Lincoln,  one  of  the  most 
noble  men  of  his  time,  said:  "All 
I^have  I  owe  to  my  angel  mother. " 

It  is   necessary    that    a    woman 


should  receive  an  education  and 
possess  a  moral  character ;  because 
a  tree  always  bears  fruit  after  its 
own  kind,  and  if  it  is  cultivated 
properly  the  fruit  it  bears  will  be 
of  the  best  variety;  and  if  a 
woman  receives  proper  training, 
her  seed  after  her  will  partake  of 
the  same,  and  will  imitate  her 
every  action.  It  is  found  in  nearly 
all  cases  where  the  mother  is  of 
a  religious  nature  the  children  are 
likewise,  and  believe  in  the  same 
faith  that  she  does,  while  on  the 
other  hand  if  she  is  careless  and 
negligent  of  her  religion  her  chil- 
dren will  follow  in  her  footsteps, 
and  perhaps  go  astray  through 
not  being  taught  those  things 
which  are  pleasing  in  the  sight  of 
God.  It  is  not  only  the  children 
who  follow  in  the  ways  of  their 
mother,  but  the  women  also  have 
an  influence  either  for  good  or 
bad  over  their  husbands.  If  a 
man  has  a  wife  who  is  low  and 
degraded  in  morals  he  will  be- 
come worse  than  she,  for  she  has 
an  influence  over  him  which  no 
one  else  possesses.  It  is  she  who 
equips  him  for  the  voyage  of  life; 
so  it  is  necessary  that  she  should 
possess  an  elevated  mind,  so  that 
she  will  be  able  to  make  his 
journey  over  the  rough  sea  as 
pleasant  as  possible,  and  when  he 
is  led  into  the  many  temptations 
which  beset  his  path,  she  should 
be  able  to  lend  a  helping  hand 
and  to  set  him  a  worthy  example 
in  the  bringing  up  of  their  chil- 
dren, so  that  they  will  live  lives 
of  purity.  The  following  is  a 
beautiful  figure,  showing  the  corn- 
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fort  a  woman  should  be  to  her 
husband  in  case  of  darkness  and 
adversity:  "As  the  vine  which  has 
long  twined  its  graceful  foliage 
about  the  oak,  and  been  lifted  by 
it  in  sunshine,  will  when  the 
hardy  plant  is  rived  by  the  thun- 
derbolt, cling  round  it  with  its 
caressing  tendrils  and  bind  up  its 
shattered  boughs,  so  it  is  beauti- 
fully ordained  that  woman,  who  is 
the  mere  dependent  and  orna- 
ment of  man  in  his  happiest 
hours,  should  be  his  stay  and 
solace  when  smitten  by  calamity." 
We  find  in  sacred  and  also 
profane  history  that  women  have 
accomplished  much,  and  many 
times  had  it  not  been  for  the 
assistance  they  gave  the  men,  the 
latter  would  have  failed  in  their 
projects.  It  was  through  the 
influence  of  a  woman  that  this 
continent  was  discovered,  for  had 
it  not  been  for  the  power  of 
Queen  Isabella  over  her  husband 
Ferdinand,  Columbus  would  not 
have  received  the  necessary  ships 
equipped  for  his  voyage.  When 
Peter  and  the  other  disciples  had 
forsaken  the  Savior  a  woman  stood 
by  Him,  and  followed  Him  in  all 
His  afflictions.  She  was  the  last 
at  His  tomb,  and  it  was  she  who 
embalmed  His  body,  and  was  the 
first  to  discover  that  He  had  risen 
from  the  dead.  We  as  young 
ladies  have  an  opportunity  of 
receiving  an  education  in  these 
our  meetings,  and  it  devolves 
upon  us  all  to  use  the  time  which 
is  given  us  in  the  most  profitable 
way.  We  can  do  much  good  in 
teaching  to. others  that  which  we 


gain  here,  and  we  should  consider 
it  a  duty  that  we  owe  to  each 
other,  and  more  especially  to  God, 
for  the  privilege  He  has  blessed 
us  with. 

Maria  Morris. 


WHY  SHOULD  WE  READ? 

There  was  a  time  when  the 
influence  of  the  great  and  good 
was  chiefly  over  the  minds  of 
individuals;  but  by  the  invention 
of  printing  a  new  element  was 
added  to  the  power  of  nations,  as 
it  not  only  brought  the  influence 
of  the  great  and  good  over  the 
minds  of  individuals,  but  also 
over  the  nation.  Since  this  inven- 
tion it  has  been  the  mind  and  not 
the  sword  that  has  ruled  the 
world. 

As  minds  rule  the  world,  we 
should  read  to  inform  ourselves 
as  to  our  duty  toward  God  and 
man,  and  how  best  to  perform  it; 
to  learn  from  whence  we  came, 
whither  we  are  going,  and  the 
object  of  our  existence;  for  as  the 
poet  says,  "The  greatest  study  of 
mankind  is  man." 

As  history  is  a  record  of  what 
mankind  has  done,  by  reading  it 
we  may  learn  of  man,  who  our 
forefathers  were,  manners  and 
customs  of  the  different  nations, 
deeds  and  errors  of  the  nation's 
great  men,  and  the  part  each 
nation  has  taken  in  the  progress 
of  the  world.  Every  one  should 
have  a  knowledge  of  history, 
especially  those  who  hold  posi- 
tions in  which  the  welfare  of  the 
people  is  at  stake;    for   by   know- 
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mg  the  cause  and  effect  of  errors 
made  by  men  of  the  past,  they 
may  correct  and  prevent  them 
from  occurring  again. 

We  should  also  have  a  general 
knowledge  of  science,  as  it  gives 
us  an  understanding  of  truths  or 
facts  which  have  been  stated,  and 
it  also  enables  us  to  investigate 
and  search  out  these  truths  or 
facts  for  ourselves. 

Under  science  we  have  several 
studies,  such  as  physiology,  philo- 
sophy and  astronomy,  which  are 
the  most  common  and  useful. 

A  knowledge  of  physiology  is 
essential  to  the  preservation  of 
our  health,  as  it  teaches  us  the 
structure  of  our  body  and  its 
organs  and  the  duty  each  organ 
has  to  perform;  it  also  shows  us 
how  terribly  nature  punishes  any 
violation  of  her  laws,  and  teaches 
us  how  we  may  prevent  these 
violations. 

In  philosophy  we  have  a  broad 
field  for  searching  and  investigat- 
ing truths  or  facts  that  have  been 
stated.  If  the  mechanic  did  not 
read  and  learn  about  the  princi- 
ples of  machines  what  an  awkward 
spectacle  he  would  be.  Not  only 
is  a  knowledge  of  philosophy 
necessary  to  the  mechanic,  but  in 
our  every-day  life  we  see  truths 
or  facts  shown  which  we  should 
know  and  understand. 

In  astronomy,  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  studies  of  science,  we 
learn  of  the  heavenly  bodies,  of 
their  motions,  distance,  gravities, 
magnitudes,  light  and  heat.  A 
knowledge  of  this  study  enables 
us  to  better  understand  the  move- 


ments of  the  earth,  in  fact  some- 
thing of  the  workings  of  the  whole 
universe. 

We  should  read  to  gain  a 
general  knowledge  of  art,  not 
only  of  the  useful  arts  which  help 
us  in  all  the  ordinary  occupations 
of  life,  but  also  of  the  fine  arts, 
which  enables  us  to  appreciate 
nature,  her  architecture,  sculp- 
ture, painting,  poetry  and  song, 
and  thereby  enabling  us  to  be 
better  contented  with  our  lot,  for 
by  having  a  knowledge  of  these 
arts  we  may  live  in  a  new  world 
as  it  were. 

Music  or  song  has  a  wonderful 
influence  upon  us.  The  merry 
song  of  the  bird  how  it  does 
delight  and  cheer  us,  and  it  also 
teaches  us  to  make  others  happy 
by  being  happy  ourselves. 

Beautiful  music  or  song  always 
brings  inspiration  of  power  and 
of  patience,  of  courage  and  of 
hope.  Someone  has  said,  "Let 
me  make  the  songs  the  people 
sing,  and  I  will  form  the  character 
and  control  the  conduct  of  the 
nation,  whoever  makes  the  laws." 

Music  or  song  is  the  expression 
of  hope  and  victory,  and  it  im- 
parts a  new  life  to  all  that  is 
noblest  and  best  in  the  human 
soul.  The  Swiss  have  a  rude 
national  air  which  has  scarcely 
anything  like  a  tune.  It  is  sung 
with  a  continuous  note,  while 
both  drawing  in  and  throwing 
out  the  breath.  The  words  are 
as  rude  and  meaningless  as  the 
music;  but  to  the  Swiss,  when 
wandering  in  foreign  lands,  this 
wild  song  brings  back  the  beauti- 
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fill  scenery  and  happiness  of  his 
native  land.  And  Swiss  soldiers 
serving  in  foreign  armies  have 
been  forbidden  under  pain  of 
death  to  sing  that  song  in  camp 
or  on  the  march,  lest  the  feeling 
of  homesickness  should  overcome 
them,  and  they  should  desert  and 
start  for  home.  Such  is  the 
power  of  song  when  it  brings 
back  the  scenes  of  home  and 
youth. 

But  the  good  and  noble  songs 
are  even  mightier  and  deeper  in 
their  effect  upon  us.  As  some- 
one has  said,  "They  lighten  the 
burdens  of  the  weary,  give  cour- 
age to  the  hero,  faith  to  the 
martyr,  and  give  new  strength 
to  those  who  are  weak  in  the 
march  of  life."  They  take  hold 
on  the  strongest  elements  of 
character,  and  stir  the  heart  to 
its  utmost  depths. 

Painting,  another  of  the  fine 
arts,  also  has  its  influence  upon 
us.  It  is  one  of  the  noblest  of 
the  fine  arts,  as  it  enables  us  to 
live,  as  it  were,  with  the  higher 
and  nobler  things  of  nature,  and 
to  see  how  grand  and  beautiful 
are  the  things  of  nature  and  the 
workings  of  the  Creator;  for  if 
we  do  not  learn  something  about 
nature  and  her  workings,  we  will, 
as  the  poet  says. 

Tread  through  fields  of  speckled  flowers 

As  if  we  did  not  know 
Cor  Father  made  them  beautiful 

Because  he  loves  us  so. 

We  should  also  read  to  gain  a 
knowledge  of  literature.  By  this 
I  mean  the  class  of   writings   dis- 


tinguished for  their  thought  and 
style  of  expression,  as  poetry, 
essays,  histories  and  biographies. 
By  reading  such  writings  as  these, 
we  may  become  acquainted  with 
the  noblest  thoughts  of  the  wisest 
men  of  all  ages.  We  may 
become  familiar  with  the  fidelity 
of  Shakespeare  to  nature,  the  sub- 
limity and  grandeur  of  Milton, 
the  imagination  of  Scott,  the 
pathos  of  Dickens,  the  purity  of 
Longfellow,  and  the  inspiration 
of  the  Bible.  By  reading  such 
writings  we  also  acquire  a  better 
style  of  conversation  and  writ- 
ing; for  by  becoming  intimate 
with  their  works  we  naturally  fall 
into  the  way  of  using  their 
smooth  and  flowing  language. 
Not  only  should  we  read  litera- 
ture to  strengthen  our  thoughts 
and  improve  our  style  of  conver- 
sation and  writing,  but  we  should 
read  to  gain  a  general  knowledge 
of  it,  so  that  we  can  converse 
freely  upon  the  works  of  great 
writers. 

We  should  also  read  news- 
papers to  get  the  current  news  of 
the  day;  for  by  doing  so  we  are 
informed  as  to  the  workings  of 
of  our  government,  schools, 
churches  and  industrial  pursuits, 
and  are  thereby  enabled  to  act 
intelligently  in  the  performance 
of  our  every  duty  as  citizens. 
If  we  look  back  in  history  we 
shall  And  that  the  higher  state 
of  civilization  is  always  found 
among  the  people  that  are  given 
to  reading.  And  in  this  day  and 
age  of  the  world  we  rarely  enter 
a  home  without  seeing   literature, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


240 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL, 


of    all     kinds,     and     newspapers 
especially,  lying   upon    the   table. 

We  should  read  to  develop  the 
mental  powers,  such  as  the 
memory,  imagination,  fancy  and 
thinking  faculties.  We  may  de- 
velop the  memory  by  reading 
such  literature  as  will  be  so 
striking  and  impressive  that  we 
cannot  help  but  remember  it.  In 
history  we  have  a  broad  field  for 
developing  this  power. 

By  reading  poetry  and  fiction 
we  may  develop  the  imagination 
and  fancy.  The  thinking  facul- 
ties may  be  developed  by  reading 
speeches,  pleas,  orations  and 
sermons;  for  by  reading  these, 
it  will  cause  us  to  think,  reason 
and  judge  for  ourselves. 

Not  only  should  we  read  to 
develop  the  mental  powers,  but 
also  the  moral  powers.  By  read- 
ing we  may  choose  for  our  com- 
panions the  works  of  the  good, 
wise  and  noble  writers  of  past  and 
present.  And  these  are  com- 
panions that  will  not  desert  us  in 
poverty  and  in  trouble,  but  they 
will  remain  our  friends  forever 
and  will  also  aid  us  in  forming 
our  character. 

Benjamin  Franklin  said  that 
the  reading  of  Cotton  Mathers* 
"Essay  to  do  Good,"  moulded 
his  entire  life.  Just  so  the  read- 
ing of  literature  may  have  its 
influence  upon  us;  and  if  we 
choose  the  good,  true  and  beauti- 
ful, they  will  all  have  their  influ- 
ence in  moulding  our  character. 
But  on  the  other  hand,  if  we 
choose  the  unclean  or  bad  litera- 
ture, it  will,  as  it  were,  poison  the 


soul  and  bring  its  victims  to  the 
grave.  As  one  writer  has  said, 
"Such  literature  as  this  would 
make  impurity  seem  decent, 
crime,  horrible  and  all  vice  proper 
in  the  eyes  of  its  readers."  This 
literature  numbers  its  victims  by 
the  thousands,  and  it  has  caused 
hundreds  to  go  down,  down, 
down,  until  at  last  they  land  in 
the  penitentiary,  asylum,  dens  of 
shame  or  the  grave. 

Reading  not  only  serves  us  a 
positive  element  in  the  make  up 
of  our  character,  but  it  may  also 
serve  as  a  negative  influence, 
thereby  preventing  the  formation 
of  vicious  hab  ts  in  times  of 
leisure.  The  value  of  reading 
is  well  illustrated  by  these  lines 
of  Longfellow: 

Bead  from  the  grand  old  masters. 
Bead  from  the  bards  sublime, 
Whose  distant  footsteps  echo 
Through  the  corridors  of  time. 

Bead  from  some  humbler  poet, 
Whose  songs  gushed  from  the  heart 
As  showers  from  the  clouds  of  summer 
Or  tears  from  the  eyelids  start: — 

And  the  night  shf.ll  be  filled  with  music, 
And  the  cares  that  infest  the  day 
Shall  fold  their  tents,  like  the  Arab 
And  as  silently  steal  away  " 

Anna  Covington. 
Ogden,  Utah. 


Plans  for  the  World's  Fair 
passenger  station  at  Jackson  Park 
call  for  a  main  station  150x300 
feet,  with  an  annexed  train  shed 
100x672  feet.  Provision  is  made 
for  loading  and  unloading  thirty- 
six  trains  at  one  time  on  reserved 
tracts. 
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WORLD^S  FAIR  BUILDINGS. 


THE  FORESTRY  BUILDING. 
The  Forestry  Building  is  in 
appearance  the  most  unique  of  all 
the  Exposition  structures.  Its 
dimensions  are  200  by  500  feet. 
To  a  remarkable  degree  its  archi- 
tecture is  of  the  rustic  order.  On 
all  four  sides  of  the  building  is  a 
veranda,  supporting  the  roof  of 
which  is  a  colonade  consisting 
of  a  series  of  columns  composed  of 
three  tree-trunks,  each  25  feet  in 
length,  one  of  them  from  16  to  20 
inches  in  diameter  and  the  others 
snialler.  All  of  these  trunks  are  left 
in  their  natural  state,  with  bark 
undisturbed.  They  are  contributed 
by  the  different  States  and  Territo- 
ries of  the  Union  and  by  foreign 
countries,  each  furnishing  speci- 
mens of  its  most  characteristic 
trees.  The  sides  of  the  building 
are  constructed  of  slabs  with  the 
bark  removed.  The  window 
frames  are  treated  in  the  same 
rustic  manner  as  is  the  rest  of 
the  building.  The  main  entrances 
are  elaborately  finished  in 
different  kinds  of  wood,  the  ma- 
terial and  workmanship  being 
contributed  by  several  prominent 
lumber  associations.  The  roof  is 
thatched  with  tan  and  other 
barks.  The  visitor  can  make  no 
mistake  as  to  the  kinds  of  tree- 
trunks    which    form  the  colonade. 


for  he  will  see  upon,  each  a  tablet 
upon  which  is  inscribed  the  com- 
mon and  scientific  name,  the 
State  or  country  from  which  the 
trunk  was  contributed,  and  other 
pertinent  information,  such  as 
the  approximate  quantity  of  such 
timber  in  the  region  whence  it 
came.  Surmounting  the  cornice 
of  the  veranda  and  extending  all 
around  the  building  are  numerous 
flagstaffs  bearing  the  colors,  coats 
of  arms,  etc.,  of  the  nations  and 
States  represented  in  the  exhibits 
inside. 


THE  HORTICULTURAL  BUILDING. 

Immediately  south  of  the  en- 
trance to  Jackson  Park  from  the 
Midway  Plaisance  and  facing 
east  on  the  lagoon,  is  the  Horti- 
cultural Building.  In  front  is  a 
flower  terrace  for  outside  exhibits, 
including  tanks  for  Nymphaea  and 
the  Victoria  Regia.  The  front 
of  the  terrace,  with  its  low  para- 
pet between  large  vases,  borders 
the  water,  and  at  its  center  forms 
a  boat  landing. 

The  building  is  1000  feet  long, 
with  an  extreme  width  of  250  feet. 
The  plan  is  a  central  pavilion 
with  two  end  pavilions,  each  con- 
nected with  the  central  one  by 
front  and   rear   curtains,    forming 
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two  interior  courts,  each  88  by 
270  feet.  These  courts  are  beauti- 
fully decorated  in  color  and 
planted    with    ornamental    shrubs 


Oi 
O 


and  flowers.  The  center  of  the 
pavilion  is  roofed  by  a  crystal 
dome  187  feet  in  diameter  and 
113  feet    high,    under    which    are 
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leries  of  the  end  pavilions  are 
designed  for  cafes,  the  situation 
and  the  surroundings  being  parti- 
cularly adapted  to  recreation  and 
refreshment.  These  cafes  are 
surrounded  by  an  arcade  on  three 
sides  from  which  charming  views 
of  the  grounds   can    be   obtained. 

In  this  building  are  exhibited 
all  the  varieties  of  flowers,  plants, 
vines,  seeds,  horticultural  imple- 
ments, etc.  Those  exhibits  requir- 
ing sunshine  and  light  are  shown 
in  the  rear  curtains,  where  the 
roof  is  entirely  of  glass  and  not 
too  far  removed  from  the  plants. 
The  front  curtains  and  space  un- 
der the  galleries  are  designed  for 
exhibits  that  require  only  the 
ordinary  amount  of  light.  Provi- 
sion is  made  to  heat  such  parts  as 
require  it. 

The  exterior  of  the  building  is 
in  "staff,"  tinted  in  a  soft,  warm 
buff,  color  being  reserved  for  the 
interior  and  the  courts. 

The  cost  of  this  building  was 
about  $300,000.  W.  L.  B. 
Jenny,  of  Chicago,  is  the  archi- 
tect. 


exhibited  the  tallest  palms,  bam- 
boos, and  tree  ferns  that  can  be 
procured.  There  are  galleries  in 
each  of   the   pavilions.     The   gal- 


THE  DAIRY  BUILDING. 
The  Dairy  Building,  by  .  reason 
of  the  exceptionally  novel  and 
interesting  exhibits  it  will  con- 
tain, is  quite  sure  to  be  regarded 
with  great  favor  by  World's  Fair 
visitors  in  general,  while  by  agri- 
culturists it  will  be  considered 
one  of  the  most  useful  and  attrac- 
tive features  of  the  whole  Exposi- 
tion. It  was  designed  to  contain 
not   only    a    complete    exhibit    of 
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dairy  products  but  also  a  Dairy 
School,  in  connection  with  which 
will  be  conducted  a  series  of  tests 
for  determining  the  relative  merits 
of  different  breeds  of  dairy  cattle 
as  milk  and  butter  producers. 

The  building  stands  near  the 
lake  shore  in  the  southeastern 
part  of  the  park,  and  close  by  the 
general  live  stock  exhibit.  It 
covers  approximately  half  an 
acre,  measuring  95x200  feet,  is 
two  stories  high  and  cost  $30,000. 
In  design  it  is  of  quiet  exterior. 
On  the  first  floor,  beside  office 
headquarters,  there  is  in  front  a 
large  open  space  devoted  to  ex- 
hibits of  butter,  and  farther  back 
an  operating  room  25x100  feet,  in 
which  the  Model  Dairy  will  be 
conducted.  On  two  sides  of  this 
room  are  amphitheatre  seats, 
capable  of  accommodating  400 
spectators.  Under  these  seats 
are  refrigerators  and  cold  storage 
rooms  for  the  care  of  the  dairy 
products.  The  operating-room, 
which  extends  to  the  roof,  has  on 
three  sides  a  gallery  where  the 
cheese  exhibits  will  be  placed. 
The  rest  of  the  second  story  is 
devoted  to  a  cafe,  which  opens 
on  a  balcony  overlooking  the 
lake. 

The  Dairy  School,  it  is  believed, 
will  be  most  instructive  and  valu- 
able to  agriculturists. 


THE  MANUFACTURES  AND  LIBERAL 
ARTS  BUILDING. 
Notable  for  its  symmetrical 
proportions,  the  Manufactures 
and  Liberal  Arts  Building  is  the 
mammoth  structure  of  the  Exposi- 


tion. It  measures  1687  by  787 
feet,  and  covers  nearly  31  acres, 
being  the  largest  Exposition 
building  ever  constructed.  With- 
in the  building  a  gallery  50  feet 
wide  extends  around  all  four 
sides,  and  projecting  from  this 
are  86  smaller  galleries,  12  feet 
wide,  from  which  visitors  may 
survey, the  vast  array  of  exhibits 
and  the  busy  scene  below.  The 
galleries  are  approached  upon  the 
main  floor  by  30  great  staircases, 
the  flights  of  which  are  12  feet 
wide  each.  "Columbia  Avenue," 
50  feet  wide,  extends  through  the 
mammoth  building  longitudinally, 
and  an  avenue  of  like  width 
crosses  it  at  right  angles  at  the 
center.  The  main  roof  is  of  iron 
and  glass,  and  arches  an  area  385 
by  1400  feet,  and  has  its  ridge  150 
feet  from  the  ground.  The  build- 
ing, including  its  galleries,  has 
about  40  acres  of  floor  space. 

The  Manufactures  and  Liberal 
Arts  Building  is  in  the  Corin- 
thian style  of  architecture,  and  in 
point  of  being  severely  classic  ex- 
cels nearly  all  of  the  other  edifices. 
The  long  array  of  columns  and 
arches,  which  its  facades  present, 
is  relieved  from  monotony  by  very 
elaborate  ornamentation.  In  this 
ornamentation  female  figures, 
symbolical  of  the  various  arts  and 
sciences,  play  a  conspicuous  and 
very  attractive  part. 

The  exterior  of  the  building  is 
covered  with  "staff,"  which  is 
treated  to  represent  marble.  The 
huge  fluted  columns  and  the 
immense  arches  are  apparently  of 
this  beautiful  material. 
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archway  of  each  being  40  feet 
wide  and  80  feet  high.  Surmount- 
ing these  portals  is  the  great 
attic  story  ornamented  with  sculp- 
tured eagles  18  feet  high,  and  on 
each  side  above  the  side  arches 
are  great  panels  with  inscriptions, 
and^the  spandrils  are  filled  with 
sculptured  figures  in  bas-relief. 
At  each  corner  of  the  main  build- 
ing are  pavilions  forming  great 
arched  entrances,  which  are 
designed  in  harmony  with  the 
great  portals. 

The  building  occupies  a  most 
conspicuous  place  in  the  grounds. 
It  faces  the  lake,  with  only  lawns 
and  promenades  between.  North 
of  it  is  the  United  States  Govern- 
ment building,  south  the  Harbor 
and  in-jutting  lagoon,  and  west 
the  Electrical  Building  and  the 
lagoon  separating  it  from  the 
great  island,  which  in  part  is 
wooded  and  in  part  resplendent 
with  acres  of  bright  flowers  of 
varied  hues. 


There  are  four  great  entrances, 
one  in  the  center  of  each  facade. 
These  are  designed  in  the  manner 
of  triumphal   arches,    the    central 


THE  FISHERIES  BUILDING. 

The  Fisheries  Building  em- 
braces a  large,  central  structure 
with  two  smaller  polygonal  build- 
ings connected  with  it  on  either 
end  by  arcades.  The  extreme 
length  of  the  building  is  1100  feet 
and  the  width  200  feet.  It  is 
located  to  the  northward  of  the 
United  States  Government  Build- 
ing. 

In  the  central  portion  is  the 
general  Fisheries  exhibit.  In 
one  of     the    polygonal    buildings 
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is  the  Angling  exhibit  and  in  the 
other  the  Aquaria.  The  exterior 
of  the  building  is  Spanish- 
Romanesque,  which  contrasts 
agreeably  in  appearance  with  that 
of  the  other  buildings. 

To  the  close  observer  the 
exterior  of  the  building  cannot 
fail  to  be  exceedingly  interesting, 
for  the  architect,  Henry  Ives 
Cobb,  exerted  all  his  ingenuity  in 
arranging  innumerable  forms  of 
capitals,  modillins,  brackets,  cor- 
nices and  other  ornamental  de- 
tails, using  only  fish  and  other  sea 
forms  for  his  motif  of  design. 
The  roof  of  the  building  is  of  old 
Spanish  tile,  and  the  side  walls 
of  pleasing  color.  The  cost  is 
about  $200,000. 

In  the  center  of  the  polygonal 
building  is  a  rotunda  60  feet  in 
diameter,  in  the  middle  of  which 
is  a  basin  or  pool  26  feet  wide, 
from  which  rises  a  towering  mass 
of  rocks,  covered  with  moss  and 
lichens.  From  clefts  and  crevices 
in  the  rocks  crystal  streams  of 
water  gush  and  drop  to  the 
masses  of  reeds,  rushes,  and 
ornamental  semi- aquatic  plants  in 
the  basin  below.  In  this  pool 
gorgeous  gold  fishes,  golden  ides, 
golden  tench,  and  other  fishes 
disport.  From  the  rotunda  one 
side  of  the  larger  series  of  Aquaria 
may  be  viewed.  These  are  ten 
in  number,  and  have  a  capacity 
of  7,000  to  27,000  gallons  of 
water  each. 

Passing  out  of  the  rotunda,  a 
great  corridor  or  arcade  is 
reached,  where  on  one  hand  can 
be  viewed  the  y]opposite    side    of 


the  series  of  great  tanks,  and  on 
the  other  a  line  of  tanks  some- 
what smaller,  ranging  from  750  to 
1500  gallons  each  in  capacity. 
The  corridor  or   arcade    is    about 
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15  feet  wide.  The  glass  fronts 
of  the  Aquaria  are  in  length 
about  575  feet,  and  have  3000 
square  feet  of  surface. 

The  total  water  capacity  of  the 
Aquaria,  exclusive  of  reservoirs, 
is  18,725  cubic  feet,  or  140,000 
gallons.  This  weighs  1,192,425 
pounds,  or  almost  600  tons.  Of 
this  amount  about  40,000  gallons 
is  devoted  to  the  Marine  exhibit. 
In  the  entire  salt  water  circula- 
tion, including  reservoirs,  there 
are  about  80,000  gallons.  The 
pumping    and    distributing    plant 


for  the  Marine  Aquaria  is  con- 
structed of  vulcanite.  The  pumps 
are  in  duplicate,  and  each  has  a 
capacity  of  3,000  gallons  per  hour. 
The  supply  of  sea  water  was 
secured  by  evaporating  the  neces- 
sary quantity  at  the  Wood's  Holl 
station  of  the  United  States  Fish 
Commission  to  about  one-fifth  its 
bulk,  thus  reducing  both  quantity 
and  weight  for  transportation 
about  80  per  cent.  The  fresh 
water  required  to  restore  it  to  its 
proper  density  was  supplied  from 
Lake  Michigan. 


LITERARY  DEPARTMENT. 


WORDS  OF  WELCOME. 

Welcome  all  ye  aged  veterans  1 

For  the  day  to  you  belongs, 
Hear  the  happy  strains  of  music, 

Listen  to  the  joyful  songs. 
Noble  Others  honored  mothers, 

For  your  happiness  we  pray ; 
Eagerly  we  strive  to  serve  you, 

Make  your  spirits  light  and  gay. 

These,  your  fair  and  noble  daughters, 

Guided  by  the  Lord  on  high, 
Long  have  labored  much  have  gathered, 

That  the  aged  might  have  joy. 
We  love  to  see  the  dear  old  eyes 

With  pleasure  brightly  shine, 
Your  foces  filled  with  radiance, 

The  light  of  love  divine. 

We  cannot  ask  that  flowers 

Always  bloom  beneath  your  feet, 
For  we  know  the  awful  poison, 

And  the  sting  of  things  too  sweet. 
We  only  ask  that  Father 

Will  lead  us  all  aright. 
And  guide  the  weary,  trembling  feet, 

Through  darkness  into  light. 
•  •  •  •  •  « 

Time  has  gathered  all  the  roses 

From  your  faces  long  ago ; 
Their  precious  bloom  and  odor 

Has  been  washed  by  winter's  snow ; 


Yet,  we  will  not  speak  of  age 
In  a  sad  and  mournful  strain, 

For  winter  does  not  come 
To  bring  us  tears  and  pain. 

There  the  eyes  now  dim  shall  brighten. 

And  the  weary  ones  be  free. 
And  the  light  of  love  will  waken 

Songs  of  peace  and  unity. 
There  the  feast  will  be  eternal. 

Loved  ones  meet  to  part  no  more  ; 
No  hot  tears  nor  aching  bosoms 

On  that  bright  and  happy  shore. 
There  all  hearts  will  be  united, 

There  the  weary  be  at  rest, 
And  with  Christ  will  dwell  forever 

In  the  mansions  of  the  blest, 

Written  and  read  by  Mrs.  Sarah  Rust,  at  the 
Old  Folks  dinner,  which  was  given  them  by  the 
Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.  Richfield,  Dec.  28th,  189a. 


IHORBORG. 

On  the    sunny    side    of    F 

Street,  in  Frederiksborg,  stood  a 
tall,  grey  stone  building,  taller 
by  one  or  two  stories  than  its 
neighbors,  which  of  course   made 
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it  quite  conspicuous,  and  in  its 
third  story  dwelt  the  right 
honorable  Mr.  Landsho,  royal 
government  officer,  post-master  of 
Frederiksborg. 

The  postmaster  was  the  proud 
and  happy  father  of  seven  chil- 
dren, five  of  which  had  already 
started  life  for  themselves,  with 
husbands  and  wives  after  their 
own  hearts.  Two  remained,  Emil 
and  Thorborg.  Emil  was  a  clerk 
in  the  post-office,  and  Thorborg 
was  her  father's  pet  and  her 
mother's  right  hand.  She  was  a 
pretty  girl,  rather  of  the  buxom 
sort,  with  glowing  cheeks  and  a 
saucy  mouth  and  deep  grey   eyes. 

On  one  particular  morning  in 
lovely  June  Thorborg  had  taken 
her  crotchet-basket,  after  the 
room  had  been  put  in  order  after 
breakfast,  which  was  taken  at  ten 
o'clock,  being  the  second  meal  of 
the  day,  and  had  gone  down  to  en 
joy  an  hour's  fresh  air  in  he  back 
garden,  which,  narrow  as  it  was, 
ran  out  in  a  point  in  the  Slots 
sea,  a  beautiful  strip  of  lake,  all 
wreathed  in  with  mournfully 
drooping  willows  and  sturdy  old 
oaks.  Out  on  the  very  point 
stood  the  most  inviting  little 
greenhouse  you  could  imagine, 
and  this  was  young  Thorborg's 
favorite  nook.  There  she  had 
dreamed  away  many  a  summer 
evening,  while  listening  to  the 
soft  murmuring  of  the  wavelets 
as  they  gently  rolled  landwards, 
sometimes  playfully  leaping  right 
up  into  the  greenhouse. 

When  a  child  she  had  heard 
the  mermaid's  songs,   as   she   saw 


them  in  the  moonlight  glide 
softly  over  the  sea  far  away  in 
the  distance,  and  melt  away  in 
the  foam  like  those  in  Andersen's 
tale.  And  when  the  strange  fan 
cies  of  tender  girlhood  had  first 
begun  to  stir  her  young  soul  she 
had  seen  the  plumed  knight  in 
his  lonely  boat  and  heard  the 
melancholy  strains  float  over  the 
waves  as  his  white  fingers  played 
with  the  guitar  strings.  And  how 
wistfully  she  had  looked  over 
toward  Frederiksborg  palace  as  it 
lay  a  grand  and  gloomy  pile  in 
the  m'oonlight,  wishing  she  had 
lived  in  the  days  when  laughter 
and  gayety  had  sounded  from 
within,  and  that  she  had  been 
one  of  the  courted  ladies,  whose 
knight  pined  away  in  hopeless 
love  of  her.  Now  that  she  had 
outgrown  most  of  these  fancies, 
she  still  sat  dreaming  in  the 
greenhouse  of  an  evening  wonder- 
ing what  shape  her  knight  would 
ultimately  assume;  whether  that 
of  a  very  ordinary  young  man, 
in  swallow-tail  coat,  red  hair, 
ditto  moustache  and  great  big 
clumsy  hands,  or  that  of  a  slender 
young  man,  in  priestly  garb,  who 
drawled  out  the  prayers  in  such 
a  beautiful,  pious  fashion  each 
Sunday  in  the  Slots  church,  both 
of  whom  she  knew  secretly  sighed 
for  her. 

But  this  morning  she  had  not 
come  to  dream,  but  merely 
snatched  away  a  few  short 
moments  from  her  practical  busy 
day-work  to  finish  a  bit  of  fine 
network,  intended  for  her 
mother's    birthday.     As    she    was 
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holding  her  needle  up  toward  the 
light  to  thread,  she  was  sitting 
with  her  back  to  the  sea,  facing 
the  back  of  the  house.  She  cast 
a  stray  glance  through  the  foilage 
along  the  row  of  dormer  windows 
in  the  upper  story,  when  it  sud- 
denly stopped  at  the  next  to  the 
last  one,  dropped  the  next 
moment  and  was  timidly  raised 
again  to  the  same  spot.  Then  a 
hushed  laughter  shook  her  till  the 
very  tears  were  in  her  eyes,  and 
she  had  to  make  the  greatest 
exertions  to  keep  from  breaking 
right  out  loudly.  And  it  was 
really  no  wonder  she  laughed; 
for  up  there  in  the  open  window 
stood  a  young  man  in  shirt 
sleeves,  and  in  the  very  important 
act,  but  very  ludicrous  attitude 
of  shaving.  A  very  small  hand 
mirror  he  had  hung  upon  the 
window-post,  and  so  as  to  get 
the  most  advantageous  view  of 
himself  in  so  small  a  glass  he 
had  to  make  some  pretty  comical 
grimaces,  and  Thorborg  had  him 
en  face.  She  laughed  till  it 
struck  her  how  very  improper  it 
was  in  a  young  Jady  to  sit  and 
watch  a  man  in  the  act  of  shav- 
ing; then  she  would  turn  side- 
ways, and  presently  steal  another 
glance  askance  in  the  same  direc- 
tion and  laugh  again  in  the 
keenest  enjoyment  of  the  situa- 
tion, and  wondered  what  he  would 
say  if  he  knew  that  a  young  lady 
was  watching  his  manoeuvres  with 
such  interest. 

But  her  mirth  ended  in  a  very 
abrupt  and  unlooked  for  way. 
While  she   sat   gloating   over   the 


comical  spectacle  and  picturing 
to  herself  the  delight  of  telling  it 
to  the  girls,  a  window  in  the 
third  story  was  thrown  open,  a 
pair  of  capstrings  fluttered  out- 
side, and  Mrs.  Landsho's  clear, 
loud  voice  sounded  out  over  the 
lake,    "Thorborg." 

Thorborg      was     horror-struck. 

If  she  made  herself  visible  now 
he  would  of  course  know  that  she 
had  seen  the  whole  performance, 
and  how  could  she  ever  look 
him  in  the  face  in  case  they 
should  meet,  which  was  quite 
likely,  living  in  the  same  house; 
they  would  in  all  probability 
meet  on  the  stairs  when  coming 
and  going  in  and  out  of  the 
house.  Her  mother's  voice 
sounded  again;  she  knew  she 
was  there,  and  in  a  guilty,  re- 
luctant way  she  faltered,  "I  am 
coming,  mother." 

The  young  man  had  stopped, 
razor  in  hand,  and  looked  enquir- 
ingly out  over  the  gutter  down  in 
the  garden,  and  seeing  the  young 
girl  emerge  from  the  greenhouse 
he  blushed  and  drew  hurriedly 
back.  Thorborg  hardly  knew 
how  she  got  across  the  garden 
up  into  the  house,  and  she  bit 
her  lip  with  shame  and  vexation 
as  she  thought  of  how  the  situa- 
tion had  turned  against  her. 

Mrs.  Landsho  had  received  lady 
callers,  and  Thorborg  was  wanted 
to  get  the  coffee-tray  ready  and 
bring  it  in  as  soon  as  possible. 

And  when  she  had  finished  her 
task,  and  placed  the  tray  in  front 
of  her  mother,  Thorborg  retired 
to  the  work-table  by   the   window 
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and  took  up  her  work  again, 
thinking  over  her  little  adventure, 
as  she  liked  to  call  it,  and  won- 
ered  who  that  young  man  could 
be.  Looking  toward  the  coffee- 
table  now  and  then,  she  saw  the 
three  bonnets  and  one  white  cap 
in  very  close  proximity  to  each 
other,  and  noting  the  decided 
nods,  the  espairing  shakes  and 
the  lowered  voices,  she  came  to 
the  conclusion  that  a  more  than 
ordinary  debased  servant  was  on 
the  programme.  Presently  the 
cups  were  pushed  away,  the 
bonnet  strings  thrown  back,  and 
reclining  in  their  chairs  the  ladies 
gave  expression  to  their  deep 
disgust  in  various  effectual  ways. 
I  never  could  have  believed  you 
capable  of  so  much  credulity, 
Mrs.  Brondum!"  said  the  gas 
master's  wife;  but  Mrs.  Brondum 
meekly  protested  that  she  never 
would  have  done  it  had  she  been 
aware  of  what  sort  of  a  young 
man  he  was.  Thorborg  became 
interested  at  once.  Mrs.  Bron- 
dum was  a  widow,  good-looking, 
and  only  forty  years.  Could  it 
be  that  she  had  had  an  offer  and 
accepted  it?  Of  course  she  had 
accepted  it.  "He  is  verj'  pre- 
possessing of  appearance,"  Mrs. 
Brondum  assured  them.  Of 
course  he  was;  they  had  no 
doubt  about  that,  a  regular  wolf 
in  lamb's  clothing.  The  devil 
could  assume  any  shape  he  had 
a  mind  to,  and  this  one  was  of 
course  the  veritable  old  deceiver 
himself.  Mrs.  Brondum  had  the 
courage  to  shake  her  head.  But 
then  they  all    bore   down   on    her 


with  bitter  reproaches  for  being 
such  a  weak  creature  as  to  allow 
herself  to  be  taken  in  by  such  a 
rogue,  who  had  been  sent  here 
for  the  express  purpose  of  ensnar- 
ing the  hearts  of  young  girls  and 
widows.  One  of  the  ladies  then 
happened  to  notice  the  interested 
face  of  Thorborg,  and  cleared  her 
throat  in  a  significant  way.  Mrs. 
Landsho  understood,  and  sent 
Thorborg  on  an  errand  to  the 
kitchen,  where  she  stood  meditat- 
ing on  what  sort  of  a  person 
this  Mephistopheles  could  be 
who  seemed  to  have  beguiled 
poor  Mrs.  Brondum's  unwary 
heart. 

That  very  same  evening  at  the 
tea  table  Emil,  Thorborg *s  broth- 
er,  abruptly  asked: 

"Thorborg,  do  you  remember 
the  Ibsen     family    who     used     to 

live    neighbor    to    us     in    T 

street,  years  ago,  the  boy  Arnold 
particularly?" 

"I  should  think  so.  They 
became  Mormons  and  left  for  the 
promised  land;  wonder  if  they 
ever  got  there?  Shall  I  ever 
forget  that  ridiculous  boy,  how 
he  tried  to  preach  to  us,  father, 
mother  and  all;  he  even  tackled 
the  pastor,  think  of  it!  He'll 
surely  attain  the  leadership  of 
the  whole  gang  before  he  leaves 
this  world.  They're  never  sup- 
posed to  die,  or  how  is  it?  what 
made  you  think  of  him?" 

"He's  come  back." 

"No?" 

"Yes;   I've  seen  him." 

"Well,  thank  goodness.  I 
always  thought   he   was    the    best 
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of  the  lot;  he  was  remarkably 
clever  for  his  age,  I  remember. 
He  was  an  awful  good-looking 
boy,  too,  I  think.  So  he  has 
actually  come  back!  Well,  well. 
His  eyes  were  opened  when  he 
grew  older,  of  course.  He  must 
be  about  twenty-three  or  four,  or 
thereabouts.  What  is  he  going 
to  do,  do  you  think?" 

"Preach,  I  guess."  Emil  always 
enjoyed  taking  his  sister  down  in 
this  fashion,  and  she  looked  very 
much  nonplussed  now. 

"Why,  do  you  mean  to  say  that 
he  is  a  Mormon  still,  and  has 
come  back   to   make   proselytes?" 

"  Precisely. " 

"O  the  blockhead;  doesn't  he 
know  any  better?  Have  you 
seen  him?" 

"Yes,  also  spoken  with  him;  he 
advances  some  pretty  sound 
theories. " 

"Theories,  yes,  I  guess  so. 
Did  he  say  anything  about 
polygamy?" 

"Not  a  word." 

"I  thought  not;  that's  reserved 
till  the  victim  is  secure  in  their 
meshes.     How  does  he  look?" 

"He  looks  well  enough;  why 
you  couldn't  tell  him  from  any 
ordinary  person;  he  has  neither 
horns  nor  anything  of  that  kind" 
(roguishly). 

Presently  Thorborg  asked 
where  he  lived. 

"I  believe  he  has  a  room  with 
Mrs.  Brondum  up  here,"  said 
Emil,  giving  his  head  an  upward 
jerk. 

"Why  that  explains  all,"  burst 
out  Thorborg.      "I   did   hear    her 


say  something  about  that  this 
morning,  though  in  a  mystical 
way,  and  I  thought  she  had  had 
an  offer  of  marriage."  She 
laughed  heartily.  "I  understand 
now  what  the  other  ladies  meant; 
why  some  of  them  even  called 
him  a  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing." 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Landsho  were 
invited  out,  hence  it  came  to  pass 
that  the  young  people  talked  so 
unrestrainedly.  When  Thorborg 
had  removed  the  cloth  Emil  pro- 
posed that  they  take  a  stroll  in 
the  Slots  garden,  and  Thorborg 
readily  consented. 

There  were  no  end  of  prome- 
naders  out  in  the  cool,  shady 
walks  of  that  wonderfully  lovely 
park,  and  our  young  people 
were  very  soon  joined  by  other 
gay  young  folks,  among  others 
the  curate,  Mr.  Langman,  and  a 
tall,  red-haired  youth,  with  a 
kind,  boyish  face,  a  Mr.  Stephen- 
son, both  of  whom  forthwith  took 
possession  of  Thorborg,  one  on 
each  side  oi  her,  from  where  they 
jealously  guarded  each  other. 

In  strolling  leisurely  around 
one  of  the  terraces  the  company 
encountered  two  persons  coming 
toward  them  at  a  rapid  pace;  one 
was  a  young,  well-dressed  man 
of  about  22  or  24;  the  other  an 
elderly  woman,  in  poor  cloth- 
ing, and  with  a  tired,  overworked 
expression.  Emil  and  the  young 
man  saluted  each  other,  and 
Thorborg  wondered  who  oa 
earth  that  handsome  young  man 
was. 

"Let  me  tell  you.  Miss  Thor- 
borg," broke    the    curate    eagerly 
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in.  "It's  one  of  Lucifer's  own 
angels;  its  a  proselyte-maker,  a 
hypocritical,  black-hearted  Mor- 
mon, in  fact." 

"Is  he  really  all  that?"  asked 
Thorborg  innocently. 

"All  that,  and  much  more," 
declared  Mr.   Langman. 

"So  that  was  Arnold  Ibsen," 
continued  Thorborg,  unmindful 
of  the  curate,  "my  old  playmate; 
why  he  didn't  look  a  bit  like 
a  hypocrite  and  all  the  rest." 

"Of  course  not,  Miss  Thorborg, 
that's  where  the  danger  comes  in; 
that's  why  they  are  such  a 
menace  to  the  community, 
because  they  come  in  the  form  of 
angels,  but  are  veritable " 

"Don't  Mr.  Langman,"  pleaded 
Thorborg,  "don't  say  anything 
about  them  that  you  would  not 
have  them  say  about  you." 

"Me!"  echoed  the  curate  horror- 
struck,  as  if  the  mere  suggestion 
that  anyone  could  say  such  words 
of  him  was  blasphemy.  Then 
cooling  down  immediately,  he 
said  in  a  warning,  sorrowful 
way: 

"Miss  Thorborg,  Miss  Thor- 
borg, may  you  never  have  reason 
to  find  how  truthfully  I  have 
spoken  about  these  people,  and 
may  you,  furthermore,  be  spared 
from  ever  coming  in  contact  with 
these  vile  people,  and  may  your 
heart  ever  be  as  pure  and  guile- 
less as  it  is  now;  may " 

"May  you  ever  be  gifted  with 
the  gab  you  possess  now,  Lang- 
man," interrupted  Mr.  Stephensen 
angrily.  "I  think  Miss  Thorborg 
can    do    without     all    your    good 


wishes,  and  I  think  she  is  well 
able  to  take  care  of  herself." 

The  curate  shot  an  evil  glance 
at  the  other,  but  said  piously: 

"There  is  one  that  will  judge 
between  us,  Stephensen;  you  are 
still  in  the  dark;  your  soul  is 
blinded  by  the  glitter  of  this 
world;  not  so  with  Miss  Thor- 
borg; she  has  given  her  heart  to 
the  Lord;  it  is  in  His  safe  keep- 
ing ;  she  cannot  be  persuaded  from 
what  she  knows  to  be  right,  and 
it  is  not  becoming  in  you  or  any- 
one else  to  doubt  it,  Stephensen." 

"Indeed  I  think  he  has  a  per- 
fect right  to, "  broke  in  Thorborg, 
and  I  believe  you  mistake  me 
altogether,  Mr.  Langman.  I 
don't  think  I  ever  gave  my  heart 
to  the  Lord,  or  anyone  else.  I 
fear  I'm  not  very  religious. 
There  are  so  many  things  in  your — 
in  our  religion  that  I  do  not 
comprehend.  J I  have  pondered 
over  several  things,  but  cannot 
come  to  any  understanding." 

"Then  leave  off  pondering, 
Miss  Thorborg.  The  rock  you 
cannot  lift  let  that  lie,  and  only 
believe;  believe  that  it  is  all 
right,  whether  you  understand  it 
or  not.  Why  should  we  trouble 
ourselves  about  things  we  cannot 
comprehend,  when  all  that  is 
necessary  to  our  salvation  is  to 
have  faith.  Take  up  your  cross, 
Miss  Thorborg,  and  follow  the 
Lord. " 

"But  does  that  mean  to  do  as 
He  did?"  enquired  Thorborg. 

"Yes." 

"Well,  do  you  do  that,  Mr. 
Langman?" 
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"I  try  to  with  all  my  soul," 
said     the    young    man,   modestly. 

Thorborg  said  nothing  more, 
but  she  thought  a  good  deal  about 
that  afterward. 

Stephensen  started  to  whistle 
"The  Valiant  Soldier"in  despair, 
and  stepped  out  in  time  with  the 
music.  Thorborg  did  the  same 
and  began  to  hum  the  tune  softly. 
The  curate  also  fell  in  with  the 
tune,  much  against  his  will,  and 
the  group  in  front,  who  had  caught 
the  tune,  sang  out  from  the  full 
force  of  their  lungs.  They  all 
joined  in,  and  their  young,  clear 
voices  rang  out  harmoniously;  in 
the  still  summer  evening,  and 
made  many  of  the  promenaders 
stop  and  listen  with  rapture.  One 
or  two  more  songs  followed,  and 
the  young  people  proceeded 
homeward. 


A  few  days  later  Thorborg  went 
out  one  morning  to  do  some  pur- 
chases, and  on  the  stairs  she  met 
a  young  man,  the  same  one  her 
brother  had  saluted  in  the  park. 
He  took  off  his  hat  deferentially, 
and  Thorborg  at  once  recognized 
the  blond,  curly  head  of  the 
young  gentleman  whom  she  had 
seen  shaving  in  Mrs.  Brondum*s 
attic.  She  blushed  and  hurried 
past  him.  Dear  me!  She  won- 
dered if  he  had  recognized  her. 
How  dreadfully  provoking.  She 
hoped  she  would  never  see  him 
again.  But  really  he  looked  no 
more  like  a  Mormon  than  the 
curate,  and  a  good  deal  hand- 
somer, she  thought. 


In  the  evening  Emil  and  his 
sister  sat  in  the  greenhouse  talk- 
ing over  different  matters,  when 
he  proposed  that  they  ask  leave 
to  invite  Arnold  Ibsen  home  some 
evening. 

"Mother  would  never  consent 
if  she  knew  who  it  was,"  said 
Thorborg,  who  had  nothing 
against  seeing  the  young  man  on 
shorter  distance,  in  spite  of  what 
she  had  wished  in  the  morning. 

Perhaps  we  could  manage  with- 
out letting  them  know,"  sug- 
gested Emil. 

"No,  I  am  sure  he*d  never 
consent  to  sail  under  false  colors, 
even  if  we  were  wicked  enough  to 
ask  him  to,"    declared    Thorborg. 

"Why  you  have  a  better  opinion 
of  the  Mormons  than  most  people, 
my  dear." 

Thorborg  hesitated. 

"I  have  of  him.  His  looks 
denote  honesty." 

"Well,  well!"  Emil  forgot  his 
cigar  in  sheer  amazement. 

"I  don*t  see  how  we  can 
manage  it  then.  I  declare  I  feel 
as  though  I  ought  to  ask  him;  he 
is  an  old  playmate,  and  is  sort 
of  lonesome  here,  I  should  judge, 
away  from  all  his  people.  We 
need  not  repeat  it;  but  really  it 
looks  kind  of  mean  to  shun  the 
felow  just  because  he's  of  another 
religion  than  we." 

"If  he  only  hadn't  been  a  Mor- 
mon," said  Thorborg  medita- 
tively; anything  but  that.  "A 
Jew,  a  Catholic,  a  Baptist,  in 
fact  anything  but  a  Mor-mon. 
What  a  dreadful,  ungodly  sound 
the  very  name  has." 
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"Yes,  that's  awkward,"  he 
admitted. 

Just  then  steps  were  heard  on 
the  gravel  walk,  and  a  minute 
later  the  curate  and  Mr.  Stephen- 
sen  came  in  sight.  After  the 
general  topics  of  the  day  were 
rehearsed,  the  curate  asked  if 
they  were  going  to  Mrs.  Hudel- 
berg's  tea  party  tomorrow  night. 
Oh  yes,  they  were  going. 

"Are  you  going  Mr.  Langman?" 
asked  Thorborg. 

"Yes,   indeed." 

"And  have  you  got  an  invita- 
tion, Mr.   Stephensen?" 

"Certainly;  when  it  rains  on 
the  priest  it  drips  on  the  deacon. 
I  happened  to  be  with  Langman 
when  Mr.  Hudelberg  asked  him, 
and  of  course  he  could  not  very 
well  get  out  of  asking  me.  The 
young  folks  are  going  to  have  a 
turn  or  two  in  the  dining-room 
afterwards,  I  understand.  What 
a  pity  you  don't  dance,  Lang- 
man," concluded  Stephensen  mali- 
ciously. 

The  curate  winced.  He  knew 
Stephensen  had  the  advan- 
tage of  him  there;  but  he  said 
reproachfully  that  he  had  never 
aspired  to  the  pleasures  of  this 
world,  and  they  were  nothing  to 
him.  He  saw  nothing  particu- 
larly to  admire  in  a  lot  of  people 
hopping  around  like  so  many 
maniacs. 

"Fie,  fie,  Mr.  Langman!" 
interrupted  Thorborg;  "you  have 
never  seen  me  dance,  surely,  or 
you  couldn't  use  such  a  compari- 
son. " 

Langman  admitted   courteously 


that  in  her  case  of  course  it  was 
different  He  was  sure  she  would 
look  like  a  nymph. 

"Pooh,  Emil!  I  wish  you 
would  quit  smoking.  I  do  think 
it  a  most  disgusting  habit.  I 
declare  I  never  will  marry  a  man 
who  smokes,"  and  Thorborg  tried 
to  drive  away  the  cloud  of  smoke 
which    hovered    about    her    head. 

"I'm  happy  to  state  that  I  do 
not  smoke.  Miss  Thorborg,"  ven- 
tured the  curate. 

"And  I  never  will  from  this 
moment,"  emphatically  declared 
Stephensen. 

"O  pray  don't  inconvenience 
yourself  on  my  account,  Mr. 
Stephensen,"  said  Thorborg  a 
little  haughtily,  as  she  rose  and 
went  toward  the  opening  of  the 
greenhouse.  Stephensen  looked 
crestfallen  after  her,  and  asked 
timidly  if  she  were  already  g^oing 
to  leave  them.  Thorborg  was 
about  to  answer  in  the  affirmative 
when  the  sweet,  melancholy 
strains  from  a  flute  came  floating 
down  to  them.  She  knew  at  once 
where  the  music  came  from,  for 
there  was  but  that  one  window 
open,  the  one  next  to  the  last  in 
the  top  story. 

They  all  enjoyed  the  music  very 
much,  and  Mr.  Langman  won- 
dered who  the  performer  was. 
He  was  certainly  very  skillful. 
For  some  reason  or  other  Thor- 
borg did  not  say  what  she  knew 
about  it;  somehow  she  disliked  to 
have  the  name  of  the  poor  young 
man,  as  she  mentally  called  him, 
dragged  before  the   curate   again. 

(TO  BE  CONTINUED.) 
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OUR  HEROINES. 

TUNE.  "QOD  SAVE  THE  QUEEN." 

We  hail,  with  loud  applause. 
Men.  who,  id  freedom's  cause, 

Will  offer  life ; 
What  praise  shall  we  extend, 
To  freedom's  brave,  true  friend, 
Who  years  on  years  will  spend 
In  midst  of  strife  ? 

A  strife  which  love  of  right. 

Hath  wrought ;  a  ceaseless  fight. 

Till  right  shall  win ; 
Beside  our  bravest  men. 
With  sword,  or  tongue,  or  pen, 
Hail  to  our  Susan,  then, 
Our  heroine  I 

Our  Cady  Stanton,  too, 
And  others,  not  a  few. 

Whose  valor  wins ; 
Whom  generations  hence. 
Shall  bless  for  their  defense 
Of  right,  in  broadest  sense, 
Our  heroines. 

L,  L.  Greene  Hichards. 


A  BIRTHDAY  DIAMOND. 

(CONCLUDED    FROM  208.) 

The  following  morning  the  Salt 
Lake  papers  contained  substan- 
tially the  following  account: 

"One  of  the  most  sensational 
and  successful  attempts  at  fraud 
and  villainy  ever  perpetrated  in 
this  city  was  brought  to  a  termi- 
nation last  night  through  the 
detection  and  arrest  of  the  clever 
individual  who  has  been  con- 
cerned in  it.  A  little  over  a 
month  ago  there  came  to  the  city 
a  highly  aristocratic-appearing 
individual,  calling  himself  by  the 
name  of  Marcus  Ellingsford. 
To  hotel- keepers  and  acquaint- 
ances in  general  he  represented 
himself  as  one  of  the  "silent" 
partners  of  a  well-known  English 
diamond  firm  in    Brazil,    the   let- 


ters, references,  etc.,  with  which 
he  was  provided,  furnishing 
seeming  unquestionable  corrobora- 
tion of  his  statements.  Though 
claiming  to  be  traveling  princi- 
pally as  a  tourist,  he  confessed  to 
be  carrying  with  him  a  number  of 
select  specimens  of  diamonds, 
brought  solely  for  the  purpose 
of  favoring  principal  customers  in 
the  United  States  with  an  oppor- 
tunity of  personal  selection, 
together  with  the  additional  ad- 
vantage of  special  terms. 

"As  a  matter  of  course,  the 
leading  jewelery  establishments 
in  the  city  received  his  attention, 
and  the  merchant-tourist,  through 
his  distinguished  manners  and 
appearance,  as  well  as  his  connec- 
tion with  the  famous  English 
firm,  succeeded  in  establishing  a 
familiar  and  confidential  footing 
with  each  of   the   principal  firms. 

"The  jewels  carried  in  his 
trunks  were  in  time  brought  forth 
and  exhibited,  and  the  chance  of 
purchase  of  some  of  them  oblig- 
ingly placed  at  the  pleasure  of 
the  local  jewelers,  the  latter  not 
unwillingly  taking  advantage  of 
the  opportunity  of  selecting  from 
the  truly  magnificent  lot. 

"Time  passed,  and  the  few  days 
at  first  designated  as  the  limit  of 
the  aristocratic  tourist's  stay  in 
the  city  extended  into  weeks. 
The  stock  of  diamonds  with  which 
he  was  supplied  also  promised  to 
hold  out  indefinitely,  each  day 
seeing  some  new  and  splendid 
specimen  brought  forth  to  tempt 
the  business  eye  and  imagination 
of  the  jewelers. 
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"The  singularity  of  the  fact  of 
his  traveling  with  the  risk  of  so 
large  and  valuable  a  stock  began 
to  attract  attention,  and  this, 
coupled  with  the  fact  of  the  so- 
called  tourist*s  stay  in  our  com- 
paratively quiet  metropolis, 
created  a  slight  breeze  of  sus- 
picion. At  length  one  of  the 
proprietors  of  a  leading  jewelery 
house  prepared  to  take  quiet  steps 
towards  proving  beyond  doubt  if 
the  pretensions  made  by  the 
stranger  were  of  unsullied  truth- 
fulness. 

"A  telegram  sent  to  the  famous 
firm  in  Brazil  elicited  the  infor- 
mation that  their  house  included 
no  *silent  partner, '  and  also  that 
no  individual  of  the  name  and 
description  forwarded  had  ever  in 
any  way  been  connected  with  the 
establishment.  This  news  was 
received  a  few  days  ago,  and  a 
quiet  watch  was  at  once  set  upon 
the  movements  of  the  stranger. 

"Not  until  last  night,  however, 
was  any  evidence  discovered 
which  could  give  a  clue  to  the 
real  nature  of  the  rascality  at  the 
bottom  of  his  transactions.  Then 
an  event  transpired  which  furn- 
ished undeniable  proof  of  the 
fellow's  clever  villainy.  The 
event,  which  ended  in  his  arrest, 
and  which,  at  the  request  of  pri- 
vate individuals,  who  were  in- 
voluntarily concerned,  we  sup- 
press, are  of  a  highly  sensational 
nature,  and  should  furnish 
sufficient  cause  for  an  eminently 
severe  punishment. 

"The  fellow  confesses  to  being 
an  adept  in  hypnotism,  and  boldly 


states  that  many  of  the  jewels  in 
his  possession  were  gained  by  the 
power  exerted  over  individuals  to 
whom  they  belonged. 

"A  number  of  pins,  rings,  etc., 
found  among  his  belongings  have 
been  identified,  and  are  now  in 
the  possession  of  the  owners." 

3((  3((  ♦  ¥  1|C  ♦  # 

It  was  long  before  Helen 
recovered  from  the  shock  of  her 
sensational  adventure.  Of  the  cir- 
cumstances connected*  with  the 
singular  experience  she  had  no 
knowledge  or  remembrance^what- 
ever,  a  fact  due  undoubtedly  to 
the  fellow's  understanding  and 
successful  manipulation  of  his 
art.  But  the  evidences  of  that 
strange  power  exhibited  in  the 
thrilling  events  which  had  taken 
place,  left  a  sensation  of  dread  and 
fear  in  her  heart  which  was  not 
easily  eliminated. 

She  had  read  and  heard  much 
of  the  strange  spell  or  power  of 
hypnotism;  the  magazines  and 
scientific  reviews  had  devoted 
much  space  during  the  last  few 
years  to  a  discussion  of  the 
results  which  had  been  obtained 
by  its  use  in  the  hospitals  of 
Paris  instead  of  chloroform  and 
other  narcotics,  in  cases  of  pain- 
ful operations,  and  also  in  nervous 
diseases,  and  it  had  seemed  to 
her  as  something  which  might 
be  one  of  the  chief  blessings 
made  known  through  science. 
Then  later  several  instances  had 
been  made  known  through  the 
newspapers  in  which  the  power 
had  been  made  to  serve  evil 
designs    and    purposes,    and     she 
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had  gained  a  glimpse  of  the  extent 
of  evil  which  might  be  accom- 
plished by  the  use  of  the  power 
by  people  who  were  wickedly 
disposed.  Yet  it  had  always 
seemed  as  something  which  could 
be  easily  met  and  conquered  by 
one  possessing  firm  powers  of 
mind  and  will,  and  now,  though 
gifted  herself  with  strong  powers 
of  resistance  to  outside  influences, 
the  strange  power  had  attacked 
her  and  found  her  completely  at 
its  mercy.  The  thought  to  Helen 
seemed  unbearable.  The  use  to 
which  it  might  be  put  in  influenc- 
ing innocent  beings  to  evil,  was 
a  thought  sufficient  to  appall  the 
bravest  heart,  and  to  Helen, 
weakened  by  her  own  terrible 
experience,  the  subject  held  a 
terror  which  kept  her  brooding 
constantly  upon  the  theme.  She 
had  read  of  the  terrible  events  to 
transpire  in  the  last  days,  but  it 
seemed  to  her  the  existence  of 
this  evil  was  worse  than  any  of 
the  woes  pictured  by  the  inspired 
seers.  Surely  there  must  be 
something  done  to  keep  in  check 
this  dread  power  now  growing  to 
such  alarming  proportions  as  to 
occupy  the  attention  of  the  civil- 
ized world.  Already  the  govern- 
ment had  recognized  the  import- 
ance of  the  subject  by  passing 
laws  for  the  punishment  of  the 
offense;  but  what  of  the  evil  for 
which  once  accomplished  there 
could  be  no  remedy?  The  fear  of 
punishment  had  not  prevented 
other  crimes,  why  should  it  be 
efficient  in  suppressing  this?  As 
Helen  brooded  upon    the   subject, 


there  came  suddenly  to  her 
remembrance  the  words  which 
she  had  heard  in  a  sermon  uttered 
by  a  man  long  since  dead,  and 
whose  life  had  been  engaged  in 
carrying  out  one  of  the  greatest 
missions  of  love  and  mercy  to 
mankind  that  the  modern  (empty) 
Christianity  had  known. 

"We  shall  find  out  sometime," 
he  declared,  in  his  quiet  aod 
earnest  way,  "that  we  will  be 
required  to  live  out  every  word 
of  Christ's  gospel  to  effect  our 
salvation  both  on  earth  and  in 
heaven.  There  is  a  law  behind 
everything  which  He  uttered,  and 
that  which  seems  useless  or 
impossible  to  us  now  will  some- 
time be  forced  upon  us  by  the 
necessity  of  our  trials.  The  time 
is  coming  that  will  prove  the 
need  of  keeping  our  thoughts  as 
clean  as  our  hands,  when  the 
adversary  will  have  power  over 
the  minds  of  men  in  ways  hither- 
to undreamed,  and  every  thought 
of  malice,  hate,  impurity,  or  evil 
whatever  will  prove  an  avenue 
through  which  he  will  enter  to 
gain  control.  Then  the  children 
of  men  will  know  that  every  law 
which  Christ  laid  down  was 
spoken  for  the  emergencies  of 
earth  as  well  as  heaven,  and  we 
shall  have  to  live  in  the  way 
which  He  pointed  out  in  order 
to  save  ourselves  from  the  evils 
that  are  to  come." 

The  words  to  Helen  at  the  time 
had  had  no  deeply  significant 
meaning,  beyond  what  she  had 
always  believed,  namely,  that  the 
good    would  be    blessed    and    the 
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evil  be  given  over  to  punishment. 
But  she  now  began  to  compre- 
hend the  deep  solemnity  of  the 
meaning.  It  was  easy  enough, 
comparatively  speaking,  to  refrain 
from  evil  deeds,  but  the  carrying 
out  of  that  higher  law,  such  as, 
"Thou  shalt  love  thy  neighbor  as 
thyself,"  etc.,  and  the  thousand 
other  things  implied  by  it,  always 
had  seemed  to  Helen  as  something 
too  ideal  for  the  reach  of  earth's 
frail  mortals,  yet  it  had  been 
given  as  one  of  the  command- 
ments which  could  entitle  those 
obeying  it  to  the  blessing  and 
favor  of  God.  Yet  the  time  must 
come  when  that  word  must  be 
fulfilled,  perhaps  for  our  earthly 
as  well  as  heavenly  good. 

Though  Helen  had  always  been 
prayerful,  the  worldly  thoughts, 
in  the  daily  grinding  struggle  of 
life,  had  gained  predominance 
over  the  more  spiritual  part  of 
her  nature,  and  she  was  fast 
drifting  into  that  indifferent  state 
when  a  spasmodic  observance  of 
religious    form    was   made    to    do 


service  for  the  deed  and  thought, 
which  are  the  only  fruits  accept- 
able to  the  great  Master. 

This  new  experience  which  she 
had  undergone,  and  which  had 
taught  her  the  feebleness,  of  her 
own  will  against  the  powers  of 
evil,  had  brought  her  back  into  a 
realization  of  her  dependence 
upon  God,  for  no  other  power, 
she  was  convinced,  could  cope 
against  this  new  woe  which  had 
"come  out  from  Babylon." 

That  night  she  prayed  long  and 
earnestly,  and  the  light  which 
came  to  her  as  an  answer  had 
the  effect  of  transforming  her 
whole  life. 

When  the  subject  of  her  hypno- 
tic experience  is  now  discussed 
Helen  has  one  answer  to  make 
to  all  who  question  her  in  regard 
to  its  power. 

I  wish  to  say  this  much,  not  as 
a  belief,  but  as  a  testimony  that 
no  power  of  hypnotism  nor  any 
other  evil  can  touch  those  of 
God's  children  who  accept  His 
gospel  and  obey  his  laws. 


HOW  I  GAINED  MY  TESTIMONY  OF  THE  TRUTH. 


Editor  Young  Woman's  fournal: 
Dear  Sister, — You  ask  me  to 
tell  you  how  I  received  my  testi- 
mony that  the  Church  of  Jesus 
Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints  is  the 
true  Church  of  God.  I  cannot  tell 
you  for  I  do  not  know  myself. 
That  I  have  such  a  testimony,  an 
unquestionable  knowledge  of  the 
truth  of    this    work,    I    am    most 


certain;  but  how  or  when  such 
knowledge  came  to  me  I  know 
not  any  more  than  I  know  the 
moment  which  marks  the  passing 
away  of  night  and  the  dawning 
of  day.  Yet  my  testimony  does 
not  remain  ever  the  same;  it 
grows  in  strength  as  the  years 
bring  additional  evidences  through 
reflection  and  study  and  prayer. 
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I  was  not  born  in  the  Church; 
my  early  training  was  received 
through  the  schools  of  the  world; 
amongst  the  Methodists,  Wes- 
leyans,  Presbyterians,  and  in  the 
Church  of  England  I  have  been 
by  turns  a  pupil.  But  even  dur- 
ing those  periods  of  first  tuition  I 
had  a  knowledge  of  the  divinity 
of  God's  work  as  taught  and  prac- 
ticed by  the  Latter-day  Saints,  for 
my  parents  had  previously  learned 
of  the  gospel,  and  were  then 
awaiting  the  reorganization  of  the 
branch  of  the  Church  in  the 
region  of  our  home.  This  was  in 
due  time  accomplished,  and  soon 
after  my  years  had  filled  the 
allotted  number,  I  was  baptized 
by  my  father,  who  was  an  Elder 
in  the  Church.  Jeers  from  school- 
mates and  scoffs  from  neighbors 
came  to  me  as  a  matter  of  course. 
Our  family  being  alone  in  the 
professions  of  the  gospel  there,  to 
me  it  seemed  that  we  had  always. 
been  the  recipients  of  such  unkind 
attentions,  which  however  served 
to  strengthen  my  faith. 

My  testimony  of  this  work 
dates  back  to  the  limits  of  my 
earliest  memories.  Since  reaching 
the  years  that  bring  with  them 
the  powers  of  judgment,  I  have 
never  been  without  an  assurance 
of  the  divinity  of  this  cause,  and 
therefore  I  claim  no  honor  for 
having  gained  such  knowledge. 
I  regard  it  as  the  greatest  gift  of 
God  to  me  on  earth;  for  though 
it  is  a  natural  endowment,  I  am 
none  the  less  certain  of  its  divine 
origin.  I  cannot  remember  a  time 
when  I  did  not  live,    yet   1   know 


that  my  life  is  a  gift  of  our 
heavenly  Father,  so  also  is  my 
testimony  of  His  will. 

Do  not  conclude  that  my  faith 
has  never  been  assailed;  that  it  is 
like  a  greenhouse  plant  nourished 
through  artificial  culture,  and 
alive  only  because  protected  from 
the  blasts  that  wither  and  the 
frosts  that  destroy.  I  call  to 
mind  many  periods  of  sore  temp- 
tation and  trial,  when  snares  of 
the  wily  adversary  have  been  set 
with  alluring  baits  of  mis-called 
science,  and  that  which  men  style 
wisdom.  Sophistry,  doubt,  and 
the  craft  of  misbelief  have  surged 
in  threatening  torrents  about  the 
delicate  roots  of  the  feeble  plant 
of  my  faith;  5'et,  through  the 
protecting  care  of  the  All  Merci- 
ful, these  dark  rivers  have  been 
made  to  yield  nutriment  and 
impart  strength  to  the  rising  stem 
and  its  sprouting  branches. 

I  know  that  these  vicissitudes 
are  not  yet  over.  A  retro spect^of 
my  faith's  feeble  growth  gives  me 
thankfulness,  but  the  thought  of 
the  future  brings  fear  lest  after 
all  the  sapling  should  be  up- 
rooted. Did  I  not  know  that 
there  is  One  who  will  temper  the 
elements  and  adapt  the  conditions 
to  my  weak  and  immature  growth, 
despair  would  bring  destruction. 
Yet  by  prayer  and  works  I  may 
hope  for  the  continued  support 
of  Him  who  is  the  source  of  my 
testimony  and  the  author  of  my 
life — our  Father. 

Truly  your  brother  in  the 
Gospel, 

J,  E.   Taimage, 
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The  Editor  of  the  Young  Wo- 
man's Journal  has  requested  me 
to  tell'  how  I  first  obtained  a  wit- 
ness of  the  divine  origin  of  the 
Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter- 
day  Saints.  I  do  not  believe  I 
can  comply.  About  all  that  can 
be  done  in  the  premises  is  to  state 
a  few  facts  connected  with  my 
early  experience  in  relation  to  and 
connection  with  the  work  of  God: 

When  a  lad  of  about  sixteen 
years,  in  the  city  of  Edinburgh,  I 
was  walking  along  a  public 
thoroughfare  which  passes  through 
the  meadows,  one  Sunday  morn- 
ing. My  attention  was  attracted 
to  two  men,  who  were  bare 
headed.  One  of  them — the  shorter 
of  the  two— who  had  a  bright, 
kindly  face,  was  preaching.  At 
that  moment  he  was  testifying 
that  God  had  raised  up  a  prophet 
in  these  days  and  established  the 
gospel  in  its  fullness,  as  it  existed 
in  the  days  of  the  ancient 
Apostles.  A  glow  passed  through 
my  being  and  according  to  my 
recollection,  I  was  perfectly 
satisfied  that  this  preacher  spoke 
the  truth.  A  number  of  people 
who  were  standing  around  shout- 
ing derisively  at  the  two  men,  and 
some  of  them  picked  up  stones  as 
if  about  to  pelt  the  objects  of 
their  anger.  This  excited  my 
sympathy  for  the  preachers  and 
indignation  toward  the  persecu- 
tors. My  feelings  were  so  intense 
that  I  involuntarily  buttoned  my 
jacket  and  had  there  been  an 
actual  disturbance  I  believe  I 
should  have  taken  an  active  part 
in  defense  of  the  preachers.     The 


latter  walked  away,  and  I  followed 
them  some  distance,  impelled  by 
curiosity  and  interest  which  ap- 
peared unaccountable. 

If  that  can  be  called  a  testimony 
of  the  truth,  the  manner  of  its 
reception  can  only  be  explained 
on  the  ground  ot  its  being  through 
the  agency  of  the  Spirit  of  Truth, 
"which  maketh  all  things  mani- 
fest. " 

When  about  eighteen  years  old, 
I  was  in  the  town  of  Bingley, 
Yorkshire,  having  been  sent  there 
to  work  by  an  employer.  In  my 
lodgings  I  found  a  pamphlet  en- 
titled "The  Necessity  of  Mira- 
cles," by  Elder  Orson  Pratt. 
After  having  "devoured"  the  con- 
tents, I  informed  my  fellow-lodger, 
a  man  named  John  Thompson, 
that  what  I  had  read  was    "true." 

Mr.  Thompson  remarked:  "The 
Latter-day  Saints  are  Mormons. 
They  are  out  at  Salt  Lake,  in 
America,  where  they  say  they  are 
waiting  for  Christ  to  come.  Their 
teachings  here  are  very  different 
to  their  teachings  and  practices 
out  there.  They  are  a  very  bad 
people. " 

The  reply  to  this  was:  "I  do 
not  know  anything  about  what 
you  say,  but  I  do  know  that  what 
that  pamphlet  contains  is  true." 
It  did  not  appear  that  I  could  be 
any  more  strongly  convinced  that 
this  position  was  correct  than  I 
was  at  that  moment.  It  is  pre- 
sumed that  the  Holy  Spirit  had 
shed  His  light  upon  my  mind  and 
given  a  witness  of  the  truth  as 
far    as   that    testimony    extended. 

After  my  return    to   Edinburgh, 
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and  probably  three  or  four  years 
after  my  having  first  seen  him, 
the  man  whom  I  heard  testify  to 
the  divine  mission  of  Joseph 
Smith  called  at  the  house  of  my 
parents  on  business.  He  was 
instantly  recognized,  and,  in 
answer  to  an  inquiry,  said:  "I 
am  an  Elder  of  the  Church  of 
Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints. " 
I  think  it  was  at  this  time  that 
he  turned  to  me  and  exclaimed, 
"And  you  will  be  one,  too."  If 
not  then  it  was  about  that  time, 
he  explained  the  gospel  to  me. 
I  never  offered  a  word  in  opposi- 
tion, because  I  was  convinced  of 
its  truth. 

I  wrote  to  a  friend,  who  was  at 
that  time  fifty  miles  distant  from 
me,  informing  him  that  I  had 
found  the  true  gospel  of  Christ. 
He  came  to  Edinburgh  and  at 
once  called    to    see    me.     In    his 


eccentric  way  he  opened  the  door 
without  knocking,  and,  walking 
directly  up  to  me,  said:  "Now, 
John,  I  have  come  to  learn  about 
this  religion  you  wrote  to  me 
about."  Feeling  incompetent  to 
give  the  desired  explanation,  I 
subsequently  introduced  him  to 
the  Elder.  Next  Sunday  my 
friend  and  I  attended  meeting 
and  heard  preaching  by  Elders 
Amasa  Lyman  and  Charles  C. 
Rich.  My  friend  and  myself  were 
baptized  and  confirmed  in  a  few 
days  afterwards.  I  cannot  tell 
exactly  where  my  testimony  of 
the  truth  of  the  work  of  God 
began,  because  I  cannot  by 
mental  search  find  a  place  since 
my  first  acquaintance  with  it  that 
I  did  not  have  a  testimony  of  its 
divinity,  so  far  as  I  was  capable 
of  comprehending  its  divinity. 
John  Nicholson, 


HISTORICAL  SKETCH  OF  THE  CHURCH, 

FROM  THE  TIME  OF  THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  THE  FFJPHETS  JOSEPH  SMITH 

AND  HYRUM  SMITH. 


XVI. 
In  the  month  of  July,  1845, 
President  Woodruff  wrote  to  the 
Millennial  Star,  Vol.  6:  "I  had 
also  the  pleasing  reflection  of 
knowing  that  I  had,  upon  the  7th 
day  of  June,  1845,  the  pleasure 
of  securing  unto  the  Church  the 
copyright  of  the  Book  of  Doctrine 
and  Covenants  of  the  Church  of 
Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints, 
brought  forth  by  the  mouth  of  the 
Prophet,  Seer  and  Revelator, 
Joseph  Smith,  which  book  is  one 


of 


records 


the  most  important 
ever  presented  to  this  or  any 
other  generation,  and  is  now  for 
sale  at  our  office  in  Liverpool  and 
by  our  agents  throughout  the 
United  Kingdom.  Let  our  ene- 
mies cease  to  accuse  us  of  wish- 
ing to  keep  this  work  secret.  We 
say  unto  all,  come  and  buy,  and 
read  for  yourselves,  digest  it, 
learn  wisdom,  and  practice  holi- 
ness." 

On  the  morning  of  the   24th   of 
May,  1845,    the    capstone    of    the 
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Temple  in  Nauvoo  was  laid  in  its 
place,  when  "Hosannah  to  God 
and  the  Lamb"  rent  the  skies  by 
the  worshiping  assembly.  Presi- 
dent Brigham  Young,  in  a  letter 
written  by  him  to  the  President 
of  the  British  Mission,  in  the 
summer  of  1845,  said:  "It  is  a 
part  of  our  religion  to  support 
any  government  wherever  we  may 
be  that  will  protect  us  in  common 
with  other  citizens;  for  to  this 
end  governments  are  instituted; 
and  as  England  has  ever  been 
true  and  faithful  to  us  as  a  people, 
in  common  with  others,  the 
Elders  cannot  be  too  particular 
to  enjoin  on  all  the  Saints  to 
yield  obedience  to  the  laws,  and 
respect  every  man  in  his  office, 
letting  politics  wholly,  entirely 
and  absolutely  alone,  and  preach 
the  principles  of  the  gospel  of  sal- 
vation; for  to  this  end  they  were 
ordained  and  sent  forth.  We 
have  thought  it  may  be  very 
agreeable  to  the  feelings  of  the 
English  Saints  to  furnish  a  bell 
for  the  temple,  if  it  is  their 
pleasure.  You  can  forward  it  the 
first  conveyance,  and  we  will  have 
it  hung  as  the  building  is  going 
up.  *  *  *  We  have  thought 
2000  lbs.  weight  would  do,  but 
we  leave  this  to  your  judgment." 
Elder  J.  M.  Grant,  addressing 
the  President  of  the  British  Mis- 
sion, dated  at  Philadelphia,  July 
12th,  1845,  said:  "I  have  received 
both  of  your  interesting  letters, 
and  also  the  minutes  of  your 
general  conference.  While  read- 
ing the  same  my  soul  was  filled 
with  joy;   for  a  moment  I    seemed 


to  be  with  you.  With  the  velocity 
of  light  my  thoughts  crossed  the 
briny  deep,  and  traced  you  in 
your  various  meanderings  through- 
out England  and  Scotland,  the 
land     of     my      father's      nativity. 

*  *  *  jhe  work  of  the  Lord 
has  prospered  in  Philadelphia 
since  you  were  here;  some  twenty 
or  thirty  new  members  have  been 
baptized;  our  congregations  have 
greatly  increased  in  numbers;  the 
Spirit  of  the  Lord  is  in  our  midst, 
therefore    our    union     is     strong. 

*  *  *  In  the  city  of  New  York 
the  cause  is  onward,  new  mem- 
bers are  joining  the  Church,  all 
are  alive  on  the  subject  of  build- 
ing up  Nauvoo  and  finishing  the 
Temple.  *  *  *  Elder  Pratt 
has  thrown  a  flood  of  light 
throughout  all  this  part  of  the 
vineyard,  to  the  joy  of  many 
Saints.  Boston  is  blessed  with 
more  Saints  than  any  other  citj' 
in  the  Eastern  States.  Elder  Wil- 
lard  Snow  has  charge  there,  under 
the  direction  of  Elder  Pratt.  That 
branch,  I  think,  numbers  between 
three  and  four  hundred    members. 

*  *  *  'Phe  northern  sections 
of  the  States,  the  almost  innumer- 
able branches  of  the  Church  are 
on  the  increase,  notwithstanding 
the  Elders  in  general  are  called 
to  Nauvoo.  The  interior  of  the 
different  States  are  now  beholding 
hundreds  of  their  best  citizens 
leaving  their  homes  to  locate  with 
the  Saints  and  help  to  build  the 
Temple  of  our  God.  From  the 
south  the  news  is  cheering  to  me 
and  all  Saints.  You  are  aware  of 
my  labors  in  South  Western   Vir- 
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ginia  and  North  Carolina.  Before 
I  left  there  I  organized  a  confer- 
ence, of  two  hundred  members, 
consisting  of  seven  churches  in 
seven  different  counties;  the  last 
account  shows  an  increase  of  over 
150  since  I  left  the  field.  The 
accounts  received  from  Alabama, 
Georgia,  Mississippi,  Louisiana, 
and  Tennessee,  go  to  show  that 
the  South  keeps  not  back.  The 
news  from  Canada  proves  that 
the  North  is  giving  up  also  as  the 
prophet  said.  The  leaven  is 
working  in  all  North  America. 
The  earth  brings  forth  her 
strength;  the  Saints  in  Hancock 
county,  and  the  adjacent  ones, 
will  this  season  raise  grain 
enough  to  support  half  the  whole 
State. " 

A  conference  was  held  at  Jack- 
son, Michigan,  July  5th  and  6th, 
1845,  and  one  in  the  town  of 
Florence,  St.  Joseph  County, 
Michigan,  June  7th  and  8th,  1845. 
Nine  branches  were  represented. 
In  the  month  of  August,  1845, 
Elder  Orson  Pratt  arrived  in  the 
city  of  New  York,  having  been 
appointed  to  succeed  Elder 
Parley  P.  Pratt  in  the  presidency 
over  the  Churches  in  the  East. 
In  his  message  to  the  Saints  in 
the  eastern  and  middle  States  he 
said:  "It  is  with  feelings  of  no 
ordinary  kind  that  I  now  enter 
upon  the  highly  responsible  duties 
of  a  watchman  and  shepherd, 
and  a  presiding  officer  over  you. 
Great  are  the  responsibilities  and 
highly  important  are  the  duties  of 
one  who  is  entrusted  with  the 
oversight  and  welfare  of  numerous 


branches  of  the  Church  of  the 
living  God.  *  *  *  The  present 
prospects  of  the  Saints  in  the 
east  are  indeed  cheering.  *  *  * 
The  influence  of  Rigdon,  with 
his  organized  apostasy,  is  twice 
dead,  plucked  up  by  the  roots, 
lost,  swallowed  up  and  engulphed 
in  its  own  pit  of  corruption. 
*  *  *  Let  every  High  Priest, 
Elder,  officer  and  member  be 
careful  not  to  teach,  either  pub- 
licly or  privately,  any  doctrine 
or  precept  contrary  to  the  word 
of  God  or  the  principles  of  sound 
morality  and  virtue.  *  *  * 
The  same  eternal  relation  of  per- 
fect government  on  the  part  of 
the  father,  and  of  perfect  obedi- 
ence on  the  part  of  the  children, 
should  be  maintained  that  exists 
between  the  eternal  Father  and 
His  Son  Jesus  Christ.  *  *  * 
The  press,  if  rightly  used,  can  be 
made  a  mighty  engine  of  truth, 
more  terrible  to  this  guilty  gener- 
ation than  the  hand  writing  on  the 
wall  was  to  Belshazzar.  *  *  * 
With  anxious  desires  for  your 
welfare,  and  with  the  warmest 
feelings  of  affection  and  love,  I 
subscribe  myself,  your  faithful 
shepherd  in  the  new  and  everlast- 
ing covenant." 

The  following  conferences  were 
held  in  the  fall  of  1845:  At 
Sheffield,  England,  24th  of  August. 
Elder  James  Ure  presided.  There 
were  seven  branches  represented, 
containing  394  members,  11 
Elders,  26  Priests,  10  Teachers 
and  7  Deacons;  56  having  been 
baptized  since  last  conference. 
At  Preston,  England,  August  31st. 
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Elder  Leonard    Hardy    presided. 
Eleven     branches      were      repre- 
sented, containing   542    members, 
18  Elders,  23  Priests,  16  Teachers 
and  4    Deacons;  45    having    been 
baptized  since  last  conference.   At 
Burke's  Garden,  Tazwell  County,- 
Virginia,  on  the  31st   of   August. 
Elder  James  Parke  presided.     At 
Glasgow,     Scotland,     on    31st    of 
August,    Elder    McCue    presided. 
The    branches    represented     1148 
members,      1     High     Priest,      39 
Elders,  49  Priests,  37  Teachers,  25 
Deacons;  58  being  added  by  bap- 
tism    since    last    conference.     At 
Manchester,       England,       August 
15th,     Elder  Milton  Holmes  pre- 
sided.    Twenty;five  branches  were 
represented,  containing  1769  mem- 
bers, 44     Elders,    97    Priests,    57 
Teachers,   27    Deacons,    and     115 
baptized  since  last  conference.   At 
Leominster,    Herefordshire,    Eng- 
land, on  the   14th   of   September. 
Elder    E.     F.     Sheets    presided. 
Ten     branches   were   represented, 
containing  181    members,    includ- 
ing   9     Elders,      12      Priests,      3 
Teachers    and    1     Deacon.     Mars 
Hill  conference  met   on    the    21st 
of  September,    in     the    parish    of 
Suckley,      Worcestershire,      Eng- 
land.      There    were     represented 
eleven    branches,    containing    466 
members,     including    15     Elders, 
25       Priests,       11      Teachers,      7 
Deacons.     The  Staffordshire   con- 
ference met    at    Burslem,    on    the 
28th      September.       There     were 
represented  13  branches,    contain- 
ing   329    members,    including    35 
Elders,  37  Priests,    20   Teachers, 
and  10    Deacons.      Elder     Hiram 


Clark  presided  in  this  conference. 
The  Leamington  Conference  met 
on   the    5th    of    October.     Presi- 
dent Wilford  Woodruff   presided. 
There  were  represented  4  branches, 
containing  92  membes,    including 
4  Elders,  5  Priests,  1  Teacher  and 
3  Deacons.     The  Carlisle  Confer- 
ence   met    on    the    5th    October, 
when    there    were    represented    5 
branches,     containing    167    mem- 
bers.    Elder  Thomas  Barton  pre- 
sided.      The    Garway  Conference 
met  on  the  19th   October.     Elder 
William    Allen    presided.     There 
were  represented  5  branches,  con- 
taining 107    members,    3    Elders, 
Eight  Priests,  3  Teachers,    and    1 
Deacon.     On  Sunday,  the  5th    of 
October,  1845,    the  first    meeting 
in  the  Nauvoo  Temple   was   held. 
In  Vol.   6  Times  and  Seasons,  page 
1017,     we      find     the     following: 
"Through  the  indefatigable   exer- 
tions,    unceasing     industry,      and 
heaven-blessed      labors,      in     the 
midst      of      trials,      tribulations, 
poverty    and    worldly     obstacles, 
solemnized  in  some   instances    by 
death,  about  five  thousand   Saints 
had      the    inexpressible    joy    and 
great  gratification  to    meet  for  the 
first  time  in     the    House     of    the 
Lord     in     the     city     of      Joseph. 
From  mites   and   tithing   millions 
had  risen  up  to  the  glory  of  God, 
as  a   temple   where    the    children 
of  the  last   kingdom   could    come 
together  and  praise  the  Lord.      It 
certainly  afforded  a  holy   satisfac- 
tion to   think    that  since    the   6th 
of  April,  1844,  when  the  first  stone 
was  laid  amid  the   most   straight- 
ened   circumstances,    the    Church 
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of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day 
Saints  had  witnessed  their  'bread 
cast  upon  waters,*  or  more 
properly  speaking,  their  obedience 
to  the  commandments  of  the  Lord, 
appear  in  the  tangible  form  of  a 
temple,  entirely  enclosed,  win- 
dows in,  with  temporary  floors, 
pulpits,  and  seats  to  accommo- 
date so  many  persons  preparatory 
to  a  general  conference,  no 
general  conference  having  been 
held  for  three  years  past,  accord- 
ing to  the  declaration  of  our  mar- 
tyred prophet:  'There  shall  be  no 
more  baptisms  for  the  dead  until 
the  ordinance  can  be  attended  to 
in  the  font  of  the  Lord's  House; 
and  the  Church  shall  not  hold 
another  general  conference  until 
they  can  meet  in  sai^  house. 
For  thus  said  the  Lord.*  Presi- 
dent Young  opened  the  services 
of  the  day  in  a  dedicatory  prayer, 
presenting  the  temple,  thus  far 
completed,  as  a  monument  of  the 
Saints*  liberality,  fidelity  and 
faith,  concluding,  'Lord,  we 
dedicate  this  house  and  ourselves 
unto  thee. '  The  day  was  occupied 
most  agreealby  in  hearing  instruc- 
tions and  teachings,  and  offering 
up  the  gratitude  of  honest  hearts, 
for  so  great  a  privilege  of  wor- 
shiping God  within  instead  of 
without  an  edifice,  whose  beauty 
and  workmanship  will  compare 
with  any  house  of  worship  in 
America,  and  whose  motto  is 
Holiness  to  the  Lord.*" 

On  the  6th  of  April,  1846,  a 
general  conference  of  the  Church 
was  held  in  the  Nauvoo  Temple. 
Seven     of    the    Twelve    Apostles 


were  present.  The  Twelve  were 
sustained  unanimously  as  Presi- 
dents of  the  whole  Church.  The 
name  of  each  Apostle  was  pre- 
sented to  the  conference,  and  all 
were  unanimously  sustained,  ex- 
cepting William  Smith  and 
Lyman  Wight. 

Elder  Parley  P.  Pratt  arose  and 
said:  "I  have  an  objection  to 
Brother  William  continuing  in  that 
office.  I  feel,  as  an  individual, 
that  I  cannot  conscientiously 
uphold  and  sustain  Brother  Wil- 
liam as  one  of  the  Twelve  Apos- 
tles until  he  thinks  different  from 
what  he  does  now.  I  have  many 
reasons  for  this,  but  I  will  merely 
mention  one  or  two,  which  must 
suffice  for  the  present.  In  the 
first  place,  I  have  proof  positive 
that  he  is  an  aspiring  man,  that 
he  aspires  to  uproot  and  under- 
mine the  legal  Presidency  of  the 
Church,  that  he  may  occupy  the 
place  himself.  This  he  has 
avowed  openly  in  the  east,  which 
I  can  prove  by  good  and  substan- 
tial witnesses.  In  the  second 
place,  while  he  was  in  the  east, 
to  my  certain  knowledge,  his 
doctrine  and  conduct  have  not 
had  a  savory  influence,  but  have 
produced  death  and  destruction 
wherever  he  went.  This  also  I 
am  well  prepared  to  prove. 
*  *  *  For  these  two  reasons 
I  would  plead,  for  one,  that  we 
no  longer  sustain  him  in  his  office 
till  a  proper  investigation  can  be 
had,  and  he  make  satisfaction. " 
The  motion  being  made  to  sustain 
him  was  seconded.  A  vote  was 
taken  to  sustain  him,  but  was  lost 
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unanimously.  It  was  moved  that 
Lyman  Wight  be  continued  and 
sustained  as  one  of  the  Twelve 
Apostles.  There  were  objections 
offered,  and  his  case  was  laid 
over  until  he  could  be  heard  from. 
In  the  discourses  delivered  in  this 
conference  frequent  allusions  were 
made  in  relation  to  leaving 
Nauvoo  and  moving  west.  •  We 
will  here  cite  a  few:  Elder  Parley 
P.  Pratt  said — "The  people  of 
God  always  were  required*  to 
make  sacrifices,  and  if  we  have 
a  sacrifice  to  make,  I  am  in  favor 
of  its  being  something  worthy  of 
the  people  of  God.  We  do  not 
want  to  leave  a  desolate  place  to 
be  a  reproach  to  us,  but  some- 
thing that  will  be  a  monument  of 
our  industry  and  virtue.  Our 
houses,  our  farms,  the  temple 
and  all  we  leave  will  be  a  monu- 
ment to  those  who  may  visit  the 
place  of  our  industry,  diligence 
and  virtue.  There  is  no  sacrifice 
required  at  the  hands  of  the 
people  of  God  but  shall  be  re- 
warded to  them  an  hundred  fold 
in  time  and  in  eternity.  The 
Lord  has  another  purpose  to 
bring  about  and  to  fulfill.  We 
know  that  the  great  work  of  God 
must  all  the  while  be  on  the 
increase       and       grow        greater. 

*  *  *  The  Lord  designs  to 
lead  us  to  a  wider  field  of  action, 
where  there  will  be  more  room  for 
the  Saints  to  grow  and  increase, 
and  where  there  will  be  no  one 
to  say  we  crowd  them,  and  where 
we  can  enjoy  the  pure  principles 
of     liberty      and       equal     rights. 

*  *     *     It  has  cost  us    more   for 


sickness,  defense  against  mobs, 
vexatious  prosecutions  and  to 
purchase  lands  in  this  place  than 
as  much  improvement  will  cost  in 
another.  *  *  *  in  short,  this 
people  are  fast  approaching  that 
point  which  ancient  prophets 
have  long  since  pointed  out  as 
the  destiny  of  the  Saints  of  the 
last  days." 

Elder  George  A.  Smith  said  he 
"was  glad  of  the  prospects  of 
leaving  this  county  and  seeking  a 
place  where  we  may  enjoy  the 
fruits  of  our  labors  and  God  him- 
self be  the  sole  proprietor  of  the 
elements.  Here  is  one  principle 
in  which  we  want  this  whole 
people  to  unite.  When  we  were 
to  leave  Missouri  the  Saints 
entered  into  a  covenant  not  to 
cease  their  exertions  until  every 
Saint  who  wished  to  go  was 
removed,  which  was  done.  We 
are  better  off  now  than  we  were 
then,  and  we  want  to  see  the  same 
principle  carried  out  now,  that 
every  man  will  give  all  to  help 
the  poor,  and  ever}'  honest, 
industrious  member  who  wants 
to  go  may  be  enabled  to  do  so. 
We  desire  to  see  this  influence 
extend  from  the  west  to  the  east 
sea. " 

"President  Brigham  Young 
moved  that  we  take  all  the  Saints 
with  us,  to  the  extent  of  our 
ability,  that  is,  our  influence  and 
property;  seconded  by  Elder 
Kimball,  and  carried  unani- 
mously." President  Young  con- 
tinued: "If  you  will  be  faithful  to 
your  covenant,  I  will  now  prophecy 
that  the    great    God    will    shower 
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down  means  upon  this  people  to 
accomplish  to  the  very  letter.  I 
thank  God  that  the  time  has 
come  so  much  sooner  than  I 
expected,  that  the  scripture  is 
being  fulfilled,  'My  people  shall 
be  willing  in  the  day  of  my 
power;"  and  I  almost  feel  to 
thank  our  friends  abroad  for 
hastening  it  now  on." 

President  Heber  C.  Kimball 
said:  "I  have  seen  people  crying 
and  weeping,  and  mourning 
because  they  had  nothing  to  do; 
but  when  we  leave  this  place  you 
will  never  have  cause  to  weep  for 
not  having  anything  to  do  from 
this  time  forth  and  forevermore, 
if  you  are  faithful  to  your  calling. 

♦  *  *  We  are  now  about  com- 
ing to  the  apostolic  religion;  that 
is,  you  will  sell  all,  and  come  and 
lay  it  down  at  the   Apostles'  feet. 

*  *  *  I  will  prophecy  that  in 
five  years  we  will  be  as  well 
again  off  as  we  are  now.  *  *  * 
Since  we  have  had  an  invitation 
from  our  friends  to  leave  the 
country  many  have  asked,  shall 
we  go  and  labor  for  them?  They 
may  go  if  they  have  a  mind  to; 
but  I  won't  do  it;  I'll  see  them 
go  the  other  way  first.  *  *  * 
When  men  came  in  here  to  divide 
you,  and  when  the  mob  came,  did 
we  flee?  No,  no  I  The  hireling 
fleeth,  but  we  felt  like  a  father, 
and  if  you  had  to  die  we  would 
die  with  you.  We  want  to  feed 
the  sheep  to  nourish  them;  they 
have  a  tremendous  journey  to 
take,  and  when  we  see  one  that 
is  weak  and  feeble  we  will  take 
it  up,   put    it    into   a   wagon,    and 


take  you  all  with  us." 

On  the  third  day  of  the  con- 
ference, Sister  Lucy  Smith, 
mother  of  the  prophet,  expressed 
a  desire  to  speak  a  few  words  to 
the  congregation.  Her  request 
was  granted.  Her  is  a  synop- 
sis of  her  remarks:  "I  am 
the  mother  of  eleven  children, 
seven  of  whom  were  boys.  She 
raised  them  in  the  fear  and  love 
of  God,  and  never  was  there  a 
more  obedient  family.  She 
warned  parents  that  they  were 
accountable  for  their  children's 
conduct;  advised  them  to  give 
them  books  and  work  to  keep 
them  from  idleness;  warned  all 
to  be  full  of  love,  goodness  and 
kindness,  and  never  to  do  in 
secret  what  they  would  not  do  in 
the  presence  of  millions.  *  *  * 
She  remarked  that  it  was  eighteen 
years  since  Joseph  Smith  the 
Prophet  had  become  acquainted 
with  the  contents  of  the  plates; 
and  then  in  a  concise  manner 
related  over  the  most  prominent 
points  in  the  early  history  of  her 
family,  their  hardships,  trials, 
privations,  persecutions,  and 
sufferings,  and  more  especially 
the  part  relating  to  a  scene  in 
Missouri,  where  her  beloved  son 
Joseph  was  condemned  to  be  shot 
in  fifteen  minutes,  and  she  by 
prodigious  efforts  was  enabled 
to  press  through  the  crowd  to 
where  he  was,  and  to  give  him 
her  hand;  but  could  not  see  his 
face.  He  took  her  hand  and 
kissed  it.  She  said,  'Let  me 
hear  your  voice  once  more,  my 
son.'     He  said,     'God    bless    you 
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my  dear  mother. '  *  *  *  She 
mentioned  a  discourse  delivered 
by  Joseph,  after  his  return  from 
Washington,  in  which  he  said 
that  he  had  done  all  that  could 
be  done  on  earth  to  obtain  justice 
for  their  wrongs;  but  they  were 
all,  from  the  President  to  the 
judge,  determined  not  to  grant 
justice.  'But,*  said  he,  'keep 
good  courage,  these  cases  are 
recorded  in  heaven,  and  I  am 
going  to  lay  them  before  the 
highest  court  in  heaven.'  Little 
did  I  then  think  he  was  so  soon 
to  leave  us,  to  take  the  case  up 
himself.  And  don't  you  think 
this    case    is    now    being    tried? 

*  *  *  I  feel  that  the  Lord  will 
let  Brother  Brigham  take  the 
people  away.  Here  in  this  city 
lay  my  dead,  my  husband  and 
children,  and  if  so  be  the  rest  of 
my  children  go  with  you  (and  I 
would  to  God  they  may  all  go), 
the}'  will  not  go  without  me;  and 
if  I  go  I  want  my  bones  brought 
back,  in  case  I  die  away,  and 
deposited  with  my  husband  and 
children." 

President  Brigham  Young  re- 
marked: "Mother  Smith  proposes 
a  thing  which  rejoices  my  heart. 
She  will  go  with  us.  I  can  answer 
for  the  authorities  of  the  Church; 
we  want  her  and  her  children  to 
go  with  us;  and  I  pledge  myself 
in  behalf  of  the  authorities  of  the 
Church,  that  while  we  have  any- 
thing they    shall    share    with    us. 

*  *  *  I  say,  in  the  name  of 
the  Latter-day  Saints,  we  will 
supply  her  wants.  *  *  *  Joseph 
once  said,  with  outstretched  arms. 


'If  I  fall  in  battle  in  Missouri,  I 
want  you  to  bring  my  bones  back 
and  deposit  them  in  that  sepul- 
chre. I  command  you  to  do  it  in 
the  name  of  the  Lord.'  And  I 
pledge  myself,  if  Mother  Smith 
goes  with  us,  and  I  outlive  her, 
I  will  do  my  best  to  bring  her 
bones  back  again  and  deposit 
them  with  her  children,  and  I 
want  to  know  if  this  people  are 
willing  to  enter  into  a  covenant 
to  do  the  same."  (Unanimous 
vote.)  He  continued:  "We  are 
determined  also  to  use  every 
means  in  our  power  to  do  all  that 
Joseph  told  us;  and  we  will  peti- 
tion Sister  Emma  ( the  prophet's 
wife)  to  let  us  deposit  the  remains 
of  Joseph  according  as  he  com- 
manded us;  and  if  she  will  not 
consent  to  it  our  garments  are 
clear. " 

D(K)id  John. 


In  Walkertown,  Canada,  a  wo- 
man, Miss  Roether,  is  superin- 
tendent of  the  jail,  and  a  very 
favorable  report  of  the  Bruce 
County  jail  has  been  rendered  by 
the  Ontario  prison  inspector. 

The  street-cleaning  and  sprink- 
ling business  of  Newburgh  has 
been  conducted  with  profit  and 
success  for  the  past  seventeen 
years  by  a  women.  She  employs 
twenty  men,  but  does  her  own 
collecting  and  superintends  the 
work. 

A  GOLD  brick  worth  $230,000 
will  be  exhibited  at  the  World's 
Fair  by  Montana. 
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ETIQUETTE. 


'*We  must  be  gentle  now  we  are  gentlemen." 
Shakespeare. 
"Manners  are  not  idle,  but  the  fruit 
or  noble  nature  and  of  loyal  mind." 

Tennyson. 
"  A  beautiful  behavior  is  better  than  a  beauti- 
ful  form ;  it    gives    a    higher    pleasure    than 
statues  and  pictures  ;  it  is  the  finest  of  the  tine 
arts." — Emerson. 

"  Manners  are  often  too   much   neglected ; 
they  are  most  important  to  men,  no  less  than  to 
women ;  manners  are  the  shadows  to  virtues." 
Rev.  Sidney  Smith. 

"Manner,"  says  Samuel  Smiles, 
"is  one  of  the  principal  external 
graces  of  character.  It  is  the 
ornament  of  action,  and  often 
makes  the  commonest  office 
beautiful  by  the  way  in  which  it 
performs  them. 

"It  is  a  happy  way  of  doing 
things,  adorning  even  the  smallest 
details  of  life  and  contributing  to 
render  it  as  a  whole  agreeable 
and  pleasant.  Manner  is  not  so 
frivolous  or  unimportant  as  some 
may  think  it  to  be;  for  it  tends 
greatly  to  facilitate  the  business 
of  life,  as  well  as  to  sweeten  and 
soften  social  intercourse.  *Vir- 
tue  itself,'  says  Bishop  Middle- 
ton,  'offends  when  coupled  with 
a  forbidding  manner.' 

"Manner  has  a  good  deal  to  do 
with  the  estimation  in  which  men 
are  held  by  the  world,  and  has 
often  more  influence  in  the  gov- 
ernment of  others  than  qualities 
of  much  greater  depth  and  sub- 
stance. A  manner  at  once  gracious 
and  cordial  is  among  the  greatest 
aids  to  success,  and  many  there 
are  who  fail  for  want  of  it;  for 
a   great   deal   depends    upon    first 


impressions,  and  these  are 
usually  favorable  or  otherwise 
according  to  man's  courteousness 
and  civility.  While  rudeness  and 
gruffness  bar  doors  and  shut 
hearts,  kindness  and  propriety  of 
behavior,  in  which  good  manners 
consist,  act  as  an  open  sesame 
everywhere;  doors  unbar  before 
them,  and  they  are  a  passport  to 
the  hearts  of  everybody,  young 
and  old.  There  is  a  common 
saying  that  'Manners  make  the 
man;'  but  this  is  not  so  true  as 
that  *Man  makes  the  manners. ' 
A  man  may  be  gruff,  and  even 
rude,  and  yet  be  good  at  heart 
and  of  sterling  character;  yet  he 
would  doubtless  be  a  much  more 
agreeable  and  probably  a  much 
more  useful  man,  were  he  to 
exhibit  that  suavity  of  disposition 
and  courtesy  of  manner  which 
always  gives  a  finish  to  the  true 
gentleman. 

"A  man's  manner,  to  a  certain 
extent,  indicates  his  character. 
It  is  the  external  exponent  of  his 
inner  nature.  It  indicates  his 
taste,  his  feelings,  and  his  tem- 
per, as  well  as  the.  society  to 
which  he  has  been  accustomed. 
There  is  a  conventional  manner, 
which  is  of  very  little  importance; 
but  the  natural  manner,  the  out- 
come of  natural  gifts,  improved  by 
careful  self-culture,  signifies  a 
great  deal. 

"Grace  of  manner  is  inspired  by 
sentiment,  which  is  a  source  of 
no  slight  enjoyment  to  a  culti- 
vated    mind.       Viewed      in     this 
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light,  sentiment  is  of  almost  as 
much  importance  as  talents  and 
acquirements,  while  it  is  even 
more  influential  in  giving  the 
direction  to  a  man's  taste  and 
character. 

"  But  what  is  taste  ?  we 
hear  from  the  young,  enquiring 
mind.  Some  consider  taste  as  a 
mere  sensibility  and  others  as 
a  single  exercise  of  judgment; 
but  a  union  of  both  is  requisite 
to  the  existence  of  anything 
which  deserves  the  name.  Web- 
ster defines  it  as  a  nice  percep- 
tion, critical  discernment.  Taste 
views  things  not  merely  as  they 
are  in  themselves,  but  as  they 
are  or  are  not  adapted  to  the 
objects  with  which  they  are 
associated  and  the  surrounding 
circumstances;  and  sentiment  is 
defined  as  thought  prompted 
by  feeling;  sensibility,  decision 
formed  by  deliberation  or  reason- 
ing. Sympathy  is  the  golden 
key  that  unlocks  the  hearts  of 
others.  It  not  only  teaches 
politeness  and  courtesy,  but  gives 
insight  and  unfolds  wisdom,  and 
may  almost  be  regarded  as  the 
crowning  grace  of  humanity. 

"Want  of  respect  for  the  feel- 
ings of  others  usually  originates  in 
selfishness,  and  issues  in  hard- 
ness and  repulsiveness  in  manners. 
It  may  not  proceed  from  malig- 
nity so  much  as  from  want  of 
sympathy  and  want  of  delicacy —  | 
a  want  of  that  perception  of  and 
attention  to  those  little  and 
apparently  trifling  things  by 
which  pleasure  is  given  and  pain 
occasioned    to    others.       Without 


some  degree  of  self  restraint  in 
society  a  person  may  be  found 
almost  insufferable.  For  want  of 
self-restraint  many  people  are 
engaged  all  their  lives  in  fighting 
with  difficulties  of  their  own  mak- 
ing, rendering  success  impossible 
by  their  own  cross-grained  un- 
gentleness;  while  others  who  may 
be  much  less  gifted  make  their 
way  and  achieve  success  by  sim- 
ple patience,  equanimity  and  self 
control.  It  may  be  said  that  people 
succeed  in  life  quite  as  much  by 
their  temper  as  by  their  talents. 
We  may  show  our  disregard  of 
others  in  various  impolite  ways, 
as,  for  instance,  by  neglect  of 
propriety  in  dress,  by  absence  of 
cleanliness,  or  by  indulging  in 
repulsive  habits.  The  slovenly, 
dirty  person,  by  rendering  him- 
self physically  disagreeable,  sets 
the  tastes  and  feelings  of  others 
at  defiance,  and  is  rude  and  un- 
civil, only  under  another  fornr.. 
Good  manners  are  usually  sup 
posed  to  be  the  peculiar  charac- 
teristic of  persons  gently  born 
and  bred,  and  of  persons  moving 
in  the  higher  rather  than  in  the 
lower  spheres  of  sociey,  and  this 
is  no  doubt  to  ^  great  extent 
true,  because  of  the  more  favor- 
able surroundings  of  the  former 
in  early  life;  but  there  is  no 
reason  why  the  poorest  classes 
should  not  practice  good  manners 
towards  each  other  as  well  as  the 
richest.  One  may  be  polite  and 
gentle  with  very  little  money  in 
his  purse.  Politeness  goes  far, 
yet  costs  nothing.  Is  the  hum- 
blest of  the    fine    arts,    yet  is    so 
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useful  and  pleasure- giving  that 
it  might  be  ranked  among  the 
humanities.  The  French  ,  and 
Germans,  of  even  the  humblest 
classes,  are  gracious  in  manner, 
complaisant,  cordial  and  well 
bred.  A  great  deal  of  the  success 
of  manner  consists  in  tact,  and 
it  is  because  women,  on  the 
whole,  have  greater  tact  than 
men  that  they  prove  its  most 
influential  teachers.  They  have 
more  self-restraint  than  men,  and 
are  naturally  more  gracious  and 
polite.  They  possess  an  intuitive 
quickness  and  readiness  of  action, 
have  a  keener  insight  into 
character,  and  exhibit  greater 
discrimination  and  address.  In 
matters  of  social  detail  aptness 
and  dexterity  come  to  them  like 
nature,  and  hence  well-mannered 
men  usually  receive  their  best 
culture  by  mixing  in  the  society 
of  gentle  and  adroit  women. 
Tact  is  an  intuitive  art  of  manner 
which  carries  one  through  a 
difficulty  better  than  either  talent 
or  knowledge.  Talent  is  power, 
tact  is  skill;  talent  makes  a  man 
respectable,  tact  makes  him 
respected.  Talent  knows  what 
to  do,  tact  knows  how  to  do  it. 
Talent  is  wealth,  tact  is  ready 
money.  While  grace  of  manner, 
politeness  of  behavior,  elegance 
of  demeanor,  and  all  the  arts 
that  contribute  to  make  life 
pleasant  and  beautiful,  are 
worthy  of  cultivation,  it  must  not 
be  at  the  expense  of  more  solid 
and  enduring  qualities  ot  honesy, 
sincerity  and  truthfulness.  The 
fountain  of  beauty  must  be  in  the 


heart  more  than  in  the  eye,  and 
if  it  do  not  tend  to  produce 
beautiful  life  and  noble  practice 
it  will  prove  of  very  little  avail. 
While  the  cultivation  of  grace  is 
not  to  be  neglected,  it  should 
never  be  forgotten  that  there  is 
something  far  higher  and  nobler 
to  be  aimed  at,  greater  than 
pleasure,  greater  than  art,  greater 
than  wealth,  greater  than  power, 
greater  than  intellect,  greater 
than  genius,  and  that  is  purity 
and  excellence  of  character. 
Without  a  solid,  sterling  basis  of 
individual  goodness,  all  the  grace, 
elegance  and  art  in  the  world 
would  fail  to  save  or  to  elevate  a 
people. " 

We  have  quoted  copiously 
from  this  great  writer,  feeling 
sure  that  his  words  would  have 
more  weight  than  anything  that 
•our  feeble  pen  could  frame  on 
this  intensely  important  and  in- 
teresting subject.  And  now  I 
think  I  hear  a  bevy  of  bright, 
fun-loving  girls,  comely  in  form 
and  feature,  as  our  innocent  girls 
are,  who  are  not  quite  sure  of 
the  ways  of  polite  society,  yet 
anxious  to  learn,  asking  us  to 
give  some  good  rules  for 

INTRODUCTION, 

for  on  approaching  the  charmed 
circle  of  what  is  termed  society 
every  timid  young  girl  senses  a 
degree  of  self-distrust  very  painful 
and  embarassing.  She  is  anxious 
to  do  "just  right,"  and  do  it  all 
with  an  easy  grace  like  one 
accustomed  to  it.  That  is  a  right 
feeling,  and  with  a  few  rules 
firmly  fixed    in    her    memory,     by 
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observing  how  others  do,  and 
being  careful,  not  too  conscious 
of  self,  however,  thinking  that 
others  are  making  her  their 
special  study,  she  will  never 
appear  very  awkward  in  any 
place.  It  is  my  humble  opinion 
that  in  all  mixed  companies  our 
girls  cannot  be  too  careful  of  the 
liberty  they  give  others  in  intro- 
ducing them  to  new  acquaintance. 
There  are  many  people  whom  we 
are  obliged  to  meet  whom  we  do 
not  care  to  know,  and  it  is,  or 
should  be,  in  the  power  of  every 
girl  to  protect  herself  from  unde- 
sirable acquaintances.  But  in 
companies  where  all  are  known 
to  be  of  good  character,  among 
those  known  as  good  Latter-day 
Saints,  we  should  not  be  too 
reserved  and  require  a  formal 
introduction  before  exchanging 
the  common  civilities  of  the 
occasion;  sitting  in  silent  reserve, 
maintaining  a  "I  am  better  than 
thou"  expression  and  attitude, 
but  wear  a  pleasant  expression, 
and  appear  willing  to  enter  into 
conversation  with  those  present. 
To  introducing  persons  who 
are  mutually  unknown  is  to  un- 
dertake a  serious  responsibility, 
and  to  certify  to  each  the  respect- 
ability of  the  other.  Never 
undertake  this  responsibility 
without  in  the  first  place  asking 
yourself  whether  the  persons  are 
likely  to  be  agreeable  to  each 
other;  nor,  in  the  second  place, 
without  ascertaining  whether  it 
will  be  acceptable  to  both  parties 
to  become  acquainted.  First. 
Always    introduce    the  gentleman 


to  the  lady,  never  the  lady  to  the 
gentleman.  The  chivalry  of 
etiquette  assumes  that  the  lady  is 
invariably  the  superior  in  right 
of  her  sex,  and  that  the  gentle- 
man is  honored  in  the  introduc- 
tion. This  rule  is  to  be  observed 
even  when  the  social  rank  of  the 
gentleman  is  higher  than  that  of 
the  lady.  Second.  Where  the 
sexes  are  the  same,  always 
present  the  inferior  to  the  su- 
perior, the  younger  ro  the  older. 
Third.  Never  present  a  gentleman 
to  a  lady  without  first  asking  her 
permission  to  do  so.  In  intro- 
ducing a  gentleman  to  a  lady, 
address  her  first  as,  for  instance, 
"Miss  Wilson,  permit  me  to 
make  you  acquainted  with  Mr. 
Davis;"  or,  "Miss  Leslie,  allow 
me  to  present  Mr.  Wilkins;"  also 
if  one  lady  is  married,  the  other 
single,  present  the  single  lady  to 
the  matron — "Miss  Thompson, 
let  me  introduce  you  to  Mrs. 
McKee. "  It  is  in  good  taste  to 
mention  the  name  of  the  town  or 
city  to  which  either  may  belong, 
as,  "Mr.  Stephenson,  of  Boston," 
"Mr.  Warren,  of  Chicago."  In 
introducing  a  foreigner,  it  is 
proper  to  present  him  as,  "Mr. 
Howard,  from  England,"  "Mr. 
Dupont,  from  France."  In  intro- 
ducing one  of  your  own  country- 
men, recently  returned  from  a 
distant  part  of  the  world,  make 
him  known  as  "Mr.  Edwards 
just  from  Germany;"  or  if  one  or 
the  other  is  going  on  a  mission 
or  visit  to  any  country,  it  is  well 
to  say,  "Mr.  Miner,  who  soon 
starts    on    a    visit,  mission,     etc., 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL. 


273 


to  the.  Sandwich  Islands;"  or 
speak  of  your  friend's  going  to 
or  returning  from  college,  the 
study  of  any  art  or  science. 
These  slight  specifications  are 
easily  made,  and  they  afford  at 
once  an  opening  for  conversation 
between  two  strangers,  as  it  will 
be  perfectly  natural  and  proper 
to  ask  the  "late  arrival"  some- 
thing about  the  country  he  has 
visited,  or  his  expected  journey. 
In  presenting'  a  clergyman,  put 
the  word  Reverend  before  his 
name,  or  Bishop,  or,  in  our 
Church,  Apostle,  President.  In- 
troduce the  head  of  a  college 
department  as  Professor.  In 
introducing  members  of  your  own 
family,  always  mention  audibly 
the  name,  it  is  not  sufficient  to 
say  "my  father,"  or  "my  mother," 
"my  son,"  or  "my  daughter," 
"my  brother"  or  "my  sister,"  or 
"my  daughter-in-law."  There 
may  be  more  than  one  surname 
in  the  same  family.  The  eldest 
daughter  is  usually  introduced 
by  her  surname  only,  as  "Miss 
Bradford,"  her  younger  sister  as 
"Miss  Myra  Bradford."  In  intro- 
ducing a  Governor,  designate  the 
state  he  governs.  If  you  do  not 
distinctly  understand  the  person's 
name  to  whom  you  are  introduced, 
it  is  proper  to  say,  "I  beg  pardon, 
I  did  not  catch  the  name,"  and 
wait  till  it  is  repeated.  To  not 
be  able  to  recall  the  name  of  a 
person  whom  you  have  just  met 
is  very  awkward  and  embarrass- 
ing. When  introduced,  persons 
limit  their  recognition  to  a  bow, 
which,    however,     should    not    be 


stiff  and  formal.  Acknowledge 
the  honor  with  a  gracious  smile; 
also  ladies  never  shake  hands 
with  a  gentleman  unless  under 
circumstances  of  great  intimacy; 
the  young  gentleman  or  lady 
extends  the  hand  to  persons 
whose  age  or  position  entitles 
them  •to  great  respect.  Old 
friends  of  a  parent  should  be  me^ 
with  marked  respect  and  cordial- 
ity. If  an  elder  person  extends 
the  hand,  according  to  an  old- 
fashioned  custom,  never  for  an 
instant  decline  it.  Never  intro- 
duce morning  visitors  who  happen 
to  encounter  each  other  in  your 
parlor,  unless  they  are  persons 
whom  you  have  already  obtained 
permission  to  make  known  to  each 
other.  Visitors  thus  casually 
meeting  in  the  house  of  a  friend 
should  converse  with  ease  and 
freedom  as  if  they  were  ac- 
quainted; that  they  are  both 
friends  of  the  hostess  is  sufficient 
guarantee  of  their  respectability; 
to  be  stiff  and  silent  on  such  an 
occasion  would  show  much  ignor- 
ance and  ill-breeding.  Persons 
who  have  met  at  the  house  of  a 
mutual  friend  without  being  made 
acquainted,  should  not  bow  if  they 
afterward  meet  elsewhere,  a  bow 
implies  acquaintance,  and  persons 
who  have  not  had  an  introduction 
to  each  other  are  not  acquainted. 
If  you  are  walking  with  one  friend 
and  meet  with  or  are  joined  by 
another,  do  not  commit  the  too 
frequent  error  of  introducing 
them  to  each  other.  You  have 
even  less  right  to  do  so  than  if 
they    encountered    each    other    at 
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your  house  during  a  morning  call. 
Friends  may  introduce  friends  at 
the  house  of  a  mutual  acquaint- 
ance, but,  as  a  rule,  it  is  better  to 
be  introduced  by  the  mistress  of 
the  house;  such  an  introduction 
carries  more  authority  with  it. 
There  are  some  exceptions  to  the 
etiquette  of  introductions  at  a 
ball  or  evening  party  where  there 
is  dancing.  The  mistress  of  the 
house  may  introduce  any  gentle- 
man to  any  lady  without  first 
asking  the  lady's  permission,  but 
she  should  first  ascertain  if  the 
lady  is  willing  to  dance,  and  this 
out  of  consideration  for  the 
gentleman  who  may  otherwise  be 
refused.  No  man  likes  to  be 
refused  the  hand  of  a  lady, 
though  it  be  only  for  a  quadrille. 
"Introductions  at  evening  par- 
ties are  now  almost  wholly  dis- 
pensed with.  People  who  meet  at  a 
friend's  house  are  ostensibly  upon 
an  equality,  and  pay  a  bad 
compliment  to  the  host  by  ap- 
pearing   suspicious     and     formal. 


Some  old-fashioned  hosts  yet 
preserve  in  introducing  each  new- 
comer to  the  assembled  guests. 
It  is  a  custom  that  cannot  be 
too  soon  abolished,  and  one  that 
places  the  last  unfortunate  visitor 
in  a  singularly  awkward  position. 
All  that  she  can  do  is  to  make  a 
semi-circular  courtesy,  like  a  con- 
cert singer  before  an  audience, 
and  bear  the  general  gaze  with 
as  much  composure  as  possible. 

"An  introduction  given  at  a  ball 
for  the  mere  purpose  of  conduct- 
ing a  lady  through  a  dance  does 
not  give  the  gentleman  any  right 
to  bow  to  the  lady  on  a  future 
occasion.  If  he  commits  this 
error  she  may  remember  that  she 
is  not  bound  to  see  or  return  his 
salutation. "  Lelia    Wesiwood, 

Now,  girls,  if  you  have  any 
better  rules  than  these  we  would 
be  pleased  to  see  them  appear  in 
our  Journal,  for  we  are  seeking 
after  the  most  correct  and  beauti- 
ful laws  by  which  to  govern  all 
of  our  work. 


SAYINGS  OF  THE  PROPHET  JOSEPH  SMITH. 


January  26,  1893. 
Dear  Niece  Susa  Y,   Gates : 

Since  writing  you  last  I  have 
found  two  more  very  small  items 
of  the  Prophet's  sayings,  small  in 
volume,  but  to  me  they  are  each 
big  in  truth  and  significance;  and 
more,  1  heard  the  Prophet  speak 
them. 

I  will  give  them  now,  and  you 
wait    as     long    or    short     as    you 


please  before  they  go  in  print 
I  may  find  more  before  long.  I 
will  remember  the  Journal  when- 
ever I  find  anything  of  interest. 
Respectfully  yours, 

O.  B,  Huntington, 
I  heard  the  Prophet  reply  to  a 
question  that  was  asked  him  by 
some  one  of  a  small  company  of 
brethren  who  had  gathered  into 
his  office,  and,  as  usual,  the  class 
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of  men  generally  around  him  were 
unceasingly  calling  for  informa- 
tion from  his  boundless  treasure- 
field,  and  his  answer  was  this: 
"Yes,  there  will;  for  there  was 
never  any  rites,  ordinances  or 
laws  in  the  Priesthood  of  any 
gospel  dispensation  upon  this 
earth  but  what  will  have  to  be 
finished  and  perfected  in  this 
the  last  dispensation  of  time, 
the  dispensation  of  all  dispen- 
sations. " 

This  answer  was  given  to  a 
question  upon  sacrifices  and  burnt 
offerings,  such  as  Israel  in  the 
days  of  Moses  performed,  upon 
which  the  conversation  of  the 
company  had  been,  and  this 
answer  was  to  the  question, 
"Will  there  ever  be  any  more 
offering  of  sheep  and  heifers  and 
bullocks  upon  altars,  as  used  to 
be  required  of  Israel?" 

Another  question  was  asked  the 
Prophet  Joseph  Smith  on  another 
occasion,     when    the    subject    ot 


receiving  a  reward  for  all  our 
actions  was  the  principal  topic. 

He  was  explaining  that  every 
good  act  would  bring  to  the  per- 
former a  reward  of  good,  and  bad 
actions  would  entail  upon  us  evil 
results;  or  in  other  words,  "Such 
measure  as  you  mete  out  to  others 
shall  be  measured  to   you  again." 

The  question  was  this:  "If  a 
person  do  a  good  act,  a  kindness, 
or  perhaps  a  charitable  act,  to  a 
very  bad,  wicked  man,  will  that 
person  receive  a  reward  of  good 
for  that  act  as  if  he  had  done  it  to 
a  good  man?" 

Joseph  said  :  "Yes,  he  will 
receive  a  reward  for  that  good  act 
to  a  wicked  man,  as  surely  as  if  he 
did  it  to  a  good  man,  but  not  as 
quick. " 

These  are  the  words  of  Joseph 
Smith,  for  they  were  so  strange 
to  me  that  I  can  never  forget  my 
thought:  "It's  strange  that  the 
reward  should  come  quicker  if 
done  to  a  good  man.  ' 


EDITOR'S  DEPARTMENT. 


WHY  WAS  THE  MANIFESTO  ISSUED? 
I  AM  about  to  take  a  position 
in  answering  this  important  ques- 
tion which  I  feel  sure  will  incite 
ninety-nine  out  of  every  hundred 
women  who  will  read  this  with  a 
feeling  of  strong  denial.  But  my 
hundred  sisters,  one  and  all,  if  I 
am  right  in  my  position,  no 
amount  of  opposition  on  your  part 
will  make  me  wrong.  There  has 
been  a  good  deal  said  about  this 
question,  and  yet  I  think  some  of 


the  most  important  things  have 
not  yet  been  uttered  by  anyone. 
Granted  that  this  nation  bears  the 
heavy  burden  of  responsibility  in 
regard  to  this  matter,  which  we 
all  readily  acknowledge,  yet  there 
remains  the  fact  that  those  who 
live  in  Zion  and  who  are  usually 
called  Saints  will  surely  have  to 
render  an  account  for  the  amount 
of  responsibility  which  is  their 
own.  We  all  know  there  are  two 
sides  to  every  question,  and  rarel)' 
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is  it  that  a  wrong  is  done, 
especially  in  the  nature  of  a  cur- 
tailing of  vested  rights  and  privi- 
leges, whether  in  the  family  or  in 
the  nation,  where  each  party  is 
not  more  or  less  to  blame.  We 
have  not  injured  the  United 
States,  but  we  have,  I  solemnly 
believe,  so  weakened  the  power 
of  the  Spirit  in  our  midst  by  our 
own  acts,  that  that  mighty  Spirit 
was  not  able  to  help  us  as  we 
might  have  wished.  Now,  I 
suppose  most  of  you,  my  women 
readers,  will  say,  as  I  have 
heard  multitudes  of  women  say  in 
the  last  two  years,  "Well,  I  know 
who  is  to  blame;  the  men  have 
not  dealt  righteously  with  their 
wives,  and  have  sought  their  own 
selfish  pleasure  instead  of  the 
feelings  of  their  wives."  I  love 
truth  so  well  that  I  shall  allow 
you  to  say,  and  I  agree  with  you 
in  saying,  that  in  some  and  per- 
haps in  too  many  instances,  this 
has  been  the  case.  Granted,  then 
that  the  men  have  been  at  fault  in 
the  matter  of  not  being  sufficiently 
unselfish.  Granted  also,  without 
argument,  that  some  men  did  not 
properly  appreciate  this  glorious 
principle,  and  have  neglected  and 
slighted  their  opportunities.  But, 
my  dear  and  always  loved  sisters, 
I  have  a  serious  charge  to  bring 
against  you  and  against  myself  in 
this  matter,  and  I  ask  your  kind 
and  indulgent  attention.  To 
begin  with,  don't  say  that  I  am 
not  in  a  position  to  talk  on  this 
matter,  because  of  my  not  having 
had  the  privilege  of  entering  into 
that  order.      Right    is   right,     and 


principle  is  principle,  whether 
it  is  spoken  by  an  old  maid 
or  a  woman  in  polygamy.  There- 
fore, I  ask  you  to  listen  and 
then  prayerfully  ask  yourselves 
if  I  have  spoken  by  the  divine 
Spirit  of  Truth  or  by  some 
false  and  delusive  spirit.  I 
say  in  all  sad  frankness  that  we, 
the  women  of  the  Church  of  Jesus 
Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints,  have 
a  grievous  sin  to  answer  for  in 
that  we  have  too  many  of  us 
treated  this  sacred  and  holy  prin- 
ciple with  neglect,  sneers,  mocking 
abuse  and  even  cursing  and  rail- 
ing. Is  that  so?  Do  you  know  of 
any  women  who  have  said  they 
would  never  consent  to  marry  a 
man  who  had  another  wife?  Do 
you  know  of  any  women  who  have 
said  they  would  not  marry  a  man 
who  would  not  promise  them 
never  to  go  into  that  order?  Do 
you  know  of  any  women  who 
have  put  every  conceivable  block 
in  the  way  of  their  husband 
entering  into  that  order?  Do  you 
know  of  any  women  who  have 
tortured  their  husbands  almost  to 
death  of  the  Spirit  by  their  cruel 
and  unjust  complaints,  uttered  in 
season  and  out  of  season,  in 
private  and  in  public?  Do  you 
know  of  any  women  who  have 
thought  only  of  themselves,  have 
worked  only  for  themselves,  have 
wept  only  for  themselves,  have 
prayed  only  for  themselves?  Do 
you  know  of  any  woman  who 
has  brought  up  her  tender  chil- 
dren in  an  atmosphere  of  loud  and 
bitter  complaint  against  their 
father,  and  against  his  every  act? 
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Do  you  know  of  any  women  who 
have  insiduously  taught  their 
children  to  hate  the  principle 
that  gave  them  birth?  Do  you 
know  of  any  woman  who  has  said 
openly  or  privately  that  not  one 
of  her  daughters  should  enter  into 
that  order  with  her  consent?  Do 
you  know  of  any  w6men  who  have 
said  they  would  rather  see  their 
children  dead  than  in  that  order? 
Do  you  know  of  any  women  who 
openly  rejoiced  when  the  mani- 
festo was  issued,  and  who  held 
many  and  joyous  jubilees  with 
their  daughters  over  the  prospect? 
Do  you  know  of  any  women  who 
have  demanded  the  last  farthing 
from  their  husbands,  and  denied 
the  right  of  other  women  who 
were  hi*  wives  to  one  cent?  Do 
you  know  of  any  women  who  say 
or  feel  that  their  husbands  have 
never  suffered  one  trial  in  this 
order?  Ask  all  these  questions, 
and  then  I  can  leave  you  to 
answer  them  all,  and  I  will  ven- 
ture to  say  that  the  answers  will 
lead  you  to  some  startling  con- 
clusions. Talk  about  the  suffer- 
ings in  that  order  being  borne  by 
women  only? 

I  thank  God  and  one  woman  for 
the  revelation  I  had  on  that  sub- 
ject. I  have  often  had  her  words 
quoted  to  me,  and  I  quote  them 
again.  Said  she:  "A  woman 
don't  have  half  the  trouble  in 
plurality  that  a  man  does.  Why, 
she  has  only  herself  to  please, 
and  he  has  two  or  a  dozen  as  the 
case  may  be."  Her  words  came 
like  a  flash  of  light  to  me,  and 
since     then    God    has    given    me 


experiences  which  have  fastened 
that  truth  upon  my  mind  with 
never-ending  power.  Don't  tell 
me  all  the  suffering  of  that  order 
and  the  terrible  sufferings  caused 
by  the  separations  made  necessary 
by  the  manifesto  have  been 
endured  by  the  women.  I  wouldn't 
be  a  man  and  try  to  bear  the 
burdens  and  trials  he  must  needs 
bear,  if  he  has  any  conscience  in 
his  bosom,  in  living  that  order 
for  all  this  world  could  give. 
One  man  told  me  in  simple  burn- 
ing words  something  of  his  trials, 
both  before  and  since  the  mani- 
festo. Of  how  he  struggled  with 
two  selfish  and  determined 
women,  each  determined  to  claim 
him  and  all  he  had,  and  each 
with  families  of  growing  children. 
Of  how  he  had  crept  out  some 
nights  into  his  cornfield,  and  in 
the  agony  of  his  soul  had  torn  up 
the  ground  with  his  nails  to  re- 
lieve the  pain  at  his  heart.  Did 
he  love  them  both?  With  the 
devotion  of  a  lover,  else  he  would 
not  have  suffered  so  keenly. 
"Why,"  said  Apostle  Moses 
Thatcher  to  me  once,  in  talking 
upon  this  subject,  "Do  you  think 
Abraham  suffered  most  because  of 
his  own  pain,  or  because  he  saw 
the  pain  he  was  inflicting  upon 
his  only  son?  Do  you,  as  a 
mother,"  he  continued,  "not  see 
the  day  when  you  would  give  your 
very  life  to  spare  pain  and  the 
pangs  of  death  to  the  beloved 
child  who  is  dying  before  your 
eyes?  Which  is  the  greatest 
suffering,  to  bear  the  pain  your- 
self, or  see  the  one  you  love   best 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


278 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL. 


on  earth  bearing  a  pain,  and  for 
your  sake,  too,  a  pain  which 
you  cannot  prevent,  and  which 
you  can  only  witness  and  suffer 
in  longing,  awful  sympathy." 
That  was  another  revelation  to 
me.  And  then  let  me  ask  how 
many  of  our  sisters  have  sat  idly 
by  and  allowed  their  husbands  to 
waste  the  precious  opportunity 
that  is  now  taken  away,  and  they 
have  simply  let  the  matter  go  on, 
inwardly  rejoiced  that  their    heart 


strings  were  not  going  to  be 
tested.  Do  you  know,  have  you 
ever  read  what  Christ  said?  If 
you  are  not  willing  to  leave  father 
and  mother,  houses  and  lands,  you 
are  not  worthy  of  Him.  We  are 
not  asked  to  leave  our  husbands, 
but  only  to  test  our  devotion  to 
God  and  His  kingdom,  or  whether 
we  love  man  and  our  own  ease 
best.  Sisters,  I  stand  appalled  at 
the  magnitude  of  my  sin  and 
yours  ! 


OUR  GIRLS.^ 


Y.  L  M,  1.  A.  CONFERENCE. 
Minutes  of  a  conference  of  the  Y. 
L.    M.     I.     A.     of    the   Morgan 
Stake,  held  in  the  Stake  House 
at  Morgan,    Sunday    afternoon, 
November  7,  1892. 
After  the   usual     opening    exer- 
cises,    and     the     sacrament      had 
been     administered,      the     young 
ladies  proceeded  to  hold  their  con- 
ference.      Counselor  Mary  Welch 
presiding.     A    circular    from    the 
First    Presidency    concerning    the 
temple  donations  was  read  by  the 
secretary.      Minutes  of  the  former 
conference    read     and     approved. 
The  associations  of  the  Stake  were 
represented    by    Counselor    Eliza- 
beth Turner.     Miss   Annie    Smith 
gave  an  able  sketch  on  "Woman's 
Sphere  as    a    Daughter;"   Hannah 
Grover  lectured  on  the  duties  of  a 


sister.  Sister  M.  A.  Eddington 
on  the  duties  of  a  wife;  Counselor 
Mary  Welch  on  the  duties  of  a 
mother.  Sister  Davis  of  Ogden 
spoke  words  of  encouragement  to 
the  young  ladies;  felt  that  the 
future  would  be  bright  before 
them.  Advised  the  girls  not  to 
dance  too  much,  as  it  was  injur- 
ious to  their  health.  Misses 
Jessie  Taggart  and  Lottie  Bull 
sang  a  song.  Sister  Jane  Rich- 
ards addressed  the  meeting.  Gave 
valuable  instructions  on  various 
subjects.  Choir  sang  an  anthem. 
Closing  prayer  offered  by  Presi- 
dent Willard  G.   Smith. 

Susannah  Jakman,  President; 

Mary  Welch,  1st,  Counselor; 

Elizabeth  Turner,  2nd   ** 

Nettie  Durrant,  Secretary; 

Millie  Francis,  Asst.  Secretary. 


•All  commuQications  from  the  members  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  Associations  to  this  departmeDt 
should  be  addressed  to  Mrs.  Elmina  S.  Taylor,  158  W.  Third  South  St.,  Salt  Lake  City.  The 
address  of  the  Secretary  of  the  Central  Board  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.  is  Annie  M.  Cannon,  Folsom 
Avenue,  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 
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NATIONAL  COUNCIL  OF  WOMEN. 

The  National  Council  of 
I  Women  of  the  United  States,  by 
its  approval  of  the  address  of  its 
first  president,  Miss  Frances  E. 
Willard,  delivered  at  a  public 
session  of  the  council  in  Wash- 
ington in  1891,  stands  committed 
to  carry  out,  as  far  as  they  are 
practicable,  the  suggestions  of 
work  and  organization  set  forth 
in    that  address. 

Among  "other  things  it  is  hoped 
to  establish  in  the  most  important 
cities  of  the  country,  and  finally 
in  all  the  places  where  women 
have  developed  interest  in  the 
public  welfare.  Local  Councils  of 
Women,  the  organization  of 
which  being  in  harmony  with 
the  general  plan  of  the  National 
Council  will,  in  the  end,  entitle 
them  to  send  representatives  to 
the  sessions  of  the  National  Coun- 
cil and  form  a  sort  of  Lower 
House,  while  the  direct  repre- 
sentatives of  ideas  nationally 
organized  will  form  an  Upper 
House  in  the  National  Council. 

The  advantages  to  be  gained 
by  local  organizations  joining 
hands  to  form  local  councils  are 
the  same  as  the  advantages  to 
be  gained  by  the  national  organi- 
zations joining  to  form  a  national 
council,  namely,  the  multiplica- 
tion of  the  moral  forces  of  the 
place  for  the  advancement  of 
causes  of  such  a  general  interest 
as  to  command  the  favorable  con- 
sideration of  women  engaged  in 
different  lines  of  work. 

Already  Minneapolis,  Minn. ; 
Providence,     R.   I.,   and    Indiana- 


polis, Ind.,  have  local  councils  of 
women,  which  include  the  most 
important  local  organizations  of 
women  in  those  cities.  In  Port- 
land, Maine,  this  nyjnth  will  see 
the  completion  of  the  organization 
of  a  local  council,  and  initiatory 
steps  toward  forming  these  coun- 
cils have  already  been  taken  in 
Memphis,  Tenn.,  and  Detroit, 
Mich. 

In  pursuance  of  this  plan,  the 
National  Council  has  printed  a 
typical  constitution  for  local 
councils,  which,  with  a  brief  his- 
tory of  the  formation  of  the  local 
council  of  women  of  Indianapolis, 
may  be  had  upon  application  to 
the  undersigned. 

Rachel  Foster  Avery, 

Cor.  Sec.  National  Council  of 
Women. 


A  LETTER  10  "OUR  GIRLS." 
When,  one  year  ago,  I  took 
occasion  to  congratulate  our  talent- 
ed and  energetic  editor  on  the 
almost  phenomenal  success  which 
the  Young  Women's  Journal  had 
attained  in  its  short  career,  I  met 
with  the  folowing  rebuff:  "Con- 
gratulate yourself  I  If  it  has  been 
a  success,  you  have  helped  to 
make  it  so."  While  not  laying 
claim  to  any  particular  credit  in 
that  direction,  I  could  not  but 
admire  the  native  modesty  which 
sought  to  direct  my  attention  from 
her  own  large  share  in  the  enter- 
prise to  the  apparently  small  one 
which  stood  to  my  account. 

Being     praticularly    susceptible 
to  rebuffs  of  any  kind,  and  feeling 
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that  I  must  say  something  to 
express  my  pleasure  at  the  con- 
tinued prosperity  and  improve- 
ment of  the  Journal  during  the 
year  that  has  just  closed,  I  decided 
to  send  my  communication  to  this 
department,  thus  saving  both  our 
editor  and  myself  a  repetition  of 
the  foregoing  harrowing  blows  to 
our  mutual  sense  of   modesty. 

When,  three  years  ago,  while 
engaged  in  college  life  far  away 
from  home,  there  came  to  me  a 
sample  copy  of  the  first  number 
of  our  little  magazine,  I  was  de- 
lighted. And  when  I  noted  who 
had  been  chosen  to  take  charge  of 
the  Journal  which  was  to  be  the 
representative  of  the  young  women 
of  Zion,  my  pleasure  was  en- 
hanced. I  had  known  her  long 
and  well,  and  under  varied  circum- 
stances and  conditions,  and  I  knew 
her  to  be  peculiarly  fitted  for  the 
position  to  which  she  had  been 
called. 

The  Journal  is  not  a  money- 
making  scheme.  I  dare  venture 
the  assertion  that  the  Editor's 
purse  has  been  rather  lightened 
than  otherwise  in  the  uphill  work 
of  beginning  a  new  venture  like 
the  one  in  question.  What  few 
dollars  remain  over  after  publish- 
ing^ expenses  are  deducted  are 
faithfully  paid  out  in  small  salaries 
to  those  who  write  for  the 
magazine.  The  writer  has  for 
years  furnished  articles  for  various 
home  publications,  spending  dol- 
lars for  paper  and  stamps,  and 
the  editor  of  the  Young  Woman's 
Journal  was  the  first  to  hint: 
"Here,     you     deserve  some   little 


remuneration  for  your  labor.  I 
will  pay  you  a  small  sum  for  the 
articles  you  may  send.  I  wish  it 
were  more,  but  it  will  serve  to  pay 
for  stationery,  if  nothing  more.  " 
I  am  not  finding  fault  with  other 
journals,  only  trying  to  vindicate 
our  own  and  its  struggling 
managers  before  those  who  require 
such  vindication.  The  Young 
Woman's  Journal  is  our  own  rep- 
resentative, the  organ  in  which 
we  can  express  our  thoughts  and 
views  without  fear  of  ridicule  or 
harsh  criticism.  Those  of  us  who 
have  a  taste  for  literature  have 
here  a  place  where  we  can  trust 
our  crude  efforts  to  an  indulgent 
public,  sure  that  they  will  meet 
with  encouragement  and  not  con- 
tempt. I  fear  we  do  not  realize 
these  great  privileges  or  we  would 
be  more  industrious  in  making  use 
of  our  talent,  and  more  devoted  in 
our  efforts  to  extend  the  power 
and  influence  of  these  great  means 
to  the  end  of  doing  good  and 
promulgating  truth  upon  the 
earth. 

Great  events  are  close  upon  us, 
events  which  I  fear  we  are  not 
prepared  to  meet.  Let  us  put 
aside  prejudice,  let  us  cultivate 
charity,  and  faith,  and  love  and  all 
the  graces  and  gifts  to  which  we 
are  entitled  under  the  heirship  of 
the  gospel.  Let  us  put  aside 
our  folly  and  bend  our  energies 
in  the  direction  of  purifying 
ourselves  and  each  other  from  the 
dross  which  lies  encrusted  over 
the  best  of  our  mortal  natures.  If 
we  do  these  things  we  will  be  kept 
too  busy  to  observe  the  follies  of 
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our  i^ighbor,  and  too  anxious  to 
assist  in  building  up  the  kingdom 
of  God  to  give  any  attention  to 
the  allurements  of  the  evil  one. 

With  love  and  best  wishes  for 
the  girls  single  and  en  masse,  and 
the  success  of  our  representative, 
the  Young  Woman's  Journal, 
I  subscribe  myself 

Your  loving  sister, 

Julia  A.  McDonald. 


WOMAN'S  INFLUENCE. 

Has  woman  any  influence,  and 
if  so,  what  is  it? 

It  is  needless  to  ask  if  she  has 
an  influence,  because  we  know 
that  every  person,  however  old  or 
young,  rich  or  poor,  has  that:  but 
how  much  has  she?  how  far  does 
her  influence  extend,  and  in  what 
direction  is  it  most  often  exerted? 

I  have  somewhere  read  that 
woman  could  rule  the  world  by  her 
influence. 

It  is  said  in  history  that 
"  Romans  ruled  the  world,  but  the 
women  ruled  the  Romans." 

Woman's  influence  is  all  power- 
ful: a  woman  can  influence  a  man 
to  almost  anything  if  she  knows 
how  to  proceed.  She  can  lead  him 
to  the  lowest  depths  of  degrda- 
tion,  or  to  the  grandest  heights  of 
noble  deeds.  She  can  cause  a 
man  to  forsake  his  principles  and 
those  things  which  he  knows  to 
be  right  and  do  what  he  knows  to 
be  wrong,  and  what  he  would  do 
under  no  other  circumstances; 
while  on  the  other  hand  she  can, 
by  her  influence  and  efforts,  cause 


a  man  to  rise  step  by  step  from 
the  low  places  into  which  he  has 
fallen,  till  he  is  capable  of  the 
noblest    things.  A    wife's     in- 

fluence over  her  husband  is  the 
greatest  and  most  important;  if 
she  is  of  a  cheerful,  happy,  hope- 
ful and  helpful  disposition  he  can 
work  on  from  day  to  day  with 
light  heart  and  gradually  increas- 
ing prosperity,  with  bright  pros- 
pects before  him;  and  if  there 
happens  a  reverse  of  fortune,  and 
she  maintains  her  cheerfulness 
and  hopefulness,  he  takes  courage 
to  press  on  through  the  heavy 
trials  before  him,  and  comes  out 
at  length  victorious;  when  if  she 
gave  way  to  despondency  and  grief 
on  account  of  the  change,  he 
would  sink  into  oblivion,  not  hav- 
ing the  courage  to  press  forward, 
but  merely  struggling  feebly  from 
day  to  day  as  if  there  were  no 
impetus  to  impel  him  onward  to 
success. 

If  a  wife  is  habitually  cross, 
impolite,  and  of  a  complaining, 
fault-finding  disposition,  her  hus- 
band will  become  dispirited  and 
gloomy,  will  begin  to  spend  his 
evenings  away  from  home,  will 
gradually  form  bad  associations, 
form  the  habit  of  using  intoxicat- 
ing liquors,  and  will  go  downward 
from  bad  to  worse  till  he  will  be 
respected  by  none,  and  feared  by 
his  own  family. 

But  if  a  wife  is  always  neat  and 
pleasant,  cheerful,  loving  and 
hopeful,  always  trying  to  make 
home  pleasant  and  cheerful  for 
him,  ever  ready  to  sympathize 
with  him   in    his    trials;     if    daily 
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asking  God's  help  and  guidance 
she  tries  to  be  a  true  wife,  her 
husband  will  be  attracted  to  her 
day  by  day,  will  love  her  more 
and  more,  will  gladly  spend  the 
most  of  his  evenings  at  home, 
will  keep  good  company,  be  steady 
and  industrious,  and  do  all  in  his 
power  to  repay  her  efforts  and  to 
show  how  much  he  appreciates 
her  love  and  gentleness. 

A  wife  can  usually  make  her 
husband  what  she  chooses. 

The  young  ladies,  also,  have  an 
influence  over  the  gentlemen, 
which  they  know  not  of,  or  at 
least  they  do  not  know  or  realize 
the  responsibility  which  devolves 
upon  them  by  the  possession  of 
that  influence  and  the  way  in 
which  they  exert  it. 

By  countenancing  bad  habits 
and  wrong  principles,  or  allowing 
them  to  pass  unnoticed  in  the 
young  gentlemen  with  whom  we 
associate,  we  sanction  and  en- 
courage the  evil  which  may  in 
time  result  from  a  wrong  com- 
mencement in  life. 

Young  ladies,  if  you  do  not 
like  tobacco  and  liquor,  now  is 
the  time  to  say  so,  and  let  it  be 
known.  Don't  wait  till  you  are 
married,  thinking  you  can  per- 
suade him  to  stop  using  it  then, 
for  you  can  not  do  it. 

A  young  lady  may,  when  receiv- 
ing new  year  calls,  at  a  party,  or 
under  any  other  circumstances, 
offer  a  young  man  a  glass  of  wine, 
which  if  he  drinks  may  lead  him 
to  a  drunkard's  grave.  He  may 
have  inherited  a  liking  for  intoxi- 
cating liquors,  and    may  not  have 


the  strength  of  character  to  resist 
the  temptation  and  refuse  the 
glass  when  proffered  by  her,  and 
especially  if  it  is  offered  b^*^  one 
whom  he  loves;  and  after  accept- 
ing the  first  glass  it  is  much  easier 
to  take  the  next  and  the  next,  till 
it  becomes  a  settled  habit. 

I  would,  therefore,  urge  the 
young  men  by  all  means  to  refuse 
the  frsl  glass)  and  let  us  be  very- 
careful,  young  ladies,  in  what  way 
we  exert  the  influence  which  has 
been  given  us  by  our  Heavenly 
Father.  Let  us  remember  that 
whatever  we  do  or  say  will  leave 
its  influence,  and  let  us  pray  for 
guidance  from  above  that  our  in- 
fluence may  be  for  good,  both  for 
our  own  sakes  and  for  the  sake  of 
the  young  men  with  whom  we 
come  in  contact  now  and  in  the 
future. 

Let  us  not,  by  exerting  an  in- 
fluence for  evil,  have  other  peo- 
ple's sins  to  answer  for  as  well  as 
our  own. 

Celia  A.  Smi//i. 


A  MESSAGE  OF  HOPE.. 
Is  there  not  one  word  of  greet- 
ing, of  counsel,  of  help  which 
can  and  should  be  given  to  all 
women  in  this  broad  land  of 
Zion?  Some  sweet  message  of 
peace  and  hope  for  the  new  year 
which  has  begun,  something 
which  can  enter  the  home  of  the 
oppressed,  the  hovel  of  the  poor, 
the  exiled  heart  of  the  wanderer 
in  the  cause  of  truth,  something 
which  can  pierce  the  soul  of  the 
rich  and  prospered    among    us,    a 
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word-  that  shall  fill  and  swell  all 
hearts  alike?  Yes,  my  beloved 
sisters,  there  is  one  message  to 
you  and  to  me,  whether  we  dwell 
in  palace  or  hovel,  in  peace  or 
in  woe,  and  that  one  message 
from  the  throne  of  God  is:  seek 
contentment.  A  spirit  of  unrest, 
of  dissatisfaction  is  abroad  in  the 
land;  it  will  reach  us  and  touch 
us  if  we  are  not  constantly  on 
our  guard.  Be  at  rest.  If  you 
are  rich  thank  God  for  your 
prosperity,  thank  Him  with  a 
generous  hand  towards  His  poor 
and  needy,  and  if  there  are  sharp 
and  grievous  thorns  among  even 
I  your  roses,  bear  them  gently  and 
I  sweetly.  God  knows  you  and 
I  your  circumstances.  He  is  pre- 
paring you,  if  you  are  in  the  line 
of  your  duty,  for  other  and  better 
things.  You  are  being  tried  in 
the  balance  with  wealth  and 
power;  how  are  you  going  to 
discharge  that  trust?  Be  con- 
tented. If  you  are  in  moderate 
circumstances,  and  have  cares 
and  heavy  trials,  know  that  God 
sees  and  understands  your  position 
quite  as  well  as  3'ou  do.  Don't 
spoil  all  that  you  are  earning  by 
discontent  and  murmuring.  If 
you  are  poor  and  struggling  hard 
to  get  the  necessary  things  for 
your  loved  ones,  be  contented. 
God  has  you  in  His  own  loving 
hand,  and  only  so  far  as  He 
chooses  can  your  trials  extend. 
Know  that  God  is  through  all, 
over  all,  and  will  lead  each  heart 
and  soul  up  to  Him  if  only  we 
will  let  Him.  Oh,  the  exquisite 
joy  of  trusting    in    God    and    His 


perfect  power!  To  have  that 
trust  is  sweeter,  richer,  grander 
far  than  ail  the  world  has  in  its 
broad  keeping.  If  I  could  say 
one  single  word  to  every  woman 
who  will  read  this  message  it 
would  be  these  words,  be  con- 
tented. If  you  are  an  unloved 
wife,  living  with  an  unloved  hus- 
band, or  if  you  are  a  loving  wife, 
separated  by  circumstances  from 
your  husband,  or  if  your  children 
have  lost  the  faith  and  are 
wandering  in  gloom  and  darkness, 
yet  be  contented.  God  will  do 
all  the  rest.  Seek  that  spirit  by 
faith,  prayer  and  constant  strug- 
gle. If  you  truly  love  and  trust 
in  God,  sooner  or  later  the  power 
will  come  to  you  to  love  and  trust 
all  His  children.  Live  this  holi- 
day out  in  the  spirit  of  content. 
Think  sternly  of  your  blessings 
and  weakly  of  your  trials.  Trials 
cease  to  be  trials  as  soon  as  you 
see  their  silvered  edges.  They 
will  melt  away  if  you  will  get  on 
God's  side  of  the  sky  to  look  at 
them.  Pray  for  your  lost  ones; 
give  from  the  wealth  of  your  love, 
faith  or  gold  to  those  in  need. 
Giving  shall  not  impoverish  you. 
Is  it  not  strange  that  we  poor, 
weak,  contradictory,  blinded  mor- 
tals envy  the  rich  who  are  drifting 
easily  with  the  tide  of  worldly 
prosperity,  and  who  have  nothing 
laid  up  in  the  eternal  granaries? 
But  we  do  not  envy  the  poor, 
the  sick  and  the  suffering  who 
are  garnering,  if  they  are  faithful, 
heaps  of  treasure  and  wealth  in 
the  eternal  regions  of  glory.  Our 
eyes  are'  always    on    the    ground, 
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never  raised  to  the  sun.  It  is 
as  if  we  went  about  the  earth  with 
our  eyes  cast  down,  and  said  to 
ourselves,  there  is  no  sunshine,  I 
do  not  see  the  sun,  I  can  only 
see  the  brown,  desolate  earth, 
and  its  load  of  jagged  stones. 
Raise  your  eyes,  my  beloved, 
look  upon  the  sun  of  truth  and 
life;  do  not  shut  up  your  heart 
and  life  to  the  warmth  and 
delight  of  God's  pure  sunshine. 
Be  contented.  Begin  today  to 
count  yourself  a  blessed  woman, 
to  accept  your  trials  as  blessings 
in  disguise;  resolutely  refuse  to 
linger  over  the  rocks  beneath 
your  feet,  but  keep  your  heads 
turned  always  upward,  and  let 
the  glory  of  the  everlasting  sun 
of  contentment  pour  out  its  beams 
upon  your  weary  faces,  until  your 
feet  are  strong,  and  behold  at 
once  the  path  will  turn,  your  way 
will  open,  and  out  into  the  open 
grass-grown  fields  of  peace  and 
happiness  you  will  be  led  day  by 
day.  God  is  the  gardener  of  our 
souls.  He  looks  upon  the  tiny 
seed  of  experience  planted  within 
our  minds,  and  He  knows  just 
when  to  send  the  storms  and 
when  to  let  the  sun  shine,  if  we 
are  only  contented.  He  comes 
out  in  the  sweet  spring  morning, 
looks  upon  the  tiny  shoot,  and 
says  there  must  be  winds,  strong, 
eastern  winds  to  toss  and  bruise 
the  plant,  for  its  roots  are  yet 
scarcely  set,  and  strength  must 
be  given  them  through  storms 
and  stress  of  T weather.  Again  in 
the  summer  he  sees  the  tall  and 
waving      leaves,       and      knowing 


that  the  time  is  short,  he  says, 
let  rains  be  poured  upon  the 
ground,  and  let  the  scorching  sun 
with  bitter  heat  bring  out  from 
garnered  root  both  nourishment 
and  life.  The  time  is  short,  the 
fruit  must  ripen,  else  the  winter 
comes  and  all  is  frozen  with  the 
kiss  of  death.  Shine,  hot  sun; 
dip,  dark  cloud,  for  only  thus 
are  fruits  of  rarest  flavor  grown 
and  ripened.  And  then,  dear 
friend,  even  after  the  storm  and 
heat,  after  wind  and  rain,  there 
comes  the  autumn  threshing 
floor,  and  from  the  grain  the  husk 
is  torn  with  cruel,  heavy  blows, 
or  grinding,  crushing  power. 
The  grain,  maybe,  is  good  and 
plump  and  sweet  within;  then 
do  not  fear  the  threshing  floor, 
for  if  the  winds  and  rain,  the 
storm  and  sun  have  only 
strengthened  and  enriched  the 
germ  within,  no  need  to  fear  the 
autumn  harvest.  And  when  the 
winter  comes  we  too  will  meet 
the  icy  arms  of  death  with  peace- 
ful, calm  content.  God  will 
gather  up  the  ripened  corn  into 
His  own  dominions,  and  there 
for  aye  and  aye  we'll  bask  in 
perfect,   sweet  content. 

Frances  M,   Richards. 


TRUE  HAPPINESS. 
Thk  great  desire  of  every  per- 
son should  be  to  shape  his  or  her 
life  in  a  way  to  obtain  happiness, 
which  cannot  be  obtained  without 
labor,  for  there  are  many  difficul- 
ties to  overcome  and  many  duties 
to  perform.      In    order    to    obtain 
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this  blessing  we  must  have  respect 
for  ourselves  and  those  around 
us;  have  control  over  our  temper 
and  cultivate  a  kind  and  forgiving 
disposition,  ever  seeking  to  pro- 
mote the  happiness  of  those  with 
whom  we  associate,  that  our  lives 
may  be  made  up  of  usefulness. 
Every  one  should  strive  to  make 
others  happier  and  better  than 
they  are.  To  do  this  we  should 
be  cheerful  and  polite,  regarding 
the  feelings  of  others,  and  having 
the  pure  love  of  God  in  our 
hearts,  and  alws^ys  remember  that 
we  have  the  making  of  our  own 
lives.  We  may  have  good  and 
pure  thoughts,  or  we  may  indulge 
in  impure  thoughts  and  habits; 
our  associates  may  be  good  and 
noble  or  they  may  be  the 
opposite.  We  are  left  to  choose, 
and  will  be  held  accountable  for 
our  choice.  A  good  character 
should^be  sought  after  by  every- 
one. We  should  be  economical, 
industrious,  strictly  temperate, 
moral,  respecters  of  the  Sabbath, 
and  always  striving  to  obtain 
wisdom  and  knowledge.  Thus 
the  confidence  of  others  may  be 
obtained,  and  the  good  and  wise 
will  be  pleased  to  associate  with 
us. 

Industry  leads  to  success  and 
happiness.  The  young  man  who 
is  industrious,  moral,  virtuous, 
and  who  has  a  spotless  reputation 
is  of  great  importance  to  people 
of  every  class  and  in  all  circum- 
stances. We  read,  and  very  true 
It  IS,  "The  mind  unemployed  is  the 
mind  unenjoyed. "  To  a  young 
lady  a  good    name    is   a    priceless 


jewel.  It  means  everything  for 
her,  and  will  give  her  value  and 
importance  in  the  estimation  of 
others  which  nothing  else  can 
impart.  In  the  possession  of  a 
spotless  character  she  may 
reasonably  hope  for  peace  and 
happiness,  but  without  it  she  is 
nothing.  Let  us  cherish  the 
pure  love  of  God  in  our  hearts 
and  always  remember  that  we  all 
are  very  far  from  that  standard 
of  perfection  we  hope  to  attain 
to,  and  be  lenient  with  each 
other's  faults,  and  accept  the 
good  we  hear  from  whatsoever 
source  it  comes,  if  we  do  not  like 
all  their  ways;  and  remember  that 
the  truest  happiness  is  found  in 
making  others  happy. 

E,    V.  Pratt, 
CoLONiA  Juarez. 


WOMAN'S  RIGHTS. 
Woman's  rights  is  a  subject 
agitating  the  public  mind  of 
every  civilized  country  on  earth. 
While  the  subject  is  a  worthy 
one,  its  present  advocates  and 
opponents,  almost  without  an 
exception,  are  such  from  political 
standpoints.  Taking  only  a  super- 
ficial, or  rather  selfish  view  of  this 
momentous  subject  of  the  hour, 
believing  as  we  do  that  all  truth 
is  divine,  and  emanated  from  the 
all-wise  Creator  and  the  Father  of 
all,  we  must  of  necessity  look  for 
a  foundation  from  which  to  reason 
in  the  revelations  that  have  come 
from  God.  For  deduction  culled 
from  a  course  of  reasoning  ever 
so     logical     must      evidently      be 
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erroneous  if  based  on  false  prem- 
ises. God  said  in  the  begin- 
ing,  "Let  us  make  man  a  help- 
meet," each  perfect  in  their 
sphere,  and  exercising  certain 
inherent  traits  or  God-given 
rights  for  their  mutual  advance- 
ment, because,  as  the  sequel 
shows,  they  could  not  advance 
separately.  Sarah,  wife  of  Abra- 
ham, was  a  remarkable  personage; 
she  seems  to  have  been  the  equal 
in  every  way  of  her  worthy  hus- 
band, and  he  so  considered  her, 
for  he  being  the  head  of  his 
house,  and  a  law-giver  to  his 
family  and  posterity,  her  counsel 
was  that  of  a  prime  minister  of 
an  earthly  government,  and  con- 
sequently of  a  political  nature.  If 
voting  was  carried  on  in  the 
Abrahamic  household,  I've  no 
doubt  Sarah  was  an  eligible  elec- 
tor, and  exercised  that  privilege 
with  ability  and  widsom.  While 
woman  is  an  integral,  indispens- 
able part  of  the  state,  amenable 
with  the  other  sex  to  all  the  laws 
and  demands,  save  that  one  of 
bearing  arms,  in  which  she  is  also 
equal  in  her  anxiety,  fortitude 
and  brilliant  patriotism.  Just 
think  of  a  Spartan  mother  telling 
her  son  as  he  starts  to  battle, 
"Return  with  your  shield  or 
return  upon  it."  She  is  entitled 
to  have  a  say  who  shall  make  the 
laws  and  who  shall  enforce  them 
after  they  are  made,  and  who 
shall  levy  taxes  and  collect  them 
from  her  hard-earned  savings. 
Women  had  rights  under  the 
Mosaic  law,  even  the  supreme 
right  of    selecting    her    husband, 


the  man  of  her  choice.  The 
scriptures  present  a  grand  array 
of  noble  women  figuring  in  a 
public  scene.  An  Esther  saving 
her  people  at  the  risk  of  her  own 
life;  a  Ruth  advancing  the  in- 
terests of  God's  purposes  in  His 
theocratic  government;  a  Hannah 
pleading  with  God  for  a  son, 
whom  she  promised  to  dedicate 
to  the  Lord,  which  meant  to  her 
people  and  nation.  Who  could 
more  be  entitled  to  acknowledg- 
ment from  their  government  than 
those  Lamanite  mothers  who  so 
imbued  their  sons  with  faith  that 
they  were  impervious  to  the 
weapons  of  their  enemies,  making 
an  impregnable  phalanx,  defend- 
ing the  state  and  saving  the 
nation!  And  yet  woman  should 
be  a  political  serf,  simply  because 
she  is  a  woman! 

Fanny  C.  Harper. 


PRAYER. 

Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath, 

The  Christian's  native  air. 
His  watchword  at  the  gate  of  death  : 

He  enters  heaven  with  prayer. 

One  of  our  brethren  who  was 
traveling  among  the  Latter-day 
Saints  proclaiming  the  gospel, 
always  stopping  with  Mormon 
families,  noticed  there  was  a  great 
neglect  in  attending  to  family 
prayers,  and  expressed  his  sorrow 
at  this  condition  of  things.  This 
is  a  bad  sign  for  those  making 
professions,  to  be  neglectful  in 
seeking  to  the  Lord  for  that 
strength  which  He  alone  can  give, 
and  which  is  so  necessary  for  us 
to    possess.       There     can     be    no 
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true  spirit  about  a  man  or  woman 
who  does  not  pray,  and  cannot 
be  in  a  proper  condition  to  stand 
temptation  and  realize  the  humil- 
ity which  the  people  of  God 
should  possess,  tor  it  is  by  prayer 
that  a  knowledge  of  our  imperfec- 
tions and  weaknesses  is  brought 
home  to  us.  It  is  a  direct  com- 
mand from  the  Lord,  and  it  is  the 
duty  of  His  children  to  pray 
without  ceasing.  When  they  do 
not  bow  the  knee  it  is  still  their 
duty  to  pray  in  their  hearts. 
However  faithful  men  and  women 
may  be,  we  are  required  to  watch 
and  pray,  for  we  are  commanded, 
"Let  him  who  thinketh  he  stand- 
eth  beware  lest  he  fall." 

Just  think,  girls,  of  our  Saivor, 
who  was  the  most  perfect  being 
that  ever  lived,  yet  he  never 
neglected  to  pray.  He  would  go 
on  the  mountain  tops  and  other 
places  alone  and  pray  for  hours 
at  a  time.  He,  that  was  so  pure 
and  perfect,  would  seek  for 
strength  and  power.  How  much 
more  necessary  it  is  for  us,  who 
are  so  weak,  and  need  help  to 
lead  and  direct  us  in  the  right 
way.  Our  Savior  did  not  only 
pray  while  on  this  earth,  but  we 
find  in  the  Book  of  Mormon  that 
He  prayed  while  among  the 
Nephites  after  His  resurrection. 
Even  then,  having  ascended  on 
high,  and  been  received  at  the 
right  hand  of  the  Father,  he 
would  humble  Himself  in  prayer. 
Let  us  try  and  follow  His  exam- 
ple, while  young,  then  we  will 
not  be  likely  to  forget  it  when  in 
after    years.      We    perhaps    hear 


this  very  often  about  prayer,  but 
I  do  not  think  we  can  be  reminded 
too  often,  as  we  are  liable  to  neg- 
lect it  and  become  careless,  and 
think  we  live  just  as  good  with- 
out it.  Perhaps  some  of  us  do 
for  the  present,  but  remember 
we  all  have  to  pass  through  many 
trials;  then  if  we  have  neglected 
it,  the  Lord  will  not  hear  our 
prayer  when  we  are  in  need  and 
would  like  His  helping  hand. 
Let  us  pray  morning  and  evening, 
and  always  have  a  prayer  in  our 
hearts.  If  our  parents  are  busy 
at  home  let  us  remind  them  of  it, 
and  we  will  find  after  a  short 
time  we  will  remember  our 
prayers  no  matter  how  busy  we 
may  be.  Let  us  not  forget  our 
secret  prayers,  and  ask  the  Lord 
each  day  to  keep  us  from  sin  and 
help  us  that  we  may  always  do 
right. 

FJla  Dorius, 


OUR  LIFE. 
The  river  of  life  glides  swiftly 
onward,  and  our  tiny  barques  are 
being  carried  as  if  on  the  wings 
of  lightning  to  that  great  and 
silent  gulf  beyond.  When  that 
ever  watchful  Father  had  built 
and  fashioned  our  barques  to  His 
liking.  He  launched  them  on  this 
gliding  stream.  Carefully  he 
watched  until  they  had  started, 
then  He  left  them  for  us  to  pilot. 
However,  He  told  us  e'er  we 
started  that  we  would  find  this 
gliding  stream  divided.  One 
branch,  says  He,  will  be  narrow 
and  rough,  and  overhanging  rocks 
will  make  it  uninviting.     Very  few 
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bright  flowers  or  mosses  will 
grow,  and  the  quicksands  may  be 
very  numerous.  Many  precious 
opportunities  will  be  hidden  on 
the  shores,  but  if  you  grasp  them 
you  must  labor,  dig  and  delve  each 
precious  moment.  Yet  with  care 
and  constant  labor  safely  you  may 
glide  along,  and  when  the  gulf 
you  have  reached  in  safety,  He 
will  then  take  you  back  home. 

There  the  glories  you  will  wit- 
ness and  partake  of  will  be  such 
as  I,  a  kind,  helpful,  and  loving 
Father  can  in  my  best  wisdom 
provide. 

The  other  branch,  says  He,  is 
bright  and  luring,  wide  it  is,  and 
the  banks  tend  to  invite  with 
their  sunshine;  the  mosses  and 
flowers  all  are  tempting  and 
beautiful,  but  within  their  blades 
and  petals  lies  a  poison,  dark  and 
deadly,  and  if  you  are  lured  to 
gather,  the  results  you  must  par- 
take of.  In  this  stream  no  quick- 
sands are  to  be  seen,  yet  they  are 
there,  but  lie  hidden  by  the 
peaceful-looking  water,  which, 
however,  has  a  treacherous  under- 
current. This  you  will  find  if  you 
undertake  a  voyage.  This  stream, 
says  He,  leads  on  to  a  shore 
where  shame  and  remorse  are 
rulers.  If  you  are  in  their 
dominion  they  will  see  that  you 
get  your  share  of  shame  and 
misery  which  they  weigh  out. 

But,  says  Father,  at  our  starting, 
You  can  chooye  the  stream  you  like 

I  will  give  you  aid  for  asking 
Take  the  one  which  you  think  right 

Thus   we    find    ourselves    fairly  • 
launched.     Which  stream    are  we 


going  to  follow?  If  we  have 
chosen  the  rough  and  rugged 
stream,  and  find  the  many  snags 
are  more  than  we  think  we  can 
bear,  let  us,  as  a  dutiful  child, 
turn  and  ask  a  helping  hand  of 
that  kind  Parent,  for  He  says 
He  will  always  help  us  if  we  ask 
Him  as  we  should.  How  should 
we  ask  Him?  By  that  humble 
method — prayer,  a  term  which  in 
my  mind  implies  more  than  I  can 
express  in  words — and  though  our 
opportunities  may  not  be  flaunted 
before  our  eyes,  are  we,  knowing 
they  exist,  to  pass  .them  by?  No, 
for  says  Father,  when  we  started, 
they  are  there  but  you  must  dig 
deep  and  work  untiringly. 

We  have  all  learned  that  those 
things  which  are  of  greatest  value 
to  us  are  the  ones  we  have 
labored  hardest  to  obtain,  and 
why?  Because  we,  in  searching 
for  them,  have  impressed  them 
more  firmly  upon  our  minds.  If 
we  have  been  lured  by  the  bright- 
ness to  follow  the  glittering 
stream,  let  us,  ere  it  be  too  late, 
cast  anchor  tonight,  and  on  the 
morrow  turn  back;  for  if  we  let 
that  dazzling  brightness  lure  us 
longer  we  may  find  we  are  too 
late.  Trusting  that  we  are  all 
following  the  rough  and  rugged 
stream  that  we  will  reach  that 
glorious  harbor  where  God  waits 
to  welcome  us  and  together  par- 
take of  His  promised  blessings, 
.T*remain  your  sister, 

Lucy  May  cock. 


G()[)  is  ever  near  to  help. 
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TEMPLE  WORKERS. 


INTRODUCTION  TO  SKETCHES. 

We  have  been  at  great  trouble 
to  prepare  this  picture  and  the 
accompanying  sketches  of  this 
band  of  sisters  who  have  worked 
in  the  five  temples  built  by  this 
people.  Some  of  the  sisters  have 
not  sent  in  sektches  of  them- 
selves, and  while  this  is  a  great 
disappointment  to  me,  it  will  be 
a  greater  loss  to  this  article, 
which  I  hoped  to  make  complete. 
It  is  the  design  to  present  a  large 
group  of  these  temple  sisters  to 
each  of  the  four  temples,  accom- 
panying the  picture  with  this  num- 
ber of  the  Journal  containing 
the  sketches.  Some  of  the  matter 
contained  in  the  Journal  has 
already  been  chosen  as  history, 
and  in  the  future  the  suitable 
material  now  being  gathered  and 
published  by  the  Journal  will  be 
earnestly  sought  for  and  appre- 
ciated. Among  the  sisters  who 
labored  in  the  early  years  of 
the  Church  in  the  ordinances 
of  the  House  of  the  Lord, 
the  following  names  are  worthy  of 
our  most  reverent  and  grateful 
memory:  In  the  Nauvoo  Temple, 
Sisters  Billings  arid  Cutler,  Emma 
Smith  having  done  the  work  in 
the  room  over  the  Nauvoo  Store. 
In  the  Council  House  here  in  Salt 
Lake  City    worked    Sisters    Pre- 


scenda  Kimball  and  Elizabeth 
Ann  Whitney;  in  the  Endowment 
House  Sister  Marinda  Hyde. 
Others  who  have  worked  in  the 
present  temples  are  more  or  less 
known  to  all  the  Saints. 

Sister  Edna  L.  Smith  was  a 
faithful  worker  in  the  Endowment 
House. 

Sisters  Barber  and  Parkinson, 
whose  sketches  I  did  not  receive, 
are  both  workers  in  the  Logan 
Temple,  and  are  active  and 
beloved  sharers  in  the  duties  and 
glories  of  the  work  in  that  lovely 
temple. 

In  making  a  special  temple 
number,  the  plan  I  have  here  fol- 
lowed seemed  to  be  most  fitting 
and  appropriate.  I  feel  sure  my 
readers  will  thank  me  for  this 
happy  inspiration,  and  excuse  the 
deficiency  in  the  number  of 
sketches,  knowing  it  has  not  been 
caused  by  lack  of  earnest  effort. 


SHETCH  OF  SISTER  MERCY  R. 
THOMPSON, 

WORKER    IN   THE   NAUVOO    TEMPLE. 

The  subject  of  this  brief  sketch 
is  one  of  the  beautiful  historical 
figures  that  some  day  will  appear 
on  the  pages  of  history  with  the 
truest  sort  of  halo  of  glory  about 
their  heads,  the  light  and  bright- 
ness   whereof    will  emenate    from 
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their  lives  and  experiences  while 
upon  this  earth.  Aunt  Mercy 
Thompson  is   a 


rung  in  my  own 
I  can  remember, 
what  that  name 
mental      vision? 


name  that  has 
ears  ever  since 
Shall  I  tell   you 

calls  up  to  my 
An     image    of 


sweetest  modesty,  of  deepest  sanc- 
tity, of  the  noblest  and  purest 
gifts  given  to  woman  below.  She 
is  one  of  those  few  souls  who  do 
good  by  stealth,  and  whose  left 
hand  never  is  aware  of  the  sacri- 
fices made  by  the  right  hand. 
She  is  one  of  those  rare  spirits 
who  shrink  from  being  known  in 
all  her  purity  and  goodness,  as 
the  tender  mimosa  shrinks  from 
the  contact  of  humanity.  Hardly 
does  her  own  soul  recognize  the 
high  purpose  and  noble  life  which 
has  been  lived  in  mortality  by  the 
mighty  if  silent  spirit.  I  would 
love  to  dwell  on  her  life  and 
character,  for  it  is  one  that  is 
deeply  attractive  to  me,  but  the 
purpose  of  these  sketches  will 
not  permit  of  this,  and  I  shall 
have  to  wait  for  a  future,  which 
1  trust  and  pray  may  give  me  the 
opportunity  of  presenting  to  my 
readers  a  glipmse  of  this  beauti- 
ful woman.  Beautiful,  said  I? 
How  sadly  Aunt  Mercy  would 
smile  if  her  modest  eyes  were  to 
rest  upon  those  words.  But  I 
mean,  truly  mean  it.  Her  aged 
face  is  beautiful  to  me,  and  I 
gaze  upon  the  lines  of  loving  care 
and  righteous  endeavor  which 
time  and  mortality  have  graved, 
and  behind  this  thin  veil  looks 
out  the  lovely  and  loving  spirit, 
clothed    with    effulgent    light    and 


celestial  beauty.  I  want  you  all 
to  study  the  face,  and  if  it  takes 
you  moments  or  hours,  to  see 
what  I  see  there,  do  not  begrudge 
the  time  so  spent,  for  it  will  be 
profitable  for  you  to  study  the 
results  of  a  god-like  life  written 
in  poor,  mortal  ink,  with  a  fragile 
temporal  pen  bearing  the  message 
of  life  eternal. 

Sister  Thompson  was  born  on 
June  15th,  1807.  Eighty-six 
3'ears  old,  think  of  it!  She  was 
born  in  England,  in  a  small  vil- 
lage called  Honeydon,  in  Bedford- 
shire. She  came  with  one  of  her 
brothers  to  Canada  to  assist  him 
in  the  care  and  cultivation  of  a 
gentleman*s  farm,  and  meanwhile 
to  procure  land  for  themselves. 
Hardly  had  they  arrived^  when 
the  gentleman  died,  and  thus  the 
two  were  left  alone  in  a  strange 
country.  The  young  girl  must 
then  have  possessed  a  sweet, 
attractive  nature,  for  numbers  of 
wealthy  families  opened  their 
houses  to  her,  and  from  one  to 
the  other  on  protracted  visits  she 
went  until  her  brother  had  secured 
a  farm  to  work  upon  shares. 
The  terms  were  advantageous, 
and  in  a  very  short  time,  compar- 
atively speaking,  he  and  his  sis- 
ter were  independent  of  other 
help. 

The  youth,  and  even  the  child- 
hood, of  this  girl  was  full  of  re- 
ligious light  and  inspiration. 
She  speaks  tencj^rly  of  the  given 
name  she  bears,  because  of  the 
circumstance  connected  with  the 
bestowal  of  the  same.  Her 
parents  had    been   discussing    the 
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choice  of  a  name,  and  could  not 
agree  upon  any  one,  when  an 
older  sister  came  into  the  room 
and  remarked  that  she  had  been 
readinfj  Bunyan*s  Pilgrim's  Pro- 
gress, and  she  had  become  deeply 
attached  to  the  name  of  Mercy. 
Would  they  not  choose  that  name 
for  the  tiny  infant?  It  was  at 
once  accepted,  and  forthwith  the 
ittle  one  entered  upon  her  mis- 
sion suitably  named  and  christ- 
ened, with  her  great  life  mission 
before  her. 

She  tells  of  the  many  dreams 
and  comforting  testimonies  she 
received  when  a  child  and  young 
girl,  having  always  a  deep  devo- 
tion to  the  Bible  and  its  holy 
truths.  She  would  hear  some- 
thing in  the  night,  a  voice  of 
surpassing  sweetness,  addressing 
words  of  promise  or  consolation 
to  her.  "I  have  loved  thee  with 
an  everlasting  love;"  or,  "Be 
thou  faithful  unto  death,  and  I  will 
crown  thee  with  everlasting  life;" 
or,  "Lo,  I  am  with  thee  to  the 
end."  Her  prayers  were  faith- 
fully offered,  and  always  received 
an  answer  from  the  God  who  led 
her  youthful  footsteps  to  the  fount 
of  everlasting  truth. 

Sister  Mercy  joined  the  Church 
in  Canada,  in  1886,  and  went  at 
once  to  Kirtland.  Here  she  was 
married  to  Elder  Robert  B. 
Thompson,  who  was  afterwards 
the  private  secretary  of  the  pro- 
phet. Her  sister  Mary  was  mar- 
ried to  the  Patriarch  Hyrum 
Smith  in  1837. 

Being  so  closely  connected 
with  the  Prophet's  and  Patriarch's 


private  lives  through  relationship 
and  association,  she  was  very 
intimately  acquainted  with  the 
early  history  of  the  Church.  She 
received  her  endowments  in 
Nauvoo  in  1844.  She  went  to 
work  in  the  Nauvoo  Temple  the 
very  first  day,  November,  1845, 
and  worked  there  constantly  until 
the  work  was  over.  She  had  one 
child,  a  daughter,  and  she  was 
obliged  to  take  her  with  her. 
She  lived  in  the  temple,  the  baby 
sometimes  being  in  there  for  days 
without  ever  seeing  outside  the 
temple.  She,  Sister  Mercy,  worked 
as  clerk  the  first  week,  until  Sister 
E.  R.  Snow  came  and  relieved 
her  of  that  duty.  She  had  charge 
of  the  washing  and  ironing  of 
clothes  for  the  workers,  a  labor 
that  often  kept  her  up  nearly  all 
night.  She  also  at  one  time  had 
charge  of  the  cooking  department, 
until  Sister  Huldah  Kimball 
relieved  her^  of  that  heavy  duty. 
As  Aunt  Mercy  says,  she  worked 
at  one  time  or  another  in  every 
department  of  work  in  the  Nauvoo 
Temple.  She,  with  the  bo(iy  of 
the  Saints,  left  Nauvoo  in  Sep- 
ten)ben  lJii46,  and  came  with 
them  to  the  Valley.  Her  health 
has  not  been  of  the  best,  and  of 
late  years,  partly,  through  an  acci- 
dent, she  has  been  confined  to 
her  room.  She  sits  all  day  and 
thinks  lovingly  and  happily  of  the 
past,  the  waiting  present,  and  the 
glorious  future.  She  is  always 
engaged  in  reflections  upon  the 
power  and  glory  of  truth,  and  it 
is  like  an  odor  of  sweet  herbs  to 
visit  the  noble   soul   and    to   hear 
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the  gentle  voice  recount  in  simple 
language  the  hours  she  spends  in 
sweet  meditation.  God  bless  dear 
Aunt  Mercy  Thompson. 


SHETCH  OF  SISTER  ZINA  D.  YOUNG. 

WORKER    IN    THE    ENDOWMENT 
HOUSE. 

The  life  and  labors  of  this 
noble  woman  are  almost  as  fami- 
liar to  the  dweller  in  Zion  as  are 
the  sweet,  mild  features  now 
before  us  in  the  central  figure  of 
the  group.  But  so  crowded  with 
incidents  and  experiences  has 
been  her  life,  that  pages  might 
be  filled  of  new  and  interesting 
material  which  has  never  been 
told. 

The  few  outline  details  are 
well  known,  but  I  will  repeat 
them.  Sister  Zina  D.  Young  was 
born  in  Watterton,  Jefferson  Co., 
New  York.  Her  parents  were 
raised  in  the  faith  of  the  Presby- 
terian Church,  and  were  devout, 
faithful  members  of  that  Church. 
Her  childhood  was  a  life  of 
pleasantness  and  peace.  The  in- 
cidents of  her  hearing  and  receiv- 
ing the  gospel  will  be  related  in 
a  subsequent  number  of  this 
Journal. 

Her  life  in  Nauvoo  was  one  of 
work,  care  and  anxiety.  Yet  so 
deeply  had  she  drank  of  the  foun- 
tain of  all  truth  that  joy  and 
blessed  content  filled  her  soul 
with  an  infinite  peace.  She  was 
among  God's  people,  and  what 
mattered  the  rest? 

Her  brother  Oliver  drove  the 
team  with  which  she  crossed  the 
plains,  and  on    arriving   here    her 


wagon  box  was  set  oH  on  the 
spot  now  occupied  by  the  old 
school  house  built  by  President 
Young.  A  few  days  passed,  and 
seeing  so  many  children  running 
about  with  no  chance  for  even 
the  rudiments  of  an  education, 
she  could  not  content  herself  until 
she  had  called  them  in  from  their 
idle  play  and  started  a  school, 
which  work,  with  the  care  of  her 
children  and  the  housework, 
closely  occupied  her  time.  There 
was  another  and  most  laudable 
object.  The  burdens  upon  the 
shoulders  of  President  Brigham 
Young  in  the  care  and  support  of 
his  large  and  growing  family 
were  exceedingly  heavy.  If  this 
loyal,  loving  wife  could  do  aught 
to  assist  in  bearing  that  financial 
burden  by  earning  a  little  herself 
her  heart  and  her  hands  were  only 
too  anxious  to  assume  that  labor. 
How  loyally  and  how  lovingly 
Aunt  Zina  refers  again  and  still 
again  in  telling  these  incidents  to 
the  noble,  generous  care  extended 
by  Brigham  Young  to  his  family, 
and  even  to  his  friends  and 
acquaintances  was  stretched  out 
the  pavilion  of  his  thoughtful 
care. 

The  little  room  in  the  fort  occu- 
pied by  Aunt  Zina,  secured  for 
her  by  her  brother,  Dimick  Hunt- 
ington, was  not  only  school  room 
through  the  day  to  the  children  of 
the  fort;  it  served  as  a  place  of 
night  meeting,  being  used  nearly 
every  night  for  many  of  the  minor 
priesthood  meetings.  Here  occa- 
sionally the  young  men  were 
called  together  by  Elder  Jedediah 
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M.  Grant,  and  here  they  listened 
to  the  wise  and  stirring  admoni- 
tions of  that  powerful  speaker. 
Always  a  "Mary"  at  heart,  with  a 
hungry  love  for  the  sweet,  spirit- 
ual things  of  the  kingdom,  Aunt 
Zina  sat  in  happy  silence  at  all 
these  various  meetings  convened 
in  her  room,  proudly  content  that 
she  could  be  thus  honored.  It 
was  no  trouble  for  her  to  prepare 
for  their  coming,  nor  to  clean 
after  they  were  gone.  That  work 
was  not  work,  it  was  pleasure. 
She  speaks  of  the  sermons  of 
Elder  Grant  to  these  young  men 
with  enthusiasm.  "Aim  high, 
young  men,"  was  one  of  his  fre- 
quent admonitions.  Again,  "You 
all  make  an  atmosphere  for  your- 
selves. " 

When  the  log  row  was  built  by 
President  Young  she  moved  into 
the  part  assigned  to  her.  She 
was  always  a  tender-hearted  girl 
and  woman,  and  no  one  in  sick- 
ness or  trouble  came  for  her  as- 
sistance in  vain.  I  asked  her 
when  she  began  to  go  about  nurs- 
ing the  sick.  She  replied  smil- 
ingly, she  did  not  know,  it  was  so 
long  ago.  Certainly  from  her 
early  girlhood  she  never  ceased 
in  that  labor:  teaching  school, 
going  about  nights  if  called  on  by 
the  sick,  taking  good  care  of  her 
own  children  as  well  as  mothering 
Indian  girls  or  others  placed 
under  her  charge  for  temporary 
care,  washing,  ironing,  spinning, 
weaving,  cooking  and  cleaning, 
this  queen  among  women  still 
found  time  to  attend  to  all  her 
meetings.      She  was  treasurer  of 


the  Eighteenth  Ward  Relief 
Society  during  the  years  of  the 
Johnston  episode,  when  the  sis- 
ters wove  and  spun  and  clothed 
the  defenders  of  themselves  and 
the  right.  Notwithstanding  all 
her  duties,  nothing  but  sickness 
kept  her  from  Sabbath  and  other 
meetings.  Do  you  say  it  was 
impossible  to  do  all  this  and  give 
little  children  proper  care?  Her 
children  and  step-children,  except 
one,  are  all  alive,  and  will  bear 
testimony  in  no  uncertain  tones 
of  the  tender,  watchful  love  which 
provided  creature  comforts  for 
the  body  while  never  neglecting 
the  far  more  important  food  and 
drink  for  the  spiritual  needs.  Aun 
Zina  was  a  member  of  the  first 
board  of  health  ever  organized  in 
this  Territory. 

After  moving  into  the  Lion 
House,  in  1856,  Aunt  Zina  began 
to  make  caps,  besides  spinning, 
weaving  and  knitting.  Here,  too, 
began  the  afterwards  heavy  labor 
which  she  was  given  of  becoming 
a  practical  midwife.  And  until 
recent  years  this  labor,  with  every 
sort  of  nursing  and  watching  with 
the  sick  and  dying,  has  been 
most  arduously  carried  out  by 
Aunt  Zina.  And  still  she  went 
to  meetings.  The  organization 
of  Relief  Societies,  Retrenchment 
Associations,  and  Primaries  has 
always  found  her  active  and  will- 
ing to  work  in  any  and  all   fields. 

In  1869  or  *70,  President  Young 
called  upon  her  to  assist  in  the 
work  in  the  Endowment  House, 
and  to  that  labor  she  was  most 
faithful  until  the  house  was  finally 
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closed.  She  too  bears  a  faithful 
testimony  to  the  wonderful  gifts 
and  healings  made  manifest  in 
that  holy  house.  Many,  oh  many, 
have  said  to  Aunt  Zina  that  after 
blessing  in  the  Endowment  House 
they  have  been  entirely  healed. 
She  has  been  to  the  temple  at  St. 
George  three  times,  each  time 
having  the  privilege  of  assisting 
in  the  [ordinance  work.  While 
there  she  was  seriously  afflicted 
with  the  rheumatism,  being 
severely  crippled  therefrom.  Go- 
ing into  the  baptismal  font  for 
her  health,  she  came  out  perfectly 
sound  and  well.  She  has  been 
thus  healed  many  times,  not  being 
physically  a  strong  constitutioned 
woman.  But  God  and  her  own 
indomitable  faith  has  kept  her 
alive  and  actively  engaged  in  good 
works  until  the  present  day. 

She  was  once  called  to  assist  in 
starting  the  work  in  the  Logan 
Temple.  While  there  she  received 
many  manifestations  of  healing 
and  the  power  of  God.  She 
speaks  of  a  Sister  Devinish  who 
was  a  cripple  and  who  threw  away 
her  crutches  on  entering  the 
water,  never  to  need  them  since, 
eight  years  ago.  Also  of  a  Sister 
Moffitt,  of  Ogden,  who  was  healed 
of  cancer  in  the  breast  at  the 
Logan  Temple. 

She  heard  the  angels  sing  in 
the  Kirtland  Temple,  and  while 
working  in  the  Logan  Temple 
her  sister,-  Prescenda  Kimball, 
and  four  others  heard  the  singing 
of  angels  in  that  beautiful  edifice. 

She  was  in  Canada  on  duty  at 
the  dedication  of  the  Manti  Tem- 


ple, and  on  her  first  visit  to  that 
temple  she  felt  a  great  yearning 
for  some  visible  manifestation  of 
the  power  of  God.  It  was  given 
her.  As  the  services  were  begin- 
ning she  beheld  a  most  radiant 
and  beautiful  light,  which  shone 
with  surpassing  brilliancy  even 
into  her  own  eyes,  and  then 
gradually  melted  away.  She  was 
so  happy  to  know  that  her  own 
labors  were  thus  accepted  and  her 
longing  not  deemed  unworthy  of 
gratification. 

It  would  not  be  possible  to 
detail  all  the  thousands  of  cases 
of  marvelous  manifestations  and 
healings  of  which  the  long  exper- 
ience of  Aunt  Zina  has  made  her 
a  participant  in  or  of  which  she 
has  received  a  knowledge.  Like 
the  rest  of  her  sisters,  she  is 
striving  to  prepare  herself,  body 
and  mind,  for  the  labor  and  bless- 
ing soon  to  begin  in  our  latest 
and  most  glorious  Temple  at  Salt 
Lake  City. 

SKETCH  OF  SISTER  BATHSHEBA  W. 
SMITH, 

WORKER    IN    THE    ENDOWMENT 
HOUSE. 

SisTKR  Bathsheba  W.  Smith, 
who  was  born  May  8rd,  1822,  was 
married  on  July  25th,  1841,  to 
Brother  George  A.  Smith,  a 
cousin  of  the  Prophet  Joseph 
Smith.  She  came  to  the  valleys 
in  1849.  She  was  closely  asso- 
ciated with  the  Prophet  and  his 
family  for  some  years  before  the 
martyrdom,  and  since  that  time 
has  had  the  most  intimate  friend- 
ship with   the  later  prophets   and 
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apostles  and  their  families.  Her 
memory  is  very  good,  and  it  is 
highly  entertaining  to  listen  to 
her  experiences  in  this  Church. 
She  was  one  of  the  very  few  who 
had  their  endowments  in  the 
prophet's  life-time,  and  it  is 
worthy  of  mention  here  that  her 
testimony  is  that  the  ordinances 
in  our  temples  today  are  exactly 
the  same  as  was  that  of  the  first 
ordinances  given  under  the  Pro- 
phet's direction.  She  had  her 
blessings  in  1843  in  Nauvoo. 
The  services  were  held  in  a  large 
room  over  the  store.  Here  was 
given  those  initial  blessings  to 
the  Apostles  then  in  Nauvoo,  and 
here  began  the  mighty  work  which 
is  now  of  such  magnitude.  She 
remembers  the  names  of  the  first 
couples  who  received  endowments, 
and  these  were:  The  Prophet  and 
wife,  the  Patriarch  and  wife, 
Brigham  Young  and  wife,  Heber 
C.  Kimball  and  wife,  Dr.  Willard 
Richards  and  wife.  Father  Smith 
and  wife  and  Father  Joseph  Smith 
and  wife,  Bishop  Whitney  and 
wife  and  Amasa  Lyman  and  wife. 
Sister  E.  R.  Snow  acted  as  a 
secretary  in  the  Nauvoo  Temple 
for  some  time. 

Sister  Smith  worked  about 
fourteen  years  in  the  Endowment 
I  House,  which  was  erected  in  Salt 
I  Lake  City  for  the  accommodation 
of  the  Saints  until  a  Temple 
could  be  built.  President  Young 
came  over  to  her  house  one  day 
and  asked  Sister  Bathsheba  if  she 
would  go  and  work  in  the  Endow- 
ment House.  She  said  yes,  if 
her    husband    was    willing.      He 


had  already  given  willing  assent 
to  the  President,  and  thus  her 
labors  began.  As  long  as  work 
was  done  in  the  House  Sister 
Smith  was  a  faithful  and  constant 
worker  in  that  House. 

Sister  Bathsheba  speaks  of 
many  and  marvelous  healings 
wrought  by  the  power  of  God  and 
the  faith  of  the  Latter-day  Saints 
in  this  holy  House.  So  many, 
indeed,  that  memory  will  not 
retain  one-tenth  of  the  number. 

One  instance  of  a  sister  who 
came  a  cripple,  lifted  out  of  a 
wagon,  and  who  went  out  at  the 
close  of  the  day  entirely  healed. 
Another  case,  she  says,  she  was 
reminded  of  when  listening  to 
some  physicians  talking  the  other 
day,  who  asserted  that  faith  could 
not  perform  surgical  operations. 
She  wondered  what  it  was  that 
caused  a  circumstance  of  which 
she  knew.  A  young  girl  from 
Payson  came  to  the  House  with  a 
knot  of  protruding  veins  or  a 
swelling  on  one  of  her  wrists. 
Sister  Smith  told  her  in  blessing 
her  that  some  day  she  should 
wake  up  and  the  swelling  would 
all  be  gone.  In  prophesying  this 
Sister  Smith  felt  almost  frightened 
at  her  own  words.  But  it  came 
to  pass  just  as  she  had  predicted. 
The  girl  afterwards  told  her  that 
it  was  just  as  she  said.  If  the 
cure  was  not  a  miracle,  surely 
the  prophecy  was  a  very  singular 
circumstance. 

At  another  time  a  sister  came 
who  was  blind  in  one  eye,  had 
been  so  since  her  childhood.  She 
had  been  struck   with    a   ruler   by 
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her  teacher  when  a  child,  and 
the  eye  had  been  blind  ever  since. 
On  coming  into  the  House  this 
sister  gazed  continually  upon  Sis- 
ter Snow,  and  when  asked  at  last 
what  caused  her  deep  attention, 
she  told  Sister  Snow  that  she  had 
seen  her  in  a  dream  a  little  time 
before,  and  that  she  was  to 
receive  through  her  a  great  bless- 
ing. Sister  Snow  anointed  the 
blind  eye,  and  pronounced  the 
healing  of  the  Holy  Spirit  upon 
it.  A  few  weeks  afterwards  the 
sister  returned  to  show  her  once 
blind  eye,  which  was  now  bright 
and  perfectly  sound.  These  are 
only  a  small  number  of  the  many 
and  wonderful  manifestations 
given  in  this  place. 

Sister  Smith  had  the  honor  of 
assisting  in  starting  the  work  in 
.the  Logan  Temple,  and  looks  with 
great  hopes  and  joy  towards  the 
completion  of  another  sacred  Tem- 
ple, where  the  living  and  the  dead 
can  receive  blessings  for  Time  and 
for  all  Eternity. 

JULINA  L  SMITH, 

WORKER    IN    THE    ENDOWMENT 
HOUSE. 

Is  the  daughter  of  Alfred  B. 
and  Melissa  J.  Lambson,  and  was 
born  June  18th,  1849,  in  Salt 
Lake  City.  Her  parents  came  to 
Utah  in  1847,  and  built  one  of 
the  first  houses  outside  of  the 
"Old  Fort,"  in  which  they  still 
reside,  situated  on  the  corner  of 
what  is  now  North  Temple  and 
First  West  streets,  where  Julina 
was  born. 


Sister  Lambson  is  the  seventh 
and  youngest  daughter  of  Mark 
and  Susannah  Bigler.  She  was 
born  March  24th,  1825,  in  Harri- 
son County,  West  Virginia,  and 
is  the  mother  of  three  daughters 
and  one  son. 

In  September,  1852,  Julina*s 
father  went  on  a  mission  to  the 
West  Indies,  returning  home  in 
1854.  In  1856  he  went  back 
East,  leaving  his  little  family 
somewhat  poorly  provided  for, 
as  in  those  early  days  everything 
was  new,  and  supplies  were  scarce 
in  Utah.  In  1856,  at  the  age  of 
seven  years,  Julina  commenced 
living  with  her  aunt.  Sister  Bath- 
sheba  W.  Smith,  who  at  that  time 
had  two  children,  named  respec- 
tively for  their  parents,  George  A. 
and  Bathsheba,  both  of  whom 
were  several  years  her  seniors. 
She  continued  to  live  with  her 
aunt  Bathsheba  until  the  spring 
of  1858,  when  she  returned  to  her 
mother,  who,  with  her  children, 
was  under  the  necessity  of  mov- 
ing South  with  the  rest  of  the 
Saints,  to  seek  a  refuge  from  the 
destruction  threatened  them  by 
the  approaching  army  of  the 
United  States,  which  was  then 
hovering  upon  the  eastern  borders 
of  the  Territory. 

They  journeyed  southward  as 
far  as  Nephi,  Juab  County,  where 
they  found  temporary  shelter  with 
her  uncle,  Jacob  G.  Bigler,  who 
was  then  Bishop  of  Nephi,  and  is 
now  a  Patriarch  in  the  Church  in 
the  Juab  Stake  of  Zion.  How- 
ever, she  did  not  remain  there 
long,  for  she  had  become  exceed- 
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ingly  attached  to  her  uncle 
George  A.,  and  aunt  Bathsheba, 
and  notwithstanding  she  loved 
her  mother,  brothers  and  sisters 
very  much,  she  suffered  extreme 
home-sickness  in  her  separation 
from  her  uncle  and  aunt,  and 
found  no  peace  of  mind  until  she 
started  on  her  way  back  to  Provo, 
where  she  airrived  on  her  ninth 
birthday  anniversary,  and  with 
such  pleasure  as  she  had  not 
experienced  for  many  a  long  day, 
and  with  tears  of  joy  she  could 
not  repress,  sought  out  and  found 
her  uncle  George  A.  and  his 
family.  They  received  her  as  one 
of  their  own  children,  and  with 
them  she  contentedly  and  happily 
remained  until  May  5th,  1866, 
when,  at  the  age  of  seventeen, 
she  became  the  happy  wife  of  the 
man  of  her  choice,  Joseph  F. 
Smith. 

Directly  after  her  husband  (or 
he  who  was  to  be)  had  asked  per- 
mission of  Brother  George  A.  to 
pay  his  addresses  to  her,  her  uncle 
went  to  her  and  said:  "My  girl, 
do  not  marry  until  you  find  some 
one  you  love  as  well  as  you  do 
your  uncle  George."  She  fully 
understood  the  meaning  of  this 
kind  and  generous  sentiment,  for 
she  knew  he  loved  her  as  he  did 
one  of  his  own  children,  and  he 
knew  full  well  how  truly  she  loved 
him,  as  her  uncle,  her  protector, 
and  her  truest  and  best  friend. 
She  removed  at  once,  after  mar- 
riage, to  her  husband's  home  in 
the  Sixteenth  Ward,  Salt  Lake 
City,  where  she  has  resided  ever 
since.     On    June    6th,    1870,    she 


suffered  the  saddest  affliction  of 
her  life  in  the  death  of  her  first- 
born, an  unusually  bright  and 
beautiful  little  girl,  who  died  at 
the  age  of  two  years  and  ten 
months. 

On  the  24th  of  the  same  month 
she  was  chosen  President  of  the 
Young  Ladies'  Mutual  Improve- 
ment Association  of  the  Sixteenth 
Ward,  and  for  several  years  took 
pleasure  in  her  labors  in  this 
capacity  and  in  such  other  mat- 
ters of  public  interest  to  women 
as  she  was  invited  to  take  part  in. 
But  in  time  her  family  increased 
upon  her  hands,  and  domestic 
responsibilities  multiplied  until 
she  was  compelled  to  surrender 
her  public  duties  and  to  refrain 
from  constant  labors  outside  of 
her  home  circle. 

However,  in  1873  she  was 
called  to  assist  at  the  Endow- 
ment House,  principally  to  provide 
,  the  mid -day  meals  for  the  workers 
but  frequently  taking  part  in  the 
ceremonies  and  services  of  the 
House,  often  filling  the  place  of 
an  absentee,  or  relieving  the 
weary  and  assisting  on  crowded 
occasions  as  necessity  required. 
In  this  capacity  she  continued  to 
labor  until  the  House  was  closed 
in  1884.  She  visited  St.  George, 
and  was  present  at  the  dedication 
of  the  temple  there  in  the  spring 
of  1877.  In  December,  1884, 
when  the  anti-Mormon  crusade 
began  in  earnest,  she  accompanied 
her  husband  to  Oregon;  but  in 
the  latter  part  of  the  month  she 
returned  home,  and  in  February, 
1885,  following  she  joined  him  in 
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San  Francisco,  leaving  her  five 
little  children  at  home,  taking 
only  her  baby,  Julina  C,  nearly 
one  year  old,  with  her,  and 
together  with  her  husband,  her 
brother-in-law.  Bishop  A.  W. 
Davis,  Bishop  George  Romney 
and  others,  sailed  for  the  Sand- 
wich Islands  on  a  mission,  where 
she  remained  until  March,  1887, 
when  she  started  on  her  return 
home.  On  April  21,  1876,  her 
son,  Elias  W.,  was  born  at  Laie, 
and  in  September,  same  year,  her 
daughter,  Donnette,  came  to  the 
islands  with  her  aunt,  Melissa  J. 
Davis  (along  with  a  company  of 
Elders  on  their  way  to  New  Zea- 
land), on  a  visit  to  her  father  and 
mother;  so  that  on  Sister  Julina*s 
journey  homeward  she  had  the 
care  of  her  three  children  upon 
her  hands,  having  left  her  hus- 
band in  Honolulu.  Grateful  in- 
deed was  she  once  more  to  be  at 
home,  with  all  her  children^ 
around  her,  a  privilege  of  which 
she  had  been  denied  for  more 
than  two  years. 

From  1872  to  1874  she  studied 
obstetrics,  attending  the  lectures 
of  Drs.  R.  B.  Pratt  and  M. 
Barker,  and  was  selected  as  one 
of  a  number  of  young  women  to 
go  East  to  study  medicine,  but 
declined  this  honor  out  of  con- 
sideration for  her  husband  and 
family.  In  1875  she  commenced 
the  duties  of  midwife,  and  has 
followed  the  practice  at  the  urgent 
solicitations  of  her  neighbors  and 
friends  as  her  own  condition  and 
circumstances  would  permit. 

She  has  skillfully   and    success- 


fully presided  over  the  advent  of 
scores  of  children  into  the  world, 
and  has  been  wonderfully  favored 
and  prospered  in  her  labors  in 
this  direction.  Although  in  con- 
sequence of  the  responsibilities 
of  her  own  household,  she  has 
never  solicited  patronage,  and  has 
been  obliged  to  turn  away  many 
who  have  sought  her  services. 

She  is  now  the  mother  of  ten 
children,  nine  of  whom  are  living, 
eight  of  them  having  been  bap- 
tized at  eight  years  old,  and  are 
happily  enjoying  the  blessings  of 
peace  in  the  old  home,  loving 
their  parents  and  the  gospel  of 
Christ,  so  far  as  they  have  reached 
the  years  of  understanding,  and 
in  heartfelt  sympathy  and  union 
with  the  people  of  God  and  the 
great  latter-day  work. 

SKETCH  OF  THE  LABORS  OF  SISTER 
LUCY  B.  YOUNG  IN  THE  TEMPLES. 

WORKER    IN    THE    ST.     GEORGE 
TEMPLE. 

Married  at  the  age  of  sixteen 
into  the  family  of  President  Brig- 
ham  Young,  the  after  experiences 
of  Sister  Lucy  were  such  as  to 
purge  out  the  dross  of  her  nature 
and  leave  only  the  fine  gold.  She 
early  recognized  the  fact  that  the 
key  to  a  happy  life  here  and  here- 
after in  the  celestial  order  was 
usefulness.  And  to  the  attain- 
ment of  that  key  she  devoted  her 
time,  her  talents  and  all  her 
spiritual  strength.  In  the  course 
of  a  long  life  she  knew  much 
sickness,  and  together  with  her 
constant    companions    and     dear 
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associates,  Sister^Eliza'^  R.  Snow 
and  Zina  D.  Young,  she  learned 
thoroughly  the  lesson  of  faith.  If 
people  are  ever  to  be  known  by 
their  most  prominent  characteris- 
tic. Sister  Lucy  B.  Young  will 
certainly  be  called  Faith.  Above 
all  her  many  and  noble  qualities 
shines  that  of  faith,  first,  bright- 
est and  most  preeminent.  Humil- 
ity, the  necessary  accompaniment 
of  true  faith,  has  brought  to  her 
path  many  glorious  and  rare 
experiences.  She  was  born  Oct., 
3,  1830,  and  was  married  in 
Nauvoo,  to  President  Brigham 
Young.  She  emigrated  to  the 
Valley  at  an  early  day,  and  lived 
in  the  Lion  House  until  1870, 
when  she  removed  to  St. 
George  to  keep  a  winter  home 
for  her  beloved  husband.  When 
the  temple  was  dedicated  in  the 
year  1877,  January  1st,  her  name 
was  the  first  on  the  roll  of  workers 
for  that  holy  House.  Here  she 
began  her  life  work  in  administer- 
ing the  ordinances  for  the  living 
and  for  the  dead.  No  one  who 
has  not  lived  in  this  sacred  work 
can  tell  of  the  joy  and  comfort 
this  work  has  brought  to  her 
soul. 

How  many  times  the  sick  and 
suffering  have  come  upon  beds 
to  that  temple,  and  at  once  Sister 
Young  would  be  called  to  take 
the  afflicted  one  under  her  im- 
mediate charge,  as  all  knew  the 
mighty  power  she  had  gained 
through  long  years  of  fastings 
and  prayers  in  the  exercise  of  her 
special  gift.  When  her  hands  are 
upon  the  head  of  another  in  bless- 


ing, the  words  of  inspiration  and 
personal  prophecy  that  flow  from 
her  lips  are  like  a  stream  of  living 
fire.  One  sister  who  had  ^not 
walked  for  twelve  years  was 
brought,  and  under  the  cheering 
iaith  of  Sister  Young  she  went 
through  the  day's  ordinance  and 
was  perfectly  healed  of  her  afflic- 
tion. Numbers  of  times  childless 
women  have  sought  out  the 
prayers  and  faith  of  Sister  Young 
in  her  temple  duties,  and  have 
afterwards  turned,  as  Hannah  of 
old,  to  bring  up  their  promised 
child  to  receive  further  blessing? 
in  the  temple.  Volumes  would  not 
contain  the  oiyriad  instances  of 
cases  of  illness  and  disease  healed 
by  the  power  of  God  under  Sister 
Young's  hands.  No  one  was  too 
high,  none  too  low,  no  one  too 
poor  no  one  too  sick  for  her  faith 
to  reach.  This  gift  is  still  with 
her,  and  humbly  and  powerfully 
does  she  exercise  it. 

When  the  temple  in  Logan  was 
to  be  dedicated  she  was  chosen  as 
one  of  the  workers  to  assist  in 
starting  the  ordinance  work  in 
that  holy  edifice.  Here  she 
remained  a  short  time,  until  the 
work  was  well  under  way,  and 
then  she  returned  to  her  labors 
in  the  temple  at  St.  George. 
Again,  when  the  work  was  to 
begin  in  the  Manti  Temple,  her 
name  was  chosen  to  assist  m 
starting  this  work.  There  she 
was  at  the  dedication  of  that 
temple,  and  many  and  glorious 
were  the  manifestations  which 
were  given  to  her  in  that  beauti- 
ful    time.       She     remained    here 
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some  months  in  charge  of  the 
work  until  Sister  M.  W.  Snow 
could  come  and  take  up  that 
labor.  Again  she  returned  to  her 
work  in  the  St.  George  Temple, 
and  there  has  continued  until  the 
present  winter.  Now,  yielding  to 
the  persuasions  of  her  children 
and  friends,  she  has  consented  to 
remove  to  Salt  Lake  City,  where 
in  her  declining  years  she  can  be 
with  those  who  love  her  and 
watch  over  her  interests.  Here 
then  she  waits,  looking  with  long- 
ing eyes  for  the  dedication  and 
consequent  work  in  the  great 
temple,  for  not  until  she  can  enter 
into  her  beloved  te;nple  work  will 
she  ever  be  happy  and  satisfied. 
She  has  been  instrumental  in 
redeeming  hundreds  of  her  ^own 
dead  kindred,  while  she  has  ever 
been  joyously  willing  to  take 
names  and  assist  the  poor  and 
unfortunate  brethren  who  need  a 
woman's  help  in  their  work  in 
temples.  No  one  ever  calls  upon 
her  for  means  or  for  work,  for 
faith  or  for  prayers,  in  the  doing 
of  Christ's  work  and  finds  her 
unwilling  or  selfish.  Of  her  life 
she  has  freely  given,  and  surely 
she  shall  in  that  great,  eternal 
work  beyond  find  that  precious 
jewel — eternal  lives  and  glory. 

BIOGRAPHICAL  SKETCH  OF  THE  LIFE 

AND  LABORS  OF  MINERVA 

WHITE  SNOW, 

WORKER    IN    THE    MANTI    TEMPLE. 

I  WAS  born  in  Northbridge, 
Worcester  County,  Mass.,  March 
22nd,  1822.  My  parents  were 
Alden  and  Achsah    White.     They 


were  not  members  of  any  church, 
but  were  worthy.  God-fearing 
people,  who  taught  their  children 
the  principles  of  moralitj'  and  to 
honor  the  Sabbath  day. 

My  mother  was  left  a  widow 
when  I  was  nine  years  old,  with 
a  family  consisting  of  two 
brothers,  three  sisters  and  myself. 
When  I  was  eighteen  years  of  age 
I  first  heard  the  sound  of  the  gos- 
pel. The  words  of  the  Elders 
sank  deep  into  my  heart,  and  I 
was  at  once  convinced  that  their 
doctrine  was  the  same  that  Jesus 
and  His  disciples  preached.  Soon 
after  this  I  was  baptized,  and 
received  the  gift  of  the  Holy 
Ghost.  About  two  years  later  my 
mother's  family  emigrated  to 
Nauvoo,  where  I  became  ac- 
quainted with  the  Prophet  Joseph 
Smith,  and  I  bear  my  testimony 
to  the  world  that  he  was  a  man 
of  God,  guided  by  divine  inspira- 
tion. I  not  only  knew  him  in 
life,  but  I  saw  him  after  he  had 
been  cruelly  murdered  by  a 
wicked  mob. 

I  was  married  to  Erastus  Snow 
in  the  order  of  celestial  marriage 
on  the  2nd  of  April,  1844,  in 
Nauvoo,  by  Hyrum  Smith,  and 
according  to  the  advice  of  the 
Prophet  Joseph. 

I  received  his  counsel  on  this 
subject  as  a  divine  revelation, 
and  never  for  one  moment  of  my 
life  have  I  regretted  taking  that 
step.  My  relations  in  the  family 
of  Brother  Snow  were  of  a  very 
pleasant  nature,  and  I  wish  to 
bear  my  testimony  to  the  noble 
and     unselfish     character    of    my 
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husband's  first  wife,  Sister  Arte- 
misia. I  loved  her  as  a  dear  sis- 
ter, and  have  every  reason  to 
believe  that  my  affection  was 
returned.  Her  death  has  left  a 
void  in  my  heart  which  only  our 
anticipated  reunion  behind  the 
veil  can  ever  fill. 

It  is  not  necessary  for  me  to 
dwell  on  the  sad  scenes  connected 
wi^h  our  exodus  from  Nauvoo, 
for  they  are  indelibly  imprinted 
on  the  hearts  of  all  those  who 
participated  therein,  and  our 
experience  has  become  a  matter 
of  history  for  the  information  of 
those  who  did  not.  Suffice  it  to 
say  that  we  crossed  the  Missis- 
sippi River  early  in  February, 
1846,  in  bitter  winter  weather,  to 
go  we  knew  not  whither.  We 
endured  many  hardships  and  pri- 
vations, and  I  narrowly  escaped 
drowning  by  the  slipping  back 
into  the  river  of  the  wagon  in 
which  I  was  sitting  on  the  ferry 
boat,  with  one  of  my  husband's 
children  in  my  lap.  By  receiving 
prompt  assistance,  I  escaped  with 
a  wetting  in  the  ice-cold  water. 
Soon  after  our  arrival  at  Winter 
Quarters  I  gave  birth  to  a  daugh- 
ter, my  second  child,  my  first- 
born having  died  in  Nauvoo. 

About  this  time  my  husband 
was  called  to  go  with  the  pioneers 
to  locate  a  resting  place  for  the 
Saints  in  Mexican  Territory. 
Having  accomplished  his  mission, 
he  returned  in  the  fall,  but  just 
before  his  arrival  my  baby  sick- 
ened and  died,  in  consequence  of 
the  hardship  and  privation  we 
had    endured     since    leaving    our 


home  in  Nauvoo.  Then  for  the 
second  time  was  I  left  childless. 
Only  a  mother  who  has  been  thus 
bereft  can  relize  my  utter  desola- 
tion. As  spring  approached  we 
again  made  preparation  to  take 
up  our  line  of  march  toward  the 
setting  sun.  We  left  Winter 
Quarters  in  the  spring  of  1848, 
traveling  in  President]  Young's 
company.  I  drove  a  mule"  team 
through  all  the  longhand  weari- 
some journey,  occupying  the 
whole  summer.  We  arrived  in 
Salt  Lake  Valley  in  the  fall  of  the 
same  year,  and  went  to  house- 
keeping in  a  log  house  containing 
but  one  room.  The  family  con- 
sisted of  six  persons.  Two  more 
children  were  born  during  the 
winter.  In  the  following  year 
Brother  Snow  was  called  to  take 
a  mission  to  Denmark,  and  was 
absent  nearly  three  years,  during 
which  time  his  wives  were 
dependent  upon  their  own  exer- 
tions for  a  livelihood,  and  endured 
all  the  privations  incident  to  a 
new  country,  with  the  added  dis- 
advantage occasioned  by  the 
absence  of  their  natural  protector, 
and  of  which  the  young  people  of 
the  present  day  have  little  idea. 
Cultivating  our  own  garden,  chop- 
ping our  own  firewood,  and  in 
addition  to  our  regular  duties  we 
gathered  straw  and  made  straw 
hats,  for  which  there  was  an  in- 
creasing demand  as  the  tide  of 
gold-seekers  surged  toward  the 
golden  State. 

This  industry  was  a  source  of 
great  benefit  to  us,  as  we  were 
thus    enabled      to    earn    a    little 
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money  to  supply  our  more   press- 
ing necessities. 

After  Brother  Snow's  return  he 
built  a  more  commodious  house 
for  his  family,  and  we  began  to 
enjoy  more  of  the  comforts  of 
life.  But  in  the  year  1861  my 
husband  was  called  to  explore 
Southern  Utah.  After  a  few 
weeks  absence  he  returned  for  his 
family.  Our  journey  to  the  south 
was  attended  by  many  difficulties, 
and  dangers,  but  we  finally 
reached  our  destination  in  safety. 
We  encountered  all  the  discom- 
forts and  privations  which  were 
such  prominent  features  of  the 
southern  mission  in  its  earlier 
years,  and  which  are  so  well 
known  to  those  who  endured 
them.  The  first  two  of  my 
twenty-four  years'  residence  in  St. 
George  were  spent  in  a  tent,  with 
all  its  attendant  annoyance.  I 
was  also  in  delicate  health,  and 
suffered  very  much  from  the  un- 
accustomed heat  and  the  lack  of 
comforts  which  it  was  impossible 
to  procure.  I  was  appointed 
President  of  the  St.  George  Stake 
Relief  Societies  by  President  John 
D.  T.  McAllister,  in  1875,  which 
office  J  held  till  my  removal  to 
Salt  Lake  in  1885,  where  I  was 
appointed  Counselor  to  Sister  M. 
I.  Home,  in  the  Retrenchment 
Society.  On  the  9th  of  January, 
1877,  I  began  my  labors  in  the 
St.  George  Temple,  in  obedience 
to  a  call  from  President  Brigham 
Young.  I  continued  to  work 
there  for  more  than  seven  years. 
On  the  21st  of  May,  1884,  I  was 
called  to  labor  in  the  Logan  Tem- 


ple, where  I  remained  a  little  over 
a  month,  when  President  Taylor 
released  me,  and  on  the  occasion 
of  the  dedication  of  the  Manti 
Temple  I  again  received  a  call  to 
labor  in  the  Lord's  House;  but 
as  my  eldest  son,  Erastus,  had 
passed  from  earth  on  the  20th  of 
March  previous,  and  my  husband 
being  very  sick,  I  was  released 
for  a  season.  Six  days  later,  ton 
May  27th,  Brother  Snow  died, 
but  I  was.  so  bowed  down  with 
grief  at  the  recent  loss  of  my 
husband  and  son  that  I  could  not 
at  once  resume  my  labors,  but  on 
July  9th  I  went  to  Manti,  where 
I  have  resided  ever  since,  and 
have  had  great  joy  and  comfort 
in  my  labors.  I  have  received 
many  blessings  from  my  heavenly 
Father  in  the  holy  temples 
dedicated  to  His  name.  I  have 
seen  the  power  of  God  made 
manifest  many  times.  I  have 
seen  the  sick  healed,  the  lame 
made  to  walk,  and  the  blind  to 
see,  and  I  wish  to  repeat  my  testi- 
mony to  my  young  bisters,  to 
whom  this  sketch  is  affectionately 
inscribed,  that  Joseph  Smith  was 
a  Prophet,  and  that  this  gospel 
was  established  by  divine  revela- 
tion. I  have  received  this  knowl- 
edge from  my  heavenly  Father 
through  obedience  to  His  com- 
mandments, and  I  earnestly 
desire  to  be  faithful  unto  the  end. 

SKETCH  OF   ELLEN  B.  RAY 
MATHENY, 

WORKER    IN    THE    MANTI    TEMPLE. 

I  WAS  born  May  13th,    1889,    in 
Carroll  County,  Miss.   My  parents 
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were  John  A.  and  Mary  Bryan 
Ray.  My  mother  died  when  I 
I  was  fourteen  months  old.  When 
one  and  a  half  years  old  my  father 
married  a  second  time.  When  I 
was  ten  years  of  age  my  father 
moved  to  Texas,  and  in  Novem- 
ber, 1851,  the  Mormon  Elders, 
Brothers  James  McGaw  and 
William  Moody,  came  to  our 
house,  and  though  I  was  but 
twelve  years  old,  the  gospel 
taught  by  them  was  so  impressed 
on  my  mind  the  first  time  I  heard 
it  that  I  have  never  forgotten  the 
sweetness  thereof.  Ministers  of 
other  sects  had  been  to  our  house, 
but  they  made  no  impression  on 
my  mind. 

My  father  was  baptized  in 
November,  1851,  after  hearing 
but  two  sermons  from  the  Mor- 
mon Elders,  and  about  nine 
months  later  my  step-mother, 
Mary  Young  Ray,  my  oldest  sis- 
ter, Martha  J.  Ray,  and  myself 
were  baptized  into  the  Church  of 
Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints. 
In  January,  1853,  we  left  our 
beautiful  home  and  started  for 
Utah.  After  traveling  fifty  miles 
we  arrived  at  a  branch  of  the 
Church  known  as  the  Spring 
Creek  Branch,  where  we  remained 
three  months,  and  during  this 
time  I  became  acquainted  with  a 
young  man  by  the  name  of  Sims 
F.  Matheny,  whom  I  promised  to 
marry  when  he  came  to  Utah. 

In  March,  1853,  my  father  and 
his  family,  with  a  few  other 
families,  resumed  our  journey 
for  Utah,  where  we  arrived  the 
1st  of  September,  1853. 


After  arriving  in  Salt  Lake 
City,  my  father  bought  a  home, 
in  which  we  lived  but  a  couple  of 
months,  when  we  were  called  to 
move  to  Fillmore,  Millard 
County.  This  call  was  promptly 
obeyed,  and  we  made  the  journey 
in  November,  which  was  pretty 
cold  weather  for  people  raised  in 
a  southern  clime.  In  October, 
1855,  Brother  Sims  F.  Matheny 
arrived  at  Fillmore,  and  I  faith- 
fully fulfilled  my  promise  to  him, 
and  we  were  married  the  24th  of 
November,  1855.  Three  years 
later,  with  my  consent  and  wish, . 
my  husband  took  to  himself 
another  wife,  and  I  have  ever 
been  thankful  that  I,  with  my 
husband,  were  privileged  to  obey 
that  holy  command. 

When  I  was  twenty-two  years 
of  age  I  was  taken  sick  and  con- 
fined to  my  bed  for  one  year. 
The  next  five  years  I  was  an 
mvalid,  but  not  quite  so  helpless 
as  during  the  first  year.  About 
four  months  after  I  was  taken 
sick  my  father  died;  and  one 
year  after  this  our  home,  with  all 
we  owned,  was  accidentally 
burned.  From  my  twenty-eighth 
to  my  thirty-first  year  I  enjoyed 
moderately  good  health,  when  I 
met  with  an  accident  which  para- 
l5'zed  my  right  arm  and  nearly 
the  right  half  of  my  body.  This 
caused  me  to  be  a  helpless  invalid 
for  six  years,  during  which  time 
my  husband  was  called  to  leave 
this  world  of  sorrow.  In  the 
seventh  year  of  my  sickness  I 
went  to  the  St.  George  Temple, 
was  baptized  for  my    health,    and 
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to  do  some  work  for  my  mother, 
and  from  that  time  I  rapidly 
improved,  and  in  one  year  I  was 
called  to  go  to  the  St.  George 
Temple  as  a  regular  worker, 
where  I  worked  for  three  years 
without  losing  a  day  on  account 
of  sickness.  I  was  then  released, 
and  returned  to  my  home  in 
Fillmore,  in  which  I  remained 
for  ten  months,  when  I  was 
called  to  Manti  to  work  in  the 
temple,  where  I  have  been  for 
four  years  and  ten  months,  and 
have  lost  but  two  days  on  account 
of  sickness,  which  I  appreciate, 
and  thank  God  our  heavenly 
Father  for   such    great    blessings. 


SKETCH   OF  CHRISTINA   WILLARD- 
SON. 

WORKER    IN    MANTI    TEMFLR. 

Mrs,  Susa  V,   Gates^  Editor: 

Dear  Sister, — I  have  worried 
considerable  ever  since  receiving 
your  first  note  desiring  me  to 
give  a  sketch  of  my  labors  in  the 
temple.  I  have  felt  as  though  I 
could  write  nothing  that  would 
be  of  interest  at  all,  and  thought 
I  would  ask  to  be  excused,  but 
on  receiving  the  second  request, 
I  concluded  to  give  you  a  few 
items,  and  if  you  consider  them 
worthy  of  mention  you  can  do  so. 
I  was  called  by  President  Peter- 
son to  labor  in  the  Manti  Temple 
five  years  ago  next  May.  I  began 
at  the  opening  of  the  temple,  and 
have  continued  to  labor  there 
since,  except  when  I  have  been 
waiting  on  the  sick.  I  have  had 
no  very  great  manifestations  while 


laboring  there.  My  home  being 
at  Ephraim,  seven  miles  from  the 
temple,  I  have  usually  gone  home 
every  night  and  back  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  on  account  of  my  travel- 
ing back  and  forth  Sister  Snow 
has  felt  to  excuse  me  as  much  as 
possible  from  being  there  Tues- 
days, thinking  it  more  convenient 
for  those  living  at  Manti.  Tues- 
day being  the  day  for  baptisms 
and  waiting  on  the  sick  and 
infirm,  I  have  not  had  the  oppor- 
tunity of  seeing  the  sick  healed 
instantly  or  waiting  much  on 
them  in  the  temple,  but  do  know 
that  many  have  been  benefited. 
I  was  privileged  to  attend  the 
dedicatory  services  of  the  Manti 
Temple,  and  the  first  day  just 
before  the  opening  h)'mn  I  heard 
some  beautiful  singing  in  some 
other  part  of  the  building. 
Sarah  A.  Peterson,  wife  of  Presi- 
dent Peterson,  and  I  sat  together, 
and  both  wondered  where  it  was. 
Just  then  the  choir  began  to 
sing. 

I  think  it  was  the  second  day 
services  I  saw  a  halo  of  light 
around  one  of  the  brethren  when 
he  was  speaking,  and  at  the  lay- 
ing of  the  capstone  of  the  Salt 
Lake  Temple  I  saw  a  halo  of 
light  over  the  same  brother  when 
speaking  there. 

I  have  enjoyed  my  labors  very 
much  in  the  temple,  and  if  they 
are  accepted  I  shall  certainly  feel 
much  rewarded  for  my  time. 

Please  excuse  my  delay  in 
answering  your  kind  favor.  Yours, 
etc., 

Christina    Willardson. 
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SKETCH  OF  FRANCES  C.  BROWN. 

WORKERS   IN  THE    ST.     GEORGE 
TEMPLE. 

I  WAS  born  in  Yarmouth,  Nova 
Scotia,  October  31,  1817.  My 
father  Joshua,  and  my  mother 
Hannah  Cann,  were  natives  o£ 
the  same'  place,  but  removed  to 
Portland,  Chautauqua  County, 
New  York,  when  I  was  but  five 
years  of  age.  Our  home  was  on 
the  beautiful  shore  of  Lake  Erie, 
where  I  spent  my  childhood  and 
early  life,  and  though  bred  to  toil 
and  privation,  incident  to  the 
settling  of  a  new  country,  had 
many  pleasant  recreations.  The 
gospel  net  of  so-called  Mormonism 
caught  our  family  in  1838,  and 
from  this  time  commenced  the 
realities  and  varieties  of  life,  ser- 
ious and  in  earnest.  The  serious 
when  friends  and  relatives  de- 
serted us  wholesale,  the  earnest 
when  in  the  spring  of  1839  we 
left  our  home  and  journeyed  west, 
not  knowing  our  destination,  as 
the  Saints  were  then,  through 
intense  persecution  in  a  scattered 
condition.  After  a  journey  of 
seven  weeks  we  came  to  Com- 
merce, afterwards  called  Nauvoo, 
on  the  Mississippi  River,  where  in 
a  short  time  we  were  prostrated 
wth  sickness,  with  not  enough 
well  ones  to  care  for  the  afflicted. 
In  July  my  mother  died  in  her 
wagon,  being  the  first  Latter-day 
Saint  that  died  here.  My  mother 
breathed  her  last  at  sunset,  and 
Sister  Huntington  at  sunrise  the 
next  morning.  Both  funeral  ser- 
mons were  preached  at   the   same 


time  by  Sidney  Rigdon,  and  they 
were  laid  side  by  side. 

Of  our  company  of  fourteen 
from  New  York  seven  were  taken 
in  as  many  months.  O  the  sad, 
bitter  and  earnest  realities  of 
those  days  of  anguish.  How  was 
it  possible  for  humanity  to  attain 
strength  to  endure  them?  I  was 
in  Nauvoo  through  all  the  perse- 
cutions. I  saw  the  Prophet  and 
his  brother  Hyrum  on  their  way 
to  Carthage.  I  saw  their  mangled 
bodies  after  they  were  brought 
home.  I  saw  the  disaffection  of 
Rigdon  and  others.  I  saw  Brig- 
ham  Young  as  the  mantle  of 
Joseph  fell  upon  him.  I  was 
married  here  by  the  Prophet.  I 
received  most  of  my  blessings  in 
the  Nauvoo  Temple.  I  left 
Nauvoo  in  1846,  stopped  sone 
year  at  Winter  Quarters.  Left 
Winter  Quarters  in  the  spring  of 
1848.  I  was  sick  the  entire  dis- 
tance of  one  thousand  miles,  and 
was  brought  on  my  bed.  Lived 
in  the  Seventh  Ward  of  Salt  Lake 
City.  Removed  to  St.  George  in 
the  fall  of  1862.  After  the  com- 
pletion of  the  St.  George  Temple, 
early  in  1877,  was  called  by  Presi- 
dent Brigham  Young  to  labor  in 
the  temple,  which  I  considered 
my  home  for  seven  years,  during 
which  time  I  received  all  the 
blessings  pertaining  to  the  ever- 
lasting covenant,  and  have  done 
the  entire  work  for  my  dead  so 
far  as  I  have  found  them.  I  have 
traced  my  father's  and  mother's 
families  back  for  four  generations 
to  the  time  of  their  first  emigra- 
tion   from     England,     and     have 
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been  mainly  instrumental  in  the 
baptisms  and  endowments,  etc., 
for  more  than  six  hundred  of  my 
relatives. 

I  have  had  no  particular  or 
open  manifestations  by  dreams  or 
visions,  but  as  I  have  been 
seriously  and  very  earnestly 
engaged  in  this  work,  there  has 
been    an    influence   working    with 


me  and  urging  me  forward  in  a 
way  that  I  have  been  able  to 
learn  of  my  ancestry  in  a  most 
j  marvelous  manner,  and  such  a 
way  that  I  am  forced  to  believe 
that  the  key  is  my  mother. 
Removed  to  Nutrioso,  Apache 
County,  Arizona,  in  October, 
1883,  which  is  now  my  home. 
Frances  E,   Brown. 


LITERARY  DEPARTMENT. 


A  MISSIONARY'S  LETTER. 
Chattanooga,  Tenn. 

Feb.  16,  1893. 
Miss  Ella  Dallas: 

My  Dear  Ella: — It  has  been 
just  three  months  tonight  since 
I  said  good-by  to  dear  old  Salt 
Lake  City  for  my  trip  in  a  strange 
portion  of  the  world.  It  is  with 
peculiar  feeling  that  I  sometimes 
think  of  my  past  associations  in 
the  Seventeenth  Ward,  more  par- 
ticularly the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A. 
On  Tuesday  nights  my  mind 
wanders  to  the  Seventeenth  Ward, 
and  I  fancy  that  I  see  Ella,  Mrs. 
Groesbeck,  Vickie,  Lottie,  and 
the  faces  of  the  faithful  few  who 
were  always  there,  and  at  times 
it  seems  as  though  my  thoughts 
and  feelings  mingle  with  theirs  in 
meeting.  You  may  think  because 
I  haven't  written  before  I  have 
forgotten  those  left  behind,  but  I 
haven't.  The  faces  of  my  friends 
are  fresh  in  memory  and  ever  will 
be. 

It  hardly  seems  possible  that 
three  months  have  gone  by    since 


I  left,  but  the  calendar  says  so. 
The  time  we  look  forward  to 
appears  so  much  longer  than  the 
time  that  has  faded  or  passed. 
As  I  sit  thinking  what  would  be 
the  most  interesing  thing  to  write, 
I  am  impressed  with  the  shallow 
life  of  this  so-called  world.  I  find 
myself  comparing  not  only  the 
crooked,  ill-shaped  streets  and 
cities  of  the  East  with  the  beauti- 
ful ones  I  left  in  Utah,  but  the 
majority  of  people.  Life  is,  as  it 
is  held  up  to  my  view  now,  noth- 
ing but  a  race  for  popularity,  and 
the  price  paid  for  that  popularity, 
or  place  on  the  human  scale,  is 
money,  virtue  and  honor,  each 
one  scheming  and  trying  to  gain 
more  foothold.  Men  of  the  world 
say  our  fair  world  is  growing 
better,  and  that  men  have  more 
widsom,  etc.  True,  men  have 
more  wisdom  to  cover  up  their  ill 
deeds  than  ever  before.  Every- 
thing is  sacrificed  to  gain  their 
ambition.  The  world  is  being 
dragged  through  the  vilest  depths 
of  infamy  and  vice.     Never  could 
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I  realize  to  what  an  awful  extent 
until  I  left  fair  Utah  and  her 
noble  workers  to  come  into  this 
cold  world.  The  man  who  can 
bribe  the  lawyer,  the  judge,  the 
juryman,  etc.,  is  the  one  who 
prospers.  But  let  him  be  careful 
and  pause  before  he  goes  too  far. 
He  can  never  bribe  the  God  of 
heaven  and  earth  when  he  comes 
for  judgment  before  His  throne. 
The  world  is  full  of  people  who 
could  stand  up  and  face  danger 
in  a  bodily  form.  They  would 
perhaps  fight  for  their  country. 
They  would  make  martyrs  of 
themselves  for  influence,  but  how 
few  there  are  who  can  stand  up 
and  say  ^  they  are  not  moral 
cowards  I  They  dare  not  assert 
right.  They  dare  not  sustain 
their  own  convictions  of  right  lest 
the  finger  of  scorn  be  pointed  at 
them.  I  feel  as  though  some  time 
God  must  surely  make  Himself 
known  and  make  man  his  own 
accuser.  Would  that  our  young 
folks  at  home  could  all  see  where 
they  stand  and  guard  themselves 
more  carefully.  Would  that  it 
could  be  branded  in  words  of  fire 
before  their  eyes,  "Beware  of 
Babylon,  the  great;  partake  not 
of  her  sins  and  vices  lest  ye  fall. 
Great  are  her  abominations  before 
the  Lord,  and  you  cannot  be  in 
her  midst  lest  her  influence  cling 
to  your  garments. " 

Ella,  you  must  think  that  I  am 
growing  radical;  but  how  blinded 
were  my  eyes  and  how  dull  my 
senses  before  such  revelations 
met  my  view.  To  go  out  on  the 
street     and    see     the    crowds     of 


negroes,  from  the  color  of  char- 
coal to  white,  is  alone  enough  to 
make  the  heart  sick.  I  gaze  on 
them  and  wonder  how  can  God 
contain  His  wrath.  I  wonder  He 
hasn't  long  ago  taken  judgment 
in  His  hands.  Then  the  words 
came  to  me,  "Judge  not  that  ye 
be  not  judged,"  etc. 

I  would  not  part  with  the 
experience  I  am  gaining  for  any- 
thing in  this  world.  I  am  more 
proud  every  day  of  my  people, 
and  when  persons  ask,  "Are  you 
a  Mormon?"  the  proudest  mo- 
ments I  can  live  are  while  I 
answer,  "I  am."  Our  mission- 
aries are  heroes,  and  God  will 
not  forget  His  people  unless  they 
forget  Him.  I  feel  that  my  lips 
cannot  utter  praises  enough  to 
God  for  my  happy  lot  in  being 
numbered  with  His  people.  You 
may  begin  to  think  that  I  can 
see  no  good  in  Babylon.  Not  so; 
everyone  will  receive  his  reward 
for  the  good  he  does. 

How  is  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A. 
prospering?  Give  my  love  to  all 
the  members,  and  though  I  am 
separated  from  them  they  are 
never  forgotten  by  me.  I  remem- 
ber every  one  from  Sister  Gr6es- 
beck  down. 

I  am  very  contented  in  my 
situation,  and  like  my  surround- 
ings very  much.  We  are  board- 
ing in  a  very  pretty  place;  it  very 
much  resembles  Brigham  Street 
at  home;  in  fact  I  can  walk  up 
East  Terrace  (where  we  live)  and 
almost  imagine  myself  on  Brigham 
Street,  Salt  Lake  City. 

The  sights  and  scenes  of   Chat- 
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tanooga  are  very  interesting  to 
me.  Of  course  you  know  this  is 
one  of  the  old  battlefields  of  the 
south.  I  have  taken  several  trips 
since  my  arrival.  Look  Out 
Mountain  is  directly  south  of  my 
window,  with  the  Tennessee  River 
at  its  base.  I  can  also  see  Mis- 
sionary Ridge,  some  large  fac- 
tories, fine  houses,  and  the  never 
to  be  forgotten  negro  huts.  At 
present  the  Tennessee  River  looks 
almost  like  a  lake,  as  out  on  the 
flats  below  me  I  can  just  see  the 
tops  of  trees  peeping  out  of  the 
water  and  several  houses  that  look 
like  boats.  I  went  down  to  the 
river  bridge  a  few  days  ago  and 
saw  one  house  almost  submerged, 
and  a  large  farm  entirely  covered, 
with  just  the  roof  of  the  house  on 
it  in  view.  Huge  trees  and 
chicken  coops,  dog  kennels,  etc., 
etc.,  go  down  the  river  like  chips. 
The  whole  surface  of  the  water  is 
sometimes  covered  with  drift 
wood,  corn  stalks,  etc.  The 
water  has  come  within  two  hun- 
dred yards' of  us,  but  can't  reach 
us  unless  it  rises  up,  because  we 
are  on  a  hill.  The  rainy  season 
has  come,  and  how  it  pours  in  a 
peffect  torrent  from  morning  till 
night!  If  the  river  should  rise 
much  more  it  would  flow  into  the 
business  part  of  town  and  do 
much  damage.  As  it  now  is,  the 
poor  are  the  ones  who  are  suffer- 
ing. Ella,  we  don't  know  what 
poverty  is  in  Salt  Lake  City.  I 
have  seen  children  here  in  the  cold 
weather  without  a  thing  on  their 
bodies  except  a  little  thin  dress, 
and    that     in    tatters.        And     the 


negroes!  Words  cannot  convey  to 
you  the  sights  they  present.  The 
character  of  Topsy  was  never 
exaggerated.  I  have  seen  worse 
looking  pictures  than  she  ever 
presented.  A  negro  man  was 
lynched  here  last  week  for  com- 
mitting an  outrage  on  a  white 
woman.  He  was  drawn  up  on 
the  river  bridge  and  his  body 
shot  full  of  holes.  It  is  sufficient 
to  say  I  was  not  one  of  the  spec- 
tators. Enough  of  the  negro  at 
present. 

I  will  tell  you  of  some  of  my 
trips.  I  went  up  on  Look  Out 
Mountain.  This  is  the  highest 
mountain  here,  and  it  is  the  place 
where  the  Battle  Above  the 
Clouds  was  fought.  On  a  clear 
day  from  this  point  a  person  can 
see  into  seven  States,  which  is 
quite  a  novelty.  At  the  western 
base  of  Mount  Look  Out  lies  the 
little  town  of  St.  Elmo,  named 
for  the  book  written  by  Augusta 
J.  Evans.  The  blacksmith  shop 
still  stands  there  as  described  in 
the  story.  About  fifty  yards,  and 
directly  opposite  our  house  here, 
stands  the  beautiful  home  of 
General  Chamberlain,  which  has 
been  built  on  the  site  of  Fort 
Sherinda.  I  went  over  to  Mis- 
sionary Ridge  and  saw  the  little 
ravine  where  Sheridan  and  his 
men  mounted  the  ridge  on  foot, 
in  the  face  of  cannon,  etc.,  and 
routed  the  rebels.  Sheridan  rode 
his  steed  to  the  base,  and  from 
there  led  his  forces  on  foot. 
General  Grant's  headquarters  I 
have  not  yet  visited,  although  it 
is  a  short  distance  from    here.     I 
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went  to  the  National  Cemetery. 
It  is  very  nice.  Over  the  stone 
arch  of  the  gate  are  these  words, 
"Here  rest  in  peace  12,956 
soldiers  who  died  for   their   coun- 

I    try  from  1863  to  1865." 

I  Inside  the  gardens  and  walks 
are  beautifully  laid  out  in  the 
grandeur  of  Southern  vegetation 
and  arrangement.  The  wall  which 
surrounds  it  is  entirely  covered 
with  English  ivy,  and  you  may 
imagine  how  lovely  it  is.  On 
some  of  the  stones  is  a  number 
only,  which  marks  the  resting 
place  of  the  soldier.     As  I    stood 

i  and  gazed  I  wondered  how  many 
women's  hearts  were  wrung  with 
sorrow  for  lost  ones  they  knew 
nothing  of,  or  whose  lives  had 
been  sacrificed  they  knew  not 
where.  I  saw  the  grave  of  one 
woman  in  their  midst.  Who 
knows  what  impulse  led  her  to 
join  her  fate  with  theirs?  It 
would  take  a  long  time  to  describe 
the  deeds  recorded  there. 

We,  George  and  I,  were  photo- 
graphed in  the  cemetery,  with  L. 
R.  Wells,  T.  W.  Sloan,  Charles 
Margetts,  George  S.  McAllister, 
J.  W.  Walker,  R.  M.  Wright, 
Wm.  Patrick  and  John  Nicholson, 
Jr.,  when  they  were  here  previous 
to  leaving  for  their  fields  of  labor. 
We  have  one  hundred  and  fif- 
teen men  in  the  field,  which 
requires  no  small  amount  of  office 
work  to  meet  their  requests, 
queries,  and  wants.  George  has 
assigned  me  the  mail  order 
department,  mailing  tracts,  books, 
etc.,  the  book-keeping,  and  per- 
mits me  to  write  the   releases.     I 


have  one  little  task  that  will  last 
one  year,  from  present  indica- 
tions. It  is  to  read  and  check  all 
the  correspondence  sent  to  this 
office  since  1880.  You  can  well 
imagine  the  work  attached.  I 
work  on  this  when  the  other  is 
done.  I  don't  have  much  time 
to  be  idle,  but  I  can  never  do  too 
much  work  for  the  Lord.  I  some- 
times wonder  how  my  little  efforts 
at  home  were  met.  I  know  that 
I  was  young  and  inexperienced, 
and  no  doubt  did  many  things 
out  of  order,  but  it  was  the  fault 
of  the  head  and  not  the  heart. 

Ella,  to  me  you  have  been  one 
of  the  greatest  helps  of  my  life. 
Your  patient,  uncomplaining  life 
was  a  pattern  always  before  my 
eyes,  and  many  the  time  when  I 
was  downhearted  I  would  say  to 
myself,  "Think  of  patient  Ella," 
and  it  helped  me  so  much.  I 
value  your  frendship  more  than 
you  will  ever  know,  and  I  hope 
that  I  may  never  forfeit  or  lose 
it. 

Write  and  tell  me  about  all  you 
know  would  interest  me. 

We  are  working  hard  on  our 
spring  emigration,  which  leaves 
on  March  21st.  There  are  so  many 
poor  among  the  Saints  that  it  is 
rather  up-hill  work  for  a  great 
many  to  get  ready  to  leave. 
When  they  get  attached  to  our 
Elders  they  would  lay  down  their 
lives  for  them.  Word  seems  to 
have  been  circulated  among  the 
papers  that  two  Mormon  Elders 
were  killed  in  Lewis  County, 
Tenn.,  but  as  we  have  none  there 
it  must  be  a  mistake. 
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I  have  omitted  a  description  of 
my  journey  here  as  it  would,  no 
doubt,  be  a  repetition  of  what 
you  have  heard  before.  I  will 
just  say  I  appreciated  it  very 
much,  and  on  my  way  visited 
Denver,  Kansas  City,  and  Inde- 
pendence. I  did  not  care  to  stay 
in  any  place  long  until  I  got  here. 
I  shall  never  forget  my  first  view 
of  the  cottonfields  and  negroes. 

Again  I  send  love  to  Ella, 
Vickie,  Mrs.  Groesbeck,  Flor- 
ence, Laura,  Lottie,  and  every 
member  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A., 
and  my  prayers  for  their  pros- 
perity. George  joins  me  in  send- 
ing best  wishes  to  you.  May,  and 
your  father  and  mother. 

Praying  God  to  bless  you  and 
permit  us  to  again  meet  here  on 
earth,  I  remain  your  loving  friend, 
Lucy  W.  Smith, 


THORBORG. 

(CONTINUED  FROM  PAGE  254.) 

Next  morning  Mr.  Landsho 
was  in  a  high  state  of  indignation 
over  something  he  had  read  in 
the  Morning  Post,  and  thundered 
loose  about  the  rascally  Mormons 
the  moment  Thorborg  came  in, 
as  if  she  could  help  it.  She  was 
almost  as  scandalized  as  her 
father  at  the  rate  the  dreadful 
people  were  carrying  on  under 
their  very  noses.  Emil  came  in 
presently  and  listened  without 
comment  to  the  article,  which 
was  being  read  a  third  time. 

"Isn't  it  shameful?"  demanded 
Thorborg. 


"O  I  don't  know,"  was  the  care- 
less reply.  "  think  they  have  as 
good  a  right  to  their  way  of  look- 
ing at  religion  as  we  have  to 
ours. " 

"What's  that,  sir?"  Mr.  Land- 
sho nearly  made  the  house  shake 
with  his  awful  voice.  "Don't 
you  defend  rogues  and  blasphe- 
mers in  my  hearing."  Emil  was 
silent,  and  Thorborg,  anxious  to 
avert  the  storm,  started  another 
subject. 

Now,  regarding  this  newspaper 
article  it  was  of  course  a  mali- 
cious misrepresentation  of  what 
the  Mormons  had  been  doing, 
and  it  created  the  greatest  stir 
among  the  people.  It  called  forth 
much  hatred  over  the  heads  of 
an  innocent  people,  who  asked 
no  more  of  the  world  than  to  be 
left  in  peace.  A  few  there  were 
who  went  to  their  meetings  to 
see  for  themselves,  and  many  of 
them  came  away  convinced  of  the 
truth  of  the  despised  Mormon 
religion.  But  far  more  came  with 
a  fixed  determination  to  be  blind 
to  any  good  quality  the  Mormons 
might  possess,  and  they  went 
away  with  hearts  overflowing 
with  bitterness.  Among  the  lat- 
ter was  the  curate.  He  went  one 
evening  to  the  meeting  of  the 
Saints,  and  asked  permission, 
after  the  meeting,  to  unveil  the 
humbug  called  Mormonism  and  to 
prove  from  the  Bible  that  it  was 
nothing  but  falsehoods  from  top 
to  bottom.  Brother  Ibsen  gave 
him  as  much  time  to  prove  that 
in  as  he  desired,  provided  he 
would  keep  to    the    Bible,     Well, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL. 


311 


the  curate  soon  found  that  the 
Bible  itself  turned  against  him. 
What  he  would  bring  up  against 
them  from  the  Holy  Book  ac- 
tually was  in  their  favor,  and  he 
stood  there  stammering  and  look- 
ing rather  foolish.  Then  he 
took  refuge  in  slander,  and  dished 
up  story  after  story  of  what  he 
had  heard  about  them.  Brother 
Ibsen  finally  told  him  that  he 
had  departed  from  the  agreement, 
and  the  people  could  now  dis- 
pense with  his  services  for  the 
night.  There  was  a  good  deal  of 
hooting  and  laughing  at  the 
curate's  expense  as  he  left  the 
room,  and  he  swore  in  his  wrath 
that  henceforth  he  and  the  Mor- 
mons were  enemies. 

This  article  in  the  Morning  Post 
was  the  outcome  of  his  wounded 
pride,  and  was  only  the  first  one 
of  a  series  of  blood-curdling  tales 
about  the  doings  of  the  poor, 
friendless  people. 

Mrs.  Heidelberg's  three  prett}' 
daughters  carried  tea  around  to 
the  guests,  and  Thorborg  sat  sip- 
ping hers  from  a  pair  of  dainty 
cups,  gently  bantering  young, 
awkward  Stephenson,  which  she 
eivdently  enjoyed  more  than  the 
tea,  when  one  of  the  Misses  Heidel- 
berg came  and  whispered  con- 
fidentially: 

"We  have  got  an  attraction  or 
oddity  tonight,  whichever  you 
wish;  he's  a  distant  relation  of 
mother's,  a  second  or  third 
cousin,  and  we  girls  insisted  on 
having  him  merely  for  the  fun  of 
it.  It's  a  Mormon  missionary, 
fresh  from  Utah,  one    of  Brigham 


Young's  favorites,  I've  heard." 
She  did  not  stop  to  note  the  effect 
of  this  bit  of  novelty,  but  pro- 
ceeded onward  to  notify  others  of 
the  surprise  in  store  for  them  in 
the  shape  of  a  real  live  Mormon, 
"fresh  from  Utah."  But  Thor- 
borg's  eyes  wandered  in  search 
of  the  young  man,  whom  she 
understood  was  invited  merely 
for  the  sport  of  the  thing.  She 
found  him  talking  earnestly  with 
an  elderly  gentleman,  who  seemed 
very  much  interested,  and  a  feel- 
ing not  unlike  pity  stole  into  her 
heart  for  the  noble-looking  young 
stranger,  who,  so  it  seemed  to 
her,  stood  erect  and  unconcerned 
here  among  a  band  of  conspira- 
tors against  him.  In  her  thoughts 
she  associated  him  with  Paul, 
fearless  and  strong  as  he;  but  the 
next  moment  she  blushed  for 
being  carried  away  like  that  by 
the  looks  of  a  despicable  Mor- 
mon. Yet,  there  was  nothing 
despicable  about  him,  as  she 
could  see.  His  eyes  met  hers; 
he  bowed,  and  a  few  moments 
later  came  over  to  her.  With- 
out the  least  embarrassment 
he  began  in  a  frank,  winning  way 
to  tell  her  how  he  hoped  she 
would  remember  her  old  playmate; 
and  might  he  still  hope  that  she 
had  not  forgotten  him  entirely. 
Thorborg  felt  at  home  with  him 
at  once,  and  they  soon  brought 
up  little  incidents  from  their 
childhood  days  of  mutual  inter- 
est, much  to  the  astonishment  of 
Stephensen,  who  secretly  envied 
him  his  easy,  graceful  manners. 
"The   dickens    take   the    young 
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sinner,"  he  muttered  to  himself. 
"Just  look  how  he  can  make  our 
proud  Thorborg  come  to  terms 
and  agree  with  him  in  everything, 
where  Pm  eternally  disgracing 
myself  trying  to  say  witty  things 
and  make  her  laugh.  It's  no 
effort  to  him.  Garibaldi!  how 
rd  like  to  have  that  fellow's  looks 
and  ways." 

Just  then  the  curate  came  in. 
Young  Ibsen  saluted  him  politely, 
but  the  curate  passed  him  with- 
out returning  the  courtesy. 
Thorborg  blushed  with  rage  at 
the  ill  manners  of  the  curate;  but 
Arnold  did  not  seem  to  mind  it 
in  the  least.  He  talked  away  till 
he  began  to  notice  that  people 
were  staring  curiously  at  them; 
some  even  turned  with  a  smile. 
Then  he  realized  that  it  had  got 
noised  about  who  he  was,  and 
now  he  was  injuring  Thorborg's 
reputation  by  lingering  near  her. 
So  with  a  few  commonplace 
remarks  he  left  her,  and  the 
curate  very  soon  availed  himself 
of  the  empty  chair  next  the  fair, 
young  girl.  Thorborg  turned  to 
him  a  little  coldly,  but  allowed 
him  to  talk  to  her  unhindered. 

"That  Mormon  looks  kind  of 
flat  tonight,"  he  presently  said, 
"after  the  beating  I  gave  him  the 
other  night. 

"Indeed?  I  think,  though,  that 
he  looks  much  more  like  the 
conquerer  than  you  do,  Mr. 
Langman.  He  certainly  acted 
more  like  the  gentleman  than 
you  did."  The  curate  was  thun- 
derstruck; but  he  controlled  him- 
self and    said   half   confidentially, 


as  if  Thorborg's  cutting  words 
had  not  been  directed  at  him: 
"Perhaps  you  won't  believe  me, 
Miss  Thorborg,  when  I  tell  you 
that  that  man  is  one  of  the 
greatest  actors  of  our  time." 

"No,  sir,  I  certainly  won't,  for 
I  knew  him  when  a  boy,  and  he 
possessed  that  same  straightfor- 
ward, winning  way  then,  as 
much  as  now." 

"Straightforward  and  winning!" 
mused  the  curate  ironically, 
stroking  his  chin  in  a  careful 
way. 

Very  soon  Thorborg  was  car- 
ried off  by  other  young  ladies, 
and  the  curate  had  to  look  about 
for  another  companion.  Then 
there  was  a  cry  for  music,  and 
several  young  ladies,  after  much 
coaxing,  consented  to  favor  the 
company  with  a  few  songs;  but 
once  started  they  kept  at  it  till 
the  usual  oh's  and  ah's  grew 
fainter  and  fainter,  and  some  of 
the  older  people  were  rescued 
from  sleep  by  being  invited  to 
the  whist  tables.  And  the  din- 
ingroom  was  thrown  open  for  the 
young  people  to  enjoy  themselves 
in  dancing.  How  Thorborg 
enjoyed  it;  she  had  never  felt 
better.  She  whirled  about  to 
the  tunes  of  the  old  piano  in 
those  bewitching  Straus  waltzes 
till  both  head  and  heart  were 
dizzy.  And  through  it  all  she 
fancied  she  saw  Arnold  Ibsen's 
eyes  follow  her  about,  taking  no 
notice  of  anyone  else.  How  could 
he?  She  was  sure  .she  was  the 
fairest  of  all  the  young  ladies. 
She    knew     how    that    pale    pink 
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dress  set  her  off,  and  those  white 
snowballs  at  the  throat  and  in  the 
hair  must  look  lovely.  Of  course, 
being  a  religious  man,  he  didn't 
dance,  which  was  a  great  pity. 
She  wondered  if  in  spite  of  his 
religion  and  being  a  Mormon  he 
could  not  love  as  ardently  as 
other  men.  Of  course  he  could, 
and  there  was  no  harm  in  trying 
to  make  him  love  her,  madly, 
wildly;  not  in  the  selfish,  tame 
way  that  Langman  loved,  but  as 
the  knights  had  loved  their 
ladies — to  death  itself.  A  thrill 
of  savage  pleasure  swelled  her 
heart,  and  then  a  sort  of  pity  fol- 
lowed it.  It  would  almost  be 
too  bad;  for  of  course  she  could 
never — a  Mormon,  never.  Warm 
and  breathless  she  sank  down 
beside  him,  as  if  not  noticing 
who  it  was  till  she  turned.  He 
smiled,  and  asked  if  she  enjoyed 
the  dance,  and  she  asked  him 
softly  if  he  did  not  dance. 

"O  yes,  I  do  when  Tm  at 
home. " 

She  was  taken  abAck. 

"Why  not  here?" 

He  shook  his  head. 

"But  I  like  to  sit  and  watch 
them  dance.  I  think  it  so  amus- 
ing to  see  how  differently  each 
one  conducts  himself." 

Thorborg  blushed,  not  from 
anything  he  had  said,  but  the 
remembrance  of  her  vain,  foolish 
thoughts  a  moment  ago  drove  the 
blood  to  her  cheeks.  She  looked 
in  the  direction  of  the  curate,  and 
thought  with  a  half  smile  and  a 
sigh  that  she  would  have  to  con- 
tent herself  with  her  tame,  selfish 


curate  after  all.  Not  once  during 
the  evening  had  she  thought  of 
the  shaving  operation.  He  had 
appeared  so  easy  that  she  was 
sure  he  did  not  think  she  had 
seen  it. 

On  the  28th  of  June  was  Thor- 
borg's  birthday,  and  she  received 
many  cards  from  her  friends  and 
relatives,  among  others  from  Mr. 
Langman,  written  in  verse,  which 
gave  her  much  pleasure. 

"Do  let  me  see  it,"  cried  Emil 
across  the  table.  "I  know  it's 
from  Langman,  and  I  always 
enjoy  his  poetical  effusions  more 
than  anything  else  in    that    line." 

"Isn't  it  beautiful?"  was  Thor- 
borg's  eager  question  as  soon  as 
he  had  read  it. 

"Grand!"  and  he  tossed  it 
across  the  table.  "But  if  you 
will  take  my  advice,  Thorborg, 
you'll  never  marry  a  lyric.  If 
you  must  have  a  verse-maker 
take  a  satirist;  he  is  always 
sweet-tempered,  because  the 
venom  in  his  system  finds  escape 
through  his  pen,  whereas  a  lyric 
who  effuses  nothing  but  soft, 
sweet  things  must  be  full  of  bit- 
terest gall;  it  must  have  vent 
somewhere,  and  depend  on  it  his 
own  beloved  wife  will  be  the  per- 
son most  likely  to  get  it." 

Emil  looked  sagely  at  his  sis- 
ter, but  she  only  laughed.  She 
was  sure  she  never  would  marry 
Mr.  Langman;  she  didn't  think 
she  was  pious  enough  for  a  min- 
ister's wife.  Neither  did  her 
mother,  who  had  overheard  their 
conversation.  Later  in  the  day 
there     came    another    card,    plain 
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and  simple,  with  a  few  hand- 
painted  marguerites  in  the  corner. 
That  was  from  Arnold.  He  only 
wished  her  many  happy  returns  of 
the  day.  She  wondered  how  he 
had  found  out  it  was  her  birthday. 
She  put  away  all  her  cards  that 
night  but  the  one  with  the  mar- 
guerites on;  that  she  left  on  her 
bureau,  and  for  the  first  time 
since  she  was  a  child  she  knelt 
and  prayed  that  the  poor  deluded 
young  man  might  see  the  error  of 
his  ways  and  forsake  the  erroneous 
belief  he  had  embraced. 

Arnold  had  several  times 
invited  both  Thorborg  and  Emil 
to  the  Saints'  meeting,  but  Thor- 
borg, though  curious  to  hear  him 
preach,  dared  not  go  for  fear  her 
parents  would  find  it  out.  But 
one  evening  her  brother  told  her 
he  had  been  there  the  night 
before,  and  was  going  again 
tonight. 

"Never,  Emil?"  exclaimed 
Thorborg  incredulously. 

"Why  not?" 

"Oh  I  don't  know,  Emil,  but 
a  fear  creeps  into  my  heart  for 
you  if  you  do  not  keep  away  from 
these  people.  Think  of  the  shame, 
the  disgrace,  should  you  become 
entangled  with  them.  Do,  do 
stay  away  from  them."  The  tears 
w^re  in  Thorborg's  eyes;  she 
was  in  real  distress,  and  trembled 
for  the  beloved  brother. 

"Well,  Thorborg,  do  you  sup- 
pose they  can  convince  me  against 
my  will?  You  need  have  no  fear 
on  that  score;  but  one  thing  1 
will  say,  and  that  is,  if  I  should 
become   satisfied   of   the   truth   of 


this  strange  religion  I  should  not 
hesitate  to  proclaim  it  to  all  the 
world,  just  as  Arnold  Ibsen  does. 
However,  I  have  no  intention  of 
becoming  a  Mormon,  so  quiet 
those  fears.  Here  is  Stpehensen. 
Good  evening,  Severin'  Yes,  I'm 
off  to  one  of  Ibsen's  meetings; 
will  you  come?" 

"Why  not  you  come  too,  Miss 
Thorborg  I*  I  assure  you  it  is 
worth  one's  while  to  go  and  hear 
that  myth  about  Smith  and  the 
gold  plates.  You'll  never  regret 
it." 

Thorborg  put  on  her  hat  and 
called  through  the  kitchen  door  to 
the  servant:  "Tell  mother  I've 
gone  out  with  Emil  and  Mr. 
Stephensen,  Stine. " 

There  was  a  missionary  from 
Copenhagen,  and  as  it  happened 
he  did  speak  on  the  finding  of 
the  plates  by  the  Prophet.  Steph- 
ensen  kept  nudging  Emil  in  the 
side,  but  he  shook  his  head  in  a 
solemn  way  and  looked  straight 
at  the  speaker.  Going  home 
Stephensen  asked  Thorborg  what 
she  thought  of  it. 

"Horrid!  I'm  all  shaken  up  at 
the  dreadful  way  they  materialize 
sacred  things,  and  then  all  those 
awful,  poor-looking  people;  none 
but  the  very  scum  of  the  people  I" 

"There,  Thorborg,"  interrupted 
Emil,  "I  don't  think  you  have 
any  right  to  say  that.  They  are 
poor  and  all  of  the  working 
classes,  but  they  are  as  honest  as 
you  or  I.  And  for  the  matter  of 
that,  I  think  that  harmonizes  ver>' 
well  with  the  scriptures,  even  if 
they    were    the    most     wicked    of 
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society.  Jesus  said  He  had  not 
come  to  call  the  righteous,  but 
sinners  to  repentance." 

"It  don't  matter,"  asserted 
Thorborg.  "I  never  could  iden- 
tify myself  with  those  people. 
To  be  obliged  to  call  them  sisters 
and  brothers  alone  would  keep 
me  safely  out  of  Mormonism/' 

Emil  said  nothing  more,  and 
Stephensen  did  not  think  it  was 
safe  to  ridicule  what  he  had 
heard  in  the  presence  of  Emil. 
They  said  nothing  to  their 
parents  about  having  been  to  the 
meeting. 

Time  went  on,  July  had  come 
and  gone,  farmers  were  in  the 
height  of  their  harvest  season, 
and  the  days  were  long  and  warm, 
and  the  evenings  deliciously  cool. 
Thorborg  still  sat  in  her  bowery 
of  an  evening  and  looked  out  over 
the  Slotz  sea  with  wistful  eyes, 
and  sometimes  her  brother  and 
his  two  friends  would  keep  her 
company,  but  the  young  curate 
did  not  occupy  the  place  in  Thor- 
borg's  heart  that  he  did  some 
months  ago.  Somehow  his  views 
and  ideas  appeared  narrow  and 
contracted  to  her;  his  religious 
theories,  too,  seemed  strange  and 
unsubstantial.  She  knew  that 
Emil  often  went  to  hear  young 
Ibsen  preach;  but  he  seldom  said 
anything  about  what  he  heard 
there.  Of  late  life  had  begun  to 
seem  tedious  and  long  to  Thor- 
borg. She  who  had  always  been 
the  happiest,  most  contented  of 
girls  began  to  feel  that  life  was 
empty  and  unsatisfactory,  and  her 
thoughts     dwelt     oftener    on    the 


other  world  than  ever  before. 
After  all,  what  did  anyone  know 
of  time  hereafter,  what  it  would 
be  like,  and  what  they  should  do 
with  the  long,  long  eternity.  To 
think  that  the  good  and  pious 
should  live  forever  and  ever;  no 
end  to  their  existence.  Oh  it  was 
dreadful  to  contemplate.  In  one 
of  her  conversations  with  the 
curate  she  asked  him  what  he 
thought  about  it,  and  if  he  didn't 
think  time  would  hang  heavily  on 
their  hands.  The  curate  smiled 
a  superior  smile. 

"Surely,  Miss  Thorborg,  you 
could  never  doubt  the  Lord's  wis- 
dom and  forethought  in  this  as  in 
all  other  things  concerning  His 
creation.  He  has  provided  for  our 
happiness  there  you  may  be  sure. " 

"Well,  but  I've  never  heard 
anything  about  it,  what  we're 
expected  to  do.  It  seems  to  me 
rather  irksome  to  have  to  sing 
hallelujah  through  all  eternity, 
and  if  God  has  provided  nothing 
better  for  us  to  do,  I  really  feel  as 
if  it  wasn't  worth  striving  for." 

The  curate  looked  shocked. 

"  I'm  afraid  this  Mormon  has 
been  poisioning  your  mind,  Miss 
Thorborg.  He  has  some  peculiar 
ideas  about  what  the  saints  are 
to  do  in  the  next  world." 

"No,  indeed,"  declared  Thor- 
borg. "I  have  never  spoken  to 
him  about  these  things;  but  if  he 
has  anything  more  amusing  to 
suggest  for  us  in  heaven  I  should 
like  to  hear  it,  really. " 

Mr.  Langman  frowned  and 
looked  very  serious  at  Thorborg's 
audacity. 
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"  I  cannot  sit  and  listen  to  your 
light  way  of  speaking  of  our  most 
holy  religion,  Miss  Thorborg. 
You  must  remember  that  I'm  one 
of  the  Lord's  servants,  and  if  you 
speak  lightly  of  my  great  Master 
you  insult  me.  I  cannot  let  you 
do  it  without  warning  you." 

Thorborg  looked  ashamed  and 
a  little  bit  frightened;  but  she 
tried  to  put  on  a  careless  face, 
and  after  a  while  she  took  up  the 
discussion  again. 

"But  now  really,  Mr.  Lang- 
man,"  she  began,  "don't  you 
think  that  the  Lord  is  somewhat 
strange?  To  think  that  He  has 
created  so  many  millions  of 
people,  placed  us  here  on  this 
earth  to  strive  and  suffer  as  best 
we  can,  for  no  other  purpose  than 
to  have  us  sing  His  praises  for- 
ever and  ever.  It  seems  to  me 
He  has  gone  to  a  great  deal  of 
trouble  to  very  little  purpose. 
Now  I'm  saying  what  I  really 
mean,  and  I  have  thought  of  these 
things  very  much  lately;  but  I  can 
come  to  no  conclusion.  I  seem 
to  be  at  sea,  religiously  speaking, 
and  my  mind  is  troubled." 

"I  could  weep  for  you.  Miss 
Thorborg;  for  your  soul  is  in  the 
wilderness  of  doubt;  but  look  to 
the  cross  and  have  faith." 

"Faith  in  what?"  ventured 
Thorborg  timidly. 

"Faith  that  He  died  for  your 
sins  and  has  saved  you,  will  save 
you  if  you  will  let  Him.  Lay  your 
head  on  His  bosom  and  all  doubt 
will  forsake  you." 

An  impatient  word  was  on 
Thorborg's    lips,     but    she    swal- 


lowed it  and  only  sighed.  Then 
she  changed  the  conversation. 
But  she  said  mentally,  "He  seems 
to  be  as  much  at  sea  as  I  am." 

In  September  there  was  a  great 
harvest-home  supper  at  the  post 
master's  brother's,  a  rich  farmer, 
who  lived  a  few  miles  from  Fred- 
eriksborg.  Emil  and  Thorborg 
went  there  and  they  had  a  splen- 
did time.  Thorborg  was  surprised 
to  find  Arnold  Isbea  there,  too;  but 
he  had  been  preaching  in  that 
neighborhood  some  days  and  the 
farmer  had  taken  a  fancy  to  him 
and  invited  him  to  his  feast. 
Thorborg  had  an  opportunity  of 
talking  with  him  without  Mr. 
Langman's  watching  eye  on  her, 
and  she  enjoyed  it.  They  did  not 
speak  about  religion,  but  he  told 
her  of  Utah,  of  the  women  there, 
and  promised  to  let  her  take  a 
paper,  edited  by  ladies  in  Utah 
(Thorborg,  like  all  well  educated 
girls  in  Denmark,  could  speak 
both  English,  German  and  French 
well  enough  to  make  herself  un- 
derstood), and  she  could  read 
English  fairly  well.  She  was  sur- 
prised that  there  should  be  clever 
women  among  the  Mormons, — 
could  hardly  believe  it.  But  a 
few  days  after  they  had  met  at 
the  harvest-home  supper  he  sent 
her  a  copy  of  the  IVoman's 
Exponent  he  had  just  received 
from  Copenhagen,  sent  by  the 
brethren  there.  She  read  it  and 
liked  it,  and  her  ideas  regarding 
the  "down-trodden,  degraded" 
Mormon  women  were  considerably 
changed. 

(TO  BB  CONTINUED.) 
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HOW  I  GAINED  MY  TESTIMONY  OF  THE  TRUTH. 


It  was  in  the  year  1831,  and  I 
was  then  but  ten  years  old. 
There  was  some  religious  contro- 
versy in  our  neighborhood  be- 
tween the  Presbyterians  and  the 
Congregationalists;  the  Presby- 
terians wanted  to  have  their 
clergymen  chosen  and  appointed 
by  the  clergymen  themselves,  and 
the  Congregationalists  wanted  to 
have  these  appointments  made  by 
the  people  by  vote  themselves. 
My  father  was  a  deepl}'  religious 
man,  and  he  was  anxious  to  know 
which  would  be  the  right  way  to 
proceed  in  this  matter.  If  he 
discovered  which  was  right  then 
he  would  join  the  sect  which  held 
the  proper  form  of  worship  pro- 
cedure in  this  delicate  matter.  So 
he  said  he  would  get  out  his  own 
Bible  and  see  for  himself  what 
was  there  said. 

I  can  remember  my  father  sit- 
ting quietly  perusing  the  Bible, 
determined  to  find  the  right 
way,  his  firm  lips  closed  with 
the  determination  to  suc- 
ceed if  success  was  possible. 
After  many  hours  of  study  and 
reading,  aided  no  doubt  with 
hours  of  anxious  prayer,  father 
one  day  declared  that  none  of  the 
churches  were  right  according  to 
the  way  he  read  the  Bible,  for 
none  of  them  had  the  organization 
peculiar  to  the  primitive  church. 
There  were  no  prophets,  no 
apostles,  no  spiritual  gifts  as  were 
possessed  by  the  ancient  saints. 

Nothing  could  shake  him  from 
this    belief,     and      the     more    he 


thought  and  conversed  upon  the 
matter,  the  plainer  and  simpler  it 
seemed  to  be  presented  to  his 
understanding.  While  his  mind 
was  in  this  unsettled  state  the 
rumor  reached  us  that  there  was 
a  prophet  in  a  distant  country, 
who  had  found  a  new  and  golden 
Bible.  The  very  word  "prophet" 
caught  my  father's  ear  and 
arrested  his  attention.  He  was 
anxious  at  once  to  go  to  this  so- 
called  "prophet"  and  test  the 
strength  of  his  claim. 

A  neighbor  by  the  name  of 
Joseph  Wakefield,  cooper  by 
trade,  was  a  companion  of  my 
father,  and  together  they  had  dis- 
cussed the  matter  of  true  and 
false  religions  for  many  an  hour. 
When  this  rumor  about  the 
prophet  reached  us  father  and  Mr. 
Wakefield  had  an  earnest  consul- 
tation as  to  which  should  go  and 
see  the  man.  That  one  should 
go  was  an  accepted  decision. 
After  some  talk,  Mr.  Wakefield 
thought  he  would  be  the  better 
one  to  go,  as  he  was  not  at  work 
in  the  winter  season,  and  my 
father,  who  was  a  wealthy  farmer, 
always  had  stock  to  attend  to 
even  in  the  winter. 

Mr.  Wakefield,  went  at  once 
to  Seneca  County,  saw  the  boy 
prophet,  received  a  convincing 
testimony  of  the  truth,  and  re- 
turned with  a  heart  full  of  zeal, 
bearing  with  him  a  copy  of  the 
new  Bible,  or  as  it  is  properly 
called,   the  Book  of  Mormon. 

I  was  going  to  school  that  win- 
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ter,  and  so  did  not  hear  all  the 
talk  that  was  carried  on  at  home 
after  the  return  of  Mr.  Wakefield, 
but  I  knew  in  substance  what 
report  he  had  brought  with  him. 
One  day  on  my  return  from 
school  I  saw  the  Book  of  Mor- 
mon, that  strange,  new  book, 
lying  on  the  window  sill  of  our 
sitting-room.  I  went  up  to  the 
window,  picked  it  up,  and  the 
sweet  influence  of  the  Holy  Spirit 
accompanied  it  to  such  an  extent 
that  I  pressed  it  to  my  bosom  in 
a  rapture  of  delight,  murmuring 
as  I  did  so,  "This  is  the  truth, 
truth,  truth!" 

In  the  following  summer 
Hyrum  Smith  and  David  Whit- 
mer  came  to  our  house  and  stayed 
several  days.  Father  and  mother 
had  been  baptized  in  the  April  of 
that  same  year,  but  neither  my- 
self nor  my  sister   were    baptized. 

David  Whitmer  persuaded  me 
to  be  baptized  while  they  were  at 
our  home,  but  some  way  I  did 
not  accept  his  offer.  I  had  told 
my  sister-in-law,  Fanny  Hunting- 
don, that  when  she  was  baptized 
I  would  go  with  her. 

The  morning  for  the  departure 
of  these  men  from  our  house 
arrived,  and  I  had  not  as  yet 
become  a  member  of  the  Church. 
That  morning,  a  short  time  before 
they  were  to  start,  Hyrum  Smith's 
cousin  rode  up  with  a  message 
that  they  could  not  leave  that 
day,  as  my  brother  Dimick  and 
his  wife  Fanny,  my  dear  sister-in- 
law,  were  desirous  of  being  bap- 
tized. 

That  morning  at  prayers  I    had 


presented  to  me  a  heavenly  vision 
of  a  man  going  down  into  the 
water  and  baptizing  someone.  So 
when  this  message  came  I  felt  it 
was  a  testimony  that  the  time 
had  come  for  me  to  receive  bap- 
tism. Brother  Hyrum  Smith  was 
mouth  in  prayer,  and  in  my 
secret  soul  I  had  a  wish  that  he 
should  baptize  me.  I  had  refused 
the  coaxing  of  Brother  Whit- 
mer, as  I  told  myself,  because 
mother  and  father  were  going 
away  from  home,  and  I  had  all 
the  home  cares  on  me,  and  I 
feared  I  would  be  tempted  to 
speak  crossly  or  say  something  I 
ought  not  to  after  so  sacred  an 
ordinance  as  that;  but  this  strong 
testimony  that  the  proper  time 
had  arrived  I  did  not  dare  treat 
lightly. 

As  soon  as  I  consented  to  go 
with  my  brother  and  sister-in-law 
David  Whitmer  began  talking 
about  performing  the  office  for  us. 
Happily  for  me,  however.  Brother 
Hyrum  was  chosen  by  the  others 
to  be  the  proper  one  and  I  added 
my  preference  to  their  words. 
Accordingly,  we  all  went  down  to 
the  water  and  were  baptized  by 
Hyrum  Smith,  and  confirmed  un- 
der the  hands  of  Hyrum  Smith 
and  David  Whitmer. 

Soon  after  this,  the  gift  of 
tongues  rested  upon  me  with 
overwhelming  force.  I  was  some- 
what alarmed  at  this  strange 
manifestation,  and  so  checked  its 
utterance.  What  was  my  alarm, 
however,  to  discover  that  upon 
this  action  upon  my  part,  the 
gift  left    me   entirely,    and    I    felt 
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that  I  had  offended  that  Holy 
Spirit  by  whose  influence  I  had 
been  so  richly  blessed. 

I  suffered  a  great  deal  in  my 
feelings  over  this  matter,  and  one 
day  while  mother  and  I  were 
spinning  together,  I  took  courage 
and  told  her  of  the  gift  I  had 
once  possessed,  and  how,  by 
checking  it  I  had  lost  it    entirely. 

Mother  appreciated  my  feelings, 
and  told  me  to  make  it  a  matter 
of  earnest  prayer,  that  the  gift 
might  once  more  be  given  to    me. 

I  walked  down  to  a  little  spring 
in  one  of  the  meadows,  and  as  I 
walked  along  I  mused  on  my 
blessing  and  how  I  had  turned 
away  the  Spirit  of  God.  When  1 
reached  the  spring,  I  knelt  down 
and  offered  up  a  prayer  to  God 
and  told  Him  if  He  could  forgive 
my  transgression,  and  give  me 
back  the  lost  gift,  I  would  prom- 
ise never  to  check  it  again,  no 
matter  where  or  when  I  felt  its 
promptings. 

I  have  kept  this  vow,  but  it  has 
been  a  heavy  cross  at  times,  for  I 
know  that  this  gift  is  the  least  of 
all  gifts,  and  it  is  oftentimes 
misunderstood  and  even  treated 
lightly  by  those  who  should  know 
better.  Yet  it  is  a  gift  of  God, 
and  should  not  be  despised  by  him 
who  receives  it,  but  magnified  to 
its  extent,  even  as  the  lowest 
grade  of  the  priesthood  is  the 
least  of  all,  and  yet  it  needs  be 
magnified  as  earnestly  as  are  the 
higher  and  greater  offices. 

From  the  day  I  received  the 
sweet  testimony  of  the  Spirit, 
when  grasping  the  precious   Book 


of  Mormon  in  my  hands  to  my 
breast,  I  have  never  doubted  nor 
faltered  in  my  faith.  I  know  this 
is  the  Church  and  Kingdom  of 
God,  and  I  rejoice  in  putting  my 
testimony  before  the  daughters  of 
Zion,  that  their  faith  may  be 
strengthened,  and  that  the  good 
work  may  roll  on.  Seek  for  a 
testimony,  as  you  would,  my  dear 
sisters,  for  a  diamond  concealed. 
If  someone  told  you  by  digging 
long  enough  in  a  certain  spot  you 
would  find  a  diamond  of  unmeas- 
ured wealth,  do  you  think  you 
would  begrudge  time  or  strength, 
or  means  spent  to  obtain  that 
treasure?  Then  I  will  tell  you 
that  if  you  will  dig  in  the  depths 
of  your  own  hearts  you  will  find, 
with  the  aid  of  the  Spirit  of  the 
Lord,  the  pearl  of  great  price, 
the  testimony  of  the  truth  of  this 
work.  ZAna  D.  H.    Young, 


It  all  depends  on  being  accus- 
tomed to  a  fashion  whether  it 
looks  pretty  or  not.  Soft,  broad 
soled  shoes  would  look  as  well  as 
high  heeled,  tooth-pick  pointed, 
patent  leathers,  and  an  easy,  con- 
venient outdoor  costume  would  be 
just  as  pretty  as  the  uncomfort- 
able and  inconvenient  one,  if  we 
were  used  to  it.  Do  not  the 
present  loose,  flowing  sleeves  look 
as  agreeable  and  artistic  to  us  as 
the  skin-tight  ones  of  five  years 
ago,  in  which,  if  a  woman  wished 
to  raise  her  arm  to  her  head,  she 
had  to  make  a  special  stipulation 
with  the  dressmaker  to  have  the 
sleeve  cut  accordingly. 
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SAYINGS  OF  THE  PROPHET  JOSEPH  SMITH. 


Sister  Susa  V.   Gates: 

Today  I  was  searching  my  jour- 
nal for  the  date  of  certain  events, 
and  found  the  following,  which, 
if  never  published,  might  be,  with 
much  interest  to  many  both  now 
and  hereafter. 

ONE   LEAF    FROM    MY  JOURNAL. 

"February  12,  1885.— I  went 
to  the  house  of  Don  C.  Johnson, 
son  of  the  late  Bishop  Aaron 
Johnson.  He  is  picking  up  and 
writing  for  publication  sketches 
of  his  father's  life.  He  repeated 
to  me  an  incident  he  had  heard 
his  father  relate  of  the  last  events 
in  the  life  of  the  Prophet  Joseph 
Smith  while  leaving  Nauvoo  to 
go  over  the  Mississippi  and  west- 
ward. Aaron  Johnson  was  with 
him,  and  was  to  take  them  across 
the  river  in  his  boat,  and  besides 
him  and  Joseph  was  Hyrum 
Smith  and  O.  P.  Rockwell. 
Before  leaving  Nauvoo  Joseph 
said  he  must  see  a  certain  brother 
(the  name  Don  C.  could  not 
remember),  although  it  was  night. 
What  Joseph's  business  was  he 
did  not  say,  only  nothing  special, 
but  just  to  see  him  before  leaving 
the  country. 

Arriving  at  the  house,  not  far 
from  the  river,  he  knocked  at  the 
door,  which  was  opened  by  the 
brother  in  his  night  clothes,  and 
let  them  in.  The  Prophet  told 
where  he  was  going,  to  be  gone 
until  the  troubles  blowed  over, 
and  came  to  say  good-by. 

Well,  hold  on,  said  the  brother; 
you  will  want   some    money.      He 


went  into  another  room  in  the 
dark.  They  heard  him  open  a 
drawer  box,  or  something  of  the 
kind,  and  take  money,  out  with  his 
hand  three  or  four  times  and 
drop  the  same  into  something. 

Presently  he  returned  with  it  in 
the  front  flap  of  his  shirt,  and 
took  it  out  by  hands  full  and 
gave  it  all  to  Joseph  in  the  dark 
without  counting. 

I  just  this  moment  think  of 
another  event  in  Joseph's  life 
immediately  in  connection  with 
the  foregoing  event  related.  It  is 
also  in  my  journal  somewhere, 
but  I  write  it  from  memory  now. 

After  the  Prophet  had  crossed 
the  Mississippi  River  he  went  to 
the  house  of  Joesph  Hancock  and 
told  him  where  he  was  going,  and 
that  he  wanted  him  to  go  along 
as  a  hunter  to  kill  game  for  the 
company.  Brother  Hancock  was 
a  great  hunter.  His  (Hancock's) 
horse  was  on  the  open  prairie, 
and  could  not  be  caught  only  by 
several  men  on  horseback,  to 
drive  it  into  a  yard.  He  replied 
to  Joseph  that  he  would  go  if  he 
had  his  horse — could  catch  his 
horse — or  something  to  this  effect. 
The  Prophet  said  to  him  that  he 
wanted  him  to  go  along,  and  if 
he  would  go  right  after  the  horse 
he  could  catch  it.  Brother  Han- 
cock went  out  immediately,  and 
had  no  trouble  in  walking  up  to 
his  horse  on  the  broad  prairie, 
the  first  and  only  time  he  ever 
did. 

As    is    well    known    in    history. 
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about  this  time  Joseph  was  in- 
duced by  whines  and  growls  of 
some  brethren  to  turn  back  and 
go  to  Carthage. 

A    LONE    TREE, 

Standing  in  an  open  plain  re- 
ceives the  blasts  of  heaven  from 
its  early  growth,  which  twirls, 
whips  and  bends  it  near  to  the 
earth;  strains  its  roots  which 
makes  the  tree  send  its  roots 
deeper  into  the  earth,  thus  by 
frequent  strains  it  is  able  to  en- 
dure more  and  more  as  it  rises 
in  a  gradual  growth  higher  and 
higher  in  the  air,  until  it  is 
grown  to  a  full  sized  tree,  when 
it  is  able  to  withstand  any  blast 
that  may  chance  to  come. 

A  tree  standing  in  the  midst  of 
a  forest  surrounded  with  hosts  of 
other  trees  is  sheltered  from  the 
heavy  winds  and  wintry  gales. 
It  has  little  necessity  of  sending 
down  and  out  its  roots  deep  in 
the  earth;  and  should  surround- 
ing trees  be  taken  away  the  first 
breeze  that  passes  will  lay  that 
tree  on  the  ground. 

This  comparison  I  heard  the 
Prophet  Joseph  Smith  make,  and 
compared  himself  to  the  lone 
tree,  and  continued  the  conversa- 


tion to  some  length  in  that  line, 
and  in  the  course  of  his  remarks 
upon  himself,  and  the  labors  he 
commenced,  continued  in  all  his 
life  and  expected  to  pursue. 
Said  that  the  work  he  was  en- 
gaged in  was  designed  to  benefit 
all  mankind;  that  it  would  revolu- 
tionize the  systems  and  govern- 
ments of  the  earth,  and  in  propor- 
tion to  the  benefit  this  work  will 
be  to  man,  so  the  opposition  to 
it  may  be  expected. 

It  has  been  and  will  be  the  case 
that  a  man  who  develops  or  opens 
a  new  system  for  the  benefit  of 
his  fellow-man  or  mankind  will 
meet  with  the  opposition  and 
enmity  of  the  very  people  he  is 
seeking  to  bless  and  improve. 

"It  is  the  same,"  he  said, 
"with  men  whom  God  inspires  to 
make  inventions,  improvements 
and  discoveries  for  the  improve- 
ment of  man  generally,  geographi- 
cally or  classic.  They  will  be 
opposed  and  persecuted  by  the 
ones  their  works  are  designed  to 
benefit  and  bless.  Satan  will 
oppose  everything  that  God  intro- 
duces among  men  for  the  purpose 
of  elevating  and  improving  His 
children." 

O.    B.   Huntington. 

Lehi,   Feb.  18,   1892. 


ETIQUETTE. 


HOW  TO  BEHAVE  IN  TEMPLES  AND 
OTHER  PLACES  OF  WORSHIP 

"Ye  shall  keep  my  Sabbaths 
and  reverence  my  sanctuary.  I 
am  the  Lord. '—Lev.   xxvi:   2. 


The  foregoing  command  is  in- 
scribed above  the  stand  in  one  of 
our  houses  of  worship  in  the  city, 
and  always  seemed  to  me  a  perpe- 
tual and  very  appropriate  reminder 
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of  the  congregation.  Oh,  if  this 
principle  of  reverence  could  be 
written  on  the  hearts  of  the 
young  Saints  as  on  a  tablet,  and 
woven  into  their  forming  charac- 
ters as  a  part  of  their  very  being, 
but  alas!  how  very  often  are  the 
sensibilities  of  the  reverent 
nature  shocked  by  the  lack  of 
due  propriety  in  our  places  of 
worship.  A  certain  levity  and 
light-mindedness  pervades  our 
deportment  in  the  houses  of  God 
which  too  plainly  bespeak  the 
fact  that  our  hearts  are  not 
touched  by  that  true  religious 
sentiment  worthy  of  the  Latter- 
day  Saints.  Now,  don't  mistake 
my  meaning,  and  decide  that  I 
would  require  a  long-drawn, 
solemn,  mock,  sanctimonious 
expression  of  countenance,  or  a 
stiff,  staid  and  formal  manner.  I 
do  not  desire  or  expect  to  put  old 
heads  on  young  shoulders;  nor  is 
the  above-described  style  of  con- 
duct commendable  even  in  old 
people.  A  natural,  easy,  subdued 
cheerfulness  of  manner  and  happy 
expression  should  characterize  the 
appearance  of  a  true  Saint  who 
finds  satisfaction,  comfort  and 
happiness  in  meeting  together  to 
serve  God  in  His  own  appointed 
way.  If  we  really  make  this  duty 
a  pleasure  this  fact  should  be 
apparent  in  all  our  conduct.  The 
office  of  the  Holy  Spirit  is  to 
cheer,  comfort,  sustain  and  uplift, 
to  subdue  and  sanctify  the  feel- 
ings; it  will  never  sadden  and 
depress;  so  when  we  meet 
together  to  partake  of  the  influence 
of  this  Spirit  its   work   within    us 


should  beam  from  the  eye  and 
radiate  from  the  whole  being  in 
cheerful,  subdued,  harmonious 
conduct.  Ever  since  I  can  re- 
member the  conduct  of  the  sec- 
tarians in  places  of  worship  has 
been  held  up  to  us  as  a  model, 
and  not  having  the  privilege  of 
visiting  the  churches  abroad,  I 
determined  to  note  well  the 
conduct  of  these  people  in  our 
own  places  of  worship,  and  I 
must  confess  to  disappointment, 
in  many  instances,  and  I  have 
concluded  that  much  of  their 
sanctimonious  conduct  in  their 
own  churches  springs  more  from 
a  strict  observance  of  forms  than 
of  sincere  and  heartfelt  reverence 
to  God,  else  it  would  manifest 
itself  in  all  places  of  worship. 
But  some  of  these  visitors  to  our 
Tabernacle  have  disturbed  mj' 
worship  by  their  flippant,  irre- 
ligious remarks,  curious  ques- 
tions, tittering,  restless  manners, 
and  final  exit  during  the  service, 
quite  as  much  as  some  of  our  own 
thoughtless,  irreverent  young 
people.  These  examples  do  not 
excuse  any  of  us.  Our  own  sense 
of  respect  due  all  people,  and  our 
religion,  should  be  a  safe  guide 
at  home  or  abroad  on  all  occa- 
sions. "Our  light  should  so 
shine  that  men  may  see  our  good 
works,  and  glorify  our  Father 
which  is  in  heaven."  Appropriate 
conduct  in  all  situations  should 
be  our  constant  study.  One  of 
the  greatest  events  that  ever  took 
place  on  the  earth  is  at  our  verj' 
doors.  All  eyes  are  turned 
towards   the    Salt    Lake    Temple, 
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and  all  hearts  are  set  upon  its 
dedication.  All  the  Saints  are, 
or  should  be,  pondering  over 
their  own  ways,  undergoing  a 
severe  self-examination,  each  one 
asking  herself,  "Am  I  worthy  to 
enter  and  partake  of  its  blessingb? 
Let  us  with  one  accord  cry  with 
the  sweet  psalmist,  "Search  me, 
oh  God,  and  know  my  heart;  try 
me  and  know  my  thoughts,  and 
see  if  there  be  any  wicked  way  in 
me,  and  lead  me  in  the  way  ever- 
lasting." 

The  judges  in  Israel  who  decide 
on  our  worthiness  to  receive  the 
privileges  of  the  temples  of  God, 
must  judge  us  from  the  books  and 
our  general  walk  and  conversation 
among  the  people,  but  God  alone 
knoi^s  our  secret  thoughts,  our 
ways  and  acts,  and  the  intent  of 
our  hearts,  and  it  should  not  be 
our  aim  to  slip  in  on  the  bare 
recommendation  of  our  Bishop. 
Let  us  judge  ourselves  by  the 
written  word  of  God  and  the 
counsels  of  His  servants  and 
handmaidens  appointed  to  teach 
and  exhort  the  Saints,  and  by  a 
knowledge  of  ourselves,  irrespec- 
tive of  all  others,  and  wherein  we 
cannot  approve  of  anything  in  our 
inner  lives,  let  us  repent  and 
humble  ourselves  and  seek  for- 
giveness. This  is  one  prepara- 
tory course.  Now  let  us  begin 
to  study  what  should  be  our  con- 
duct if  privileged  to  enter  such 
sacred  places.  Having  sanctified 
our  lives  by  correct  living,  our 
hearts  by  repentance,  now  let  us 
think  of  the  proprieties  of  con- 
duct   required    of    us.      First,     let 


our  bodies  be  clean,  a  strange 
request  of  Saints,  but  a  most 
necessary  one,  I  know  by  actual 
experience,  besides  our  ideas  of 
cleanliness  are  so  varied,  what  is 
considered  by  one  quite  up  to  a 
high  standard  of  perfection  is 
thought  far  below  it  by  another, 
but  be  sure  and  be  just  as  clean 
as  you  know  how  to  be.  If  you 
are  a  visitor  in  a  temple  city  and 
have  not  the  conveniences  of 
home,  you  can  surely  procure  a 
gallon  of  water  and  a  basin,  and 
find  some  corner  to  secret  your- 
self for  fifteen  or  twenty  minutes 
while  you  take  a  thorough  hand 
bath.  Always  carry  your  own 
towels,  soap  and  wash  rags,  and 
all  requisite  toilet  articles.  The 
rag  or  sponge  should  be  kept 
clean  and  dried  carefully  before 
replacing  in  the  satchel,  or  burned, 
when  good  taste  dictates  a  neces- 
sity. Never  leave  your  toilet 
articles  and  clothing  carelessly 
around  the  room  you  occupy. 
Where  articles  have  been  pre- 
viously warm,  shake  and  air 
them  thoroughly  before  wearing 
again.  Always  provide  yourself 
with  a  pair  of  new  or  perfectly 
clean  slippers.  Your  own 
crocheted  white  wool  ones  are 
very  nice  for  temple  wear.  Study 
constantly  how  to  avoid  defiling 
the  holy  temples  you  enter  with 
dust  and  dirt,  for  in  them  indeed 
is  cleanliness  a  part  of  godliness, 
for  they  are  the  gateways  to 
heaven.  On  entering  the  portals 
lay  aside  all  levity  of  feeling,  and 
refrain  from  all  unnecessary  talk. 
Train  your   eyes    to    see    and  ob- 
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serve  minutely.  Take  in  silently, 
reverently,  the  beauties  and  per- 
fection around  you.  I  say  silently, 
for  we  are  so  prone  to  venture 
remarks,  and  ask  untimely  ques- 
tions, and  may  disturb  valuable 
and  pleasurable  trains  of  thouG:ht 
enjoyed  by  those  near  you.  Oh 
how  it  disturbs  if  it  does  not 
positively  annoy  a  thoughtful, 
earnest  person  intent  on  grasping 
exalted  themes,  to  be  constantly 
appealed  to  about  matters  of 
trivial  or  no  consequence,  to  have 
one's  eyes  detracted  by  another 
adjusting  and  fidgiting  about  their 
wearing  apparel.  Learn  to  con- 
trol the  hands  and  stay  them 
from  nervously  fingering  this  or 
that.  In  one  word  study  repose. 
Do  you  realize,  girls,  that  the 
singing  is  a  part,  and  a  very 
important  part,  too,  of  our  ser- 
vices? By  the  way,*  some  people 
chatter,  not  in  a  whisper,  but 
in  an  audible  tone,  during 
the  song  service.  One  would 
think  they  did  not  consider  the 
worship  begun  till  prayer  time, 
and  some  are  ill-mannered  enough 
to  keep  up  a  continuous  strain 
during  the  whole  service,  and 
some,  how  I  blush  to  say  it,  will 
chew  gum  right  in  meeting,  the 
whole  time,  too.  Cannot  they  see 
how  it  looks  in  others  given  to 
this  evil  and  disgusting  habit, 
and  forever  refrain?  We  are 
taught  to  paitake  of  the  sacra- 
ment with  the  uncovered  hand.  It 
looks  very  indifferent  to  retain 
the  mits  where  only  the  ends  of 
the  fingers  are  bare.  Are  we  too 
lazy  to  pay  proper  respect  to  this 


sacred  ordinance.^  Another  bad 
habit  among  us  is  the  lack  of 
attention  during  the  benediction. 
As  a  rule  it  is  not  long,  but  we 
do  not  wait  till  it  is  pronounced, 
but  are  adjusting  our  own  or  our 
children's  wraps,  putting  on 
gloves,  our  shoes,  and  so  forth. 
Why  in  such  a  hurry  to  depart? 
We  are  compelled  by  our  many 
duties  and  pleasures  to  live  in  a 
rush  during  the  week,  but  on  the 
Sabbath  surely  we  can  take  time 
to  pay  proper  respect  to  the 
various  forms  of  worship  required 
of  us.  If  we  stop  and  think  it  all 
over  we  will  find  that  all  this 
hurry  and  bustle  is  more  a  habit 
than  a  necessity.  Hurry  is  very 
tiring,  a;id  we  are  commanded  to 
rest  on  the  Sabbath,  and  to  take 
time  to  pay  proper  respect  to  the 
Lord,  and  but  few  hours  even  of 
the  Sabbath  are  required  of  us  in 
actual  worship  or  public  service. 
Why  detract  from  these  by  inat- 
tention or  hurrying  through  them 
as  though  grudging  the  only 
offering  we  can  make  in  return 
for  all  God's  constant  attention  to 
us  and  His  boundless  mercies, 
manifest  in  every  moment  of  our 
lives?  Who  can  tell  why  even 
our  feeble  acknowledgments  to 
God  are  oft  so  irksome?  Let 
me  call  your  attention  for  a 
moment  to  the  seating  of  congre- 
gations in  our  places  of  worship. 
Who  has  not  seen  people  seat 
themselves  at  the  ends  of  the 
benches  and  compel  all  others  to 
push  past  them  to  the  inconven- 
ience and  annoyance  of  both? 
Why  not  fill  each  bench  from  the 
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center,  leaving  the  ends  for  those 
who  come  after,  and  for  mothers 
with  their  children  or  babies? 
And  oh,  young  mothers,  who 
must  take  the  darling  babies  to 
meeting  or  stay  at  home,  why 
not  take  them  out  when  they 
begin  to  cry,  instead  of  waiting 
until  the  whole  congregation  is 
disturbed?  All  public  buildings 
should  be  provided  with  a  few 
seats  in  the  shade  on  the  outside 
for  the  accommodation  of  mothers, 
the  feeble,  or  aged,  who  may 
have  to  leave  the  meetings  during 
service.  The  amount  of  selfish- 
ness and  discourtesy  exhibited  at 
sonvB  of  our  services  is  truly 
alarming.  With  perfect  com- 
posure we  see  even  the  aged,  and 
mothers  carrying  their  babies, 
walking  up  and  down  the  aisles 
in  •  search  of  a  seat,  while  we 
make  no  "  effort  to  accommodate 
them.  Our  unloved  brother  or 
sister  may  stand  till  ready  to 
faint,  but  we  must  have  plenty  of 
room  *to  spread  our  much-loved 
clothes  and  to  avoid  much  that  is 
discourteous  and  disturbing  in  its 
nature,  oft  robbing  our  worship  of 
its  true  mission.  I  would  say 
always  be  punctual. 

HELP  YOUR    HOSTESS. 

"Oh  dear!"  said  a  good  little 
woman  to  me  the  othe»  day, 
"How  I  dread  conference  times? 
I  have  so  much  company  that  I 
can  never  attend  the  meetings 
much  as  I  wish  to." 

"Don't  you  have  help?"  I 
asked. 

"Oh    yes,    but     one     girl    can't 


wait  on  so  many  guests;  besides 
she  wants  to  go  to  meeting  some 
of  the  time,  and  I  know  she  ought 
to,  so  I  just  stay  at  home  and 
keep  things  going  pleasantly." 

Dear,  sweet  woman,  in  her 
spirit  of  self-sacrifice  forgot  her 
duty  to  herself  as  well  as  to 
others,  her  own  family.  Some  of 
our  country  friends  have  com- 
plained of  a  lack  of  hospitality 
among  our  city  Saints,  but  Til 
tell  you,  my  dear  young  sisters, 
how  some  of  it  came  about. 
Conference  has  come  twice  a  year 
to  us,  with  one  or  two  exceptions, 
for  many  years,  and  we  know  how 
long  it  takes  us  to  recover  after 
each  one.  Remember,  girls, 
when  you  come  to  the  dedication 
and  conference  that  you  are  not 
conferring  any  special  favor  upon 
your  entertainers.  It  is  for  your 
own  benefit.  Many  of  our  truly 
kind  and  hospitable  sisters  are 
willing  to  do  all  in  their  power, 
and  many  unwisely  go  beyond  it. 
They  are  blessed  with  plenty  of 
room  and  plenty  to  entertain  with, 
ail  but  time  and  strength,  two 
precious  necessities.  Now,  study 
how  to  make  the  burdens  of  your 
kind  hostess  lighter  at  such  times 
by  helping  in  every  way  possible. 
Don't  set  yourself  down  to  be 
waited  upon.  "Many  hands  make 
light  labor."  Proffer  your  assist- 
ance, nay  more,  urge  it  upon  your 
sister,  and  be  on  the  alert  to 
make  yourself  helpful.  Do  the 
chamber  work;  do  it  nicely,  and 
sweep  and  dust  the  sitting  room 
or  dining  room  while  the  break- 
fast is  in  preparation.     Take  care 
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of  your  own  things;  don't  leave 
them  around  to  be  picked  up  after 
you  are  gone.  Don't  spend  all 
your  time  in    curling   your   bangs  ' 


and  adorning  yourself.  Be  help- 
ful and  pleasant  and  you  will  be 
always  welcome. 

Lelia   West  wood. 


EDITOR'S  DEPARTMENT. 


Strange  things  occur  in  a  per- 
fectly natural  way.  The  import- 
ance of  the  history  we  are  making 
day  by  day  is  not  realized  by  any 
of  us.  I  am  particularly  impressed 
with  the  event  which  is  shortly 
to  take  place  in  Chicago,  and  the 
part  which  our  sisters  are  to  take 
in  the  Congress  of  Women  there 
to  be  held.  Women  are  coming 
from  all  over  the  civilized  coun- 
tries of  the  earth  to  attend  the 
week's  congress  in  May,  in 
Chicago.  Subjects  of  the  gravest 
import  to  the  well-being  of  women 
are  to  be  discussed  in  these  meet- 
ings. And  here  during  the  grand 
session  the  Relief  Society  and  the 
Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.  are  invited  to 
hold  two  meetings  in  a  smaller 
hall  near  the  grand  hall,  holding 
and  conducting  their  own  ser- 
vices, and  introducing  their  own 
choice  of  subjects,  to  be  pre- 
sented by  their  own  speakers. 
Can  you  and  I  estimate  the 
importance  of  the  opportunity 
thus  offered?  Invited  to  speak 
their  own  thoughts  in  their  own 
way  I  What  a  vista  this  opens  to 
the  inspird  imagination!  We, 
the  women  of  Utah,  have  been 
considered  slaves  and  fools,  have 
been  looked  upon  as  without 
mind  or  intelligence.  That  we 
are     true     to     our    husbands    and 


families  has  been  accounted  to  us 
as  a  sure  mark  of  vile  inferiority 
of  intellect.  And  now  we  are  met 
by  these  wide-minded,  deep- 
thoughted  women  in  Chicago  as 
equals,  as  women  with  at  least 
mind  enough  to  speak  for  our- 
selves. What  a  glorious  oppor- 
tunity to  preach  some  of  the  most 
important  truths  of  our  religion! 
Can  you  not  see  the  dawning  of 
a  better  day  for  us  all?  Is  not 
this  the  unlatching  of  a  door  that 
shall  soon  be  flung  wide  between 
the  women  of  this  gospel  and  the 
women  of  the  world?  I  heard 
President  Joseph  F.  Smith  say 
about  five  years  ago  that  the 
time  was  close  at  hand  wh«i  the 
women  M  this  Church  would  be 
required  to  stand  in  public  places 
and  give  a  reason  for  the  hope 
within  them.  The  prediction  be- 
gins to  be  fulfilled.  You  and  I, 
dear  sister  reader,  will  not  be 
required  to  go  with  these  pioneer 
sisters  to  inaugurate  this  work. 
But  is  there  not  something 
thougli  that  we  can  do,  something 
which  we  ought  to  do,  to  assist 
in  this  glorious  cause?  There 
most  certainly  is.  And  what  is 
that?  From  this  very  moment, 
as  members  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I. 
A.,  we  should  daily  remember  in 
our  earnest    prayers    our    beloved 
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leader,  Sister  Elmina  S.  Taylor, 
that  wisdom  and  great  power  may 
be  given  her.  Together  with  her 
are  her  Counselors  and  Aids,  and 
especially  those  who  will  go  to 
Chicago  to  be  our  mouthpieces. 
Mighty  and  strong  should  these 
women  be,  and  therefore  mighty 
and  strong  should  be  our  prayers 
in  their  behalf. 

When  the  exact   day    is   known 
on  which  our  meeting  in  Chicago 


is  to  be  held  it  is  suggested  that 
the  officers  and  members  of  the 
Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.  shall  unite  in  a 
day  of  fasting  and  prayer  for 
those  who  are  representing  us  in 
Chicago.  About  the  21st  of  May 
will  probably  be  the  date,  but  it 
is  not  definitely  settled. 

Let  us  try  to  realize  the  im- 
portance of  this  great  event,  and 
bend  thereto  all  our  faith  and 
prayers. 


OUR  GIRLS.* 


Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.  CONFERENCE. 
Minutes  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A. 
Conference  of  the  Mexican  Mis- 
sion, held  in  Juarez,  February 
27th,  1893,  Counselor  Fanny  C. 
Harper  presiding.  Singing, 
"Great  God,  attend  while  Zion 
sings."  Prayer  by  Patriarch 
Henry  Lunt.  Singing,  "Praise 
ye  the  Lord,  my  heart  shall  join. " 
Minutes  of  the  previous  confer- 
ence were  read  and  approved. 
The  reports  were  then  read  from 
the  several  wards.  Counselor 
Fanny  C.  Harper  said  she  felt 
need  of  the  aid  of  our  beloved 
sister  M.  E.  Teasdale.  Spoke  of 
her  excellent  qualities  and  good 
influence.  Knew  her  presence 
was  with  us.  Also  represented 
the  Juarez  Association  as  being 
in  good  condition.  She  had  tried 
to  carry  out  the  instructions  in 
the     association     that     had     been 


given  by  Sister  Teasdale.  Song 
by  Sister  C.  A.  Porter,  of  Dub- 
Ian.  Recitation  by  Sister  Maria 
Moffett,  of  Pacheco.  Sister  Sabra 
Naegle  reported  the  Pacheco 
Association.  The  secretary  had 
lately  removed,  and  her  place  had 
not  yet  been  filled,  but  otherwise 
the  association  was  in  good  con- 
dition. Biographical  sketch  of 
Sister  Amanda  Smith  was  given 
by  Violet  Johnson,  of  Diaz. 
Recitation  by  Artemisia  Redd,  of 
Juarez.  Singing  by  the  choir, 
"Sing  to  the  great  Jehovah's 
praise."  The  Diaz  Association 
was  represented  by  Sister  Sarah 
Christoffersen  as  being  in  good 
condition.  Book  of  Mormon 
exercise  was  given  by  Sister 
Annie  E.  Walser,  of  Juarez. 
Recitation  by  Mary  Larson,  of 
Dublan.  Song  by  Sister  Victoria 
Pratt,    of    Juarez.     Sister    Nancy 


*AU  commuoications  from  the  members  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  1.  Associations  to  this  department 
should  be  addressed  to  Mrs.  Elmina  S.  Taylor,  158  W.  Third  South  St.,  Salt  Lake  City.  The 
address  of  the  Secretary  of  the  Central  board  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.  is  Annie  M.  Cannon,  Folsom 
Avenae,  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 
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Williams  reported  the  Dublan 
Association  as  being  in  very  good 
condition,  considering  the  disad- 
vantages under  which  they  had  to 
labor.  Resolutions  of  respect  in 
behalf  of  our  late  President,  Sis- 
ter M.  E.  Teadsale  were  read  and 
adopted. 

Bishop  W.  D.  Johnson,  Jr.,  of 
Diaz  addressed  the  meeting. 
Said  he  wished  he  had  power  to 
express  his  gratefulness  for  the 
blessings  we  enjoy.  The  remarks 
of  the  sisters  about  Sister  Teas- 
dale  brought  to  his  mind  three 
graces  she  possessed,  and  which 
were  predominant;  they  were 
humility,  kindness  and  grateful- 
ness. Knew  she  had  no  enemies 
living.  Her  whole  life  was  one 
of  humility  and  kindness.  Re- 
lated an  anecdote  to  show  the 
power  of  kindnecs.  Never  had 
been  acquainted  with  anyone  that 
seemed  more  grateful  for  bles- 
sings bestowed  upon  them  than 
was  Sister  Teasdale.  Said  his 
greatest  desire  was  for  the  young. 

Sister  Dora  Pratt  said  it  was 
with  a  timid  feeling  that  she 
arose.  Desired  to  have  the 
ability  to  carry  on  the  work  that 
had  been  assigned  her.  Asked 
for  the  prayers  of  the  sisters  that 
she  might  be  able  to  do  her  duty. 
Desired  to  work  in  unison  with 
her  sisters  and  to  the  accomplish- 
ment of  God's  purposes  upon  the 
earth. 

The  Church  officers  of  the  Y. 
L.  M.  I.  A.  were  presented  and 
unanimously  sustained. 

The  following  .  named  were 
unanimously  sustained  as    officers 


of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.  of  the 
Mexican  Mission:  Dora  Pratt, 
President;  L.  Teasdale,  Sarah 
Christoffersen,  Counselors;  Ida 
E.  Eyring,  Secretary;  and  Arte- 
misia   Redd,    Assistant-Secretary. 

Apostle  George  Teasdale  felt  to 
extend  his  thanks  to  the  sisters 
for  the  words  of  sympathy  they 
had  expressed.  Thought  we  had 
had  an  excellent  conference. 

After  singing  and  prayer,  the 
conference  was  adjourned  until 
May  29th,  1893. 

Singing,  "The  time  is  nigh, 
that  happy  time."  Benediction 
by  Bishop  George  W.  Sevy  of 
Juarez. 

Ida  Eyring,   Sec. 


THE  REWARD  OF  FAITH. 

[BT  A  MBMBBB  OF   TUB  T.  L.  M.  I.  A.} 

Mrs.  C.  and  her  small  family 
were  gathered  closely  about  the 
kitchen  stove  of  their  little  home. 
They  were  gathered  closely  that 
their  hearts  might  feel  keenly  and 
be  comforted  with  the  love  they 
had  for  each  other. 

The  last  of  their  fuel  was  slowly 
dying  in  the  grate,  and  unless 
some  kind  providence  remembered 
them  tomorrow  they  would  have 
nothing  but  that  love  which  God 
had  planted  in  their  hearts  to 
keep  them  warm. 

There  were  John,  Maud,  Willie 
and  little  Mary,  the  cripple  child, 
the  comfort,  the  darling,  the  bless- 
ing of  the  household. 

Mrs.  C.  had  been  left  a  widow 
ten  years  before,  when  Mary  was 
a  tiny  little  baby,  and  until    now, 
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with  her  children's  help,  she  had 
been  able  to  provide  a  scanty  liv- 
ing; but  this  winter  she  had  been 
sick;  the  firm  that  had  employed 
her  boys  had  failed;  Maud  earned 
^vhat  she  could  with  her  needle, 
but  that  did  not  suffice  for  all 
their  expenses,  and  tonight  had 
come  their  extremity. 

They  had  eaten  their  last  loaf 
of  bread,  and  soon  the  dead  ashes 
on  the  hearth  would  be  all  that 
remained  of  their  fuel.  They 
lived  in  a  large.  New  England 
city,  where  poverty  crouches  at 
the  very  gate  of  wealth  without 
relief,  and  there  seems  no  haven 
of  rest  but  heaven  for  the  widows 
and  orphans.  So  you  see  they 
had  need  to  sit  close  together. 

"  Mother,  may  I  go  to  church 
alone  tomorrow?"  said  little 
Mary. 

"Why  do  you  wish  to  go 
alone?"  asked  her  mother. 

"Well,  mamma,  as  I  sat  here 
this  afternoon  I  had  such  a 
beautiful  dream.  I  seemed  to  be 
in  a  church,  none  of  you  were 
with  me,  but  beside  me  sat  a 
strange  gentleman.  He  looked 
so  kind  and  gentle,  and  when  I 
stood  up  he  offered  me  his  arm 
to  lean  upon,  and  he  said  to  me, 
Little  girl,  you  have  a  true  heart; 
the  Lord  will  not  forget  you.' 
He  said  many  other  things  that  I 
cannot  remember,  but  they  made 
me  feel  so  glad  and  happy." 

"Yes,  child,  you  may  go,"  said 
Mrs.  C,  for  although  Mary  sel- 
dom went  out,  she  could  go,  and 
Mrs.  C.  liked  to  gratify  every 
wish    of   her   lame    child's    heart. 


The  family  were  used  to  kneeling 
about  little  Mary's  chair  before 
retiring  for  the  night,  and  invok- 
ing the  Lord  for  His  blessing. 
This  night  the  mother  prayed. 
She  prayed  for  food  and  the 
necessities  of  life,  for  health  and 
strength;  she  thanked  the  Lord 
for  her  children,  and  that  He  had 
inclined  their  hearts  to  do  right; 
she  prayed  that  they  might  be 
able  to  bear  without  murmuring 
the  cross  which  He  had  laid  upon 
them,  still  praising  His  goodness 
to  them. 

When  the  mother  had  ceased 
speaking  they  all  remained  kneel- 
ing a  few  seconds,  for  their  hearts 
were  under  the  influence  of  the 
prayer,  and  it  took  a  short  time 
to  recall  them  to  present  sur- 
roundings. Little  Mary's  face 
was  radiant.  The  fact  that  they 
had  no  bread  in  the  house  did 
not  seem  to  concern  her,  but  the 
mother's  heart  was  heavy  as  she 
lay  down  in  her  poor  but  scrupu- 
lously clean  bed. 

The  next  morning  the  sun  rose 
calm  and  lovely. 

It  was  a  perfect  November  day, 
hazy  and  dreamy,  just  such  a  day 
as  Whittier  describes: 

''  From  gold  to  gray, 

Our  mild  sweet  day 
Of  Indian  summer  fades  too  soon 

While  tenderly, 

Above  the  sea 
Hangs  white  and  calm  the  hunter's  moon." 

It  being  Sunday,  the  business 
of  the  great  city  was  stopped, 
while  the  bells  from  a  thousand 
churches  called  to  morning  ser- 
vice.    To  one  of  these  churches  a 
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modest  little  one,  our  Mary,  was 
hurrying.  She  had  had  no  break- 
fast, poor  child,  but  she  felt 
grateful  and  thankful  for  those 
things  she  did  possess,  and  this 
morning  something,  she  could 
not  tell  what,  made  her  extremely 
happy.  She  felt  like  singing  for 
jo)\  I  believe  she  could  almost 
have  flown,  only  for  her  poor, 
crippled  leg,  which  made  her 
move  so  slowly. 

She  reached  the  church,  and 
entering  took  a  seat.  When  she 
looked  around  she  saw  beside 
her  a  gentleman.  He  had  a  very 
pleasant  face,  and  returned  her 
gaze  with  such  love  and  pity  for 
the  cripple  child.  He  could  see 
that  she  was  poor  by  her  old, 
brown  cloak,  her  shabby  hat  and 
shoes,  and  by  her  little  bare  hands 
that  were  quite  blue  with  the 
cold.  When  the  hymn  was  an- 
nounced he  held  out  his  hand  to 
support  the  little  cripple,  and 
something  in  her  eyes  as  she 
lifted  them  to  his  face  to  thank 
him  made  him  grow  very  serious. 
He  sat  through  the  services 
praying  that  God  would  direct 
him,  for  that  look  from  the  little 
girl's  eyes  had  made  him  remem- 
ber that  he  was  a  servant  of  God, 
sent  to  preach  the  gospel  of  Jesus 
Christ,  and  to  seek  out  the  honest 
in  heart.  His  message  was  that 
the  gospel  had  been  restored  to 
the  earth,  with  all  the  powers  of 
the  primitive  church,  and  with 
the  gifts  and  blessings  of  the 
same.  He  did  not  doubt  but 
that  this  child  with  the  angel 
face    would    understand    his   mes- 


sage, but  he  asked  the  Lord  to 
guide  him  that  all  might  be  done 
according*  to  His  will. 

Brother  H.,  for  that  was  the 
gentleman's  name,  was  a  mis- 
sionary from  Utah.  Can  we 
doubt  that  he  was  the  man  Mar>' 
had  seen  in  her  dream?  Can  we 
doubt  that  he  had  been  led  to  the 
church  by  the  messengers  of  the 
Lord,  who  watch  and  guide  an 
humble, earnest  Saint?  No, we  must 
believe  that  in  this  way  he  had 
been  led  to  that  poor,  honest 
widow  and  her  children,  whose 
lives  were  worthy  of  a  full  salva- 
tion. 

After  the  services  were  over, 
and  Mary  had  risen  to  go  out, 
she  heard  a  something  she  had 
been  waiting  for:  "Little  girl, 
you  have  a  true  heart;  the  Lord 
will  not  forget  you." 

She  looked  up  in  Brother  H*s 
face  and  said  simply,  "I  heard 
you  say  that  yesterday,  and  some 
other  things  that  I  can't  remem- 
ber now,  but  I  do  remember  how 
happy  they  made  me  feel." 

Brother  H.  was  not  slow  in 
recognizing  the  hand  of  the  Lord 
in  this,  and  he  explained  some  of 
the  principles  of  the  gospel  to 
Mary.  He  told  ^her  how  God 
was  not  pleased  with  the  way  the 
people  had  changed  the  gospel, 
and  that  because  of  this  the  gifts 
and  blessings  had  been  taken 
away  from  the  earth;  but  now 
God  had  sent  an  angel  from 
heaven  to  restore  the  gospel  in 
purity  and  power.  He  told  her 
how  the  sick  might  be  healed 
through  faith    and    the   laying    on 
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of  hands,  and  of  the  many  bless- 
ings which  the  Saints  enjoy. 

Mary  understood  and  believed 
every  word  he  said,  and  at  last, 
when  they  could  stay  no  longer 
in  the  church,  she  said,  "Will 
you  not  come  home  with  me,  and 
tell  my  mother  all  you  have  told 
me.  She  will  be  so  happy  to  hear 
it,  I  know,  for  I  have  heard  her 
say  that  she  would  like  to  have 
lived  in  the  days  of  Jesus." 

So  little  Mary  and  Brother  H. 
walked  toward  Mary*s  humble 
home.  Their  hearts  were  full  of 
thanksgiving.  Both  could  see  so 
plainly  that  the  Lord  had  brought 
them  together,  and  they  praised 
Him  for  His  mercy  and  goodness. 

Mrs.  C.  was  rather  startled  to 
see  Mary  lead  a  strange  gentle- 
man into  the  house. 

"Mamma,"  said  Mary,  "this  is 
the  gentleman  I  saw  yesterday  in 
my  dream." 

Do  you  think  that  her  mother 
believed  her?  Yes,  she  did;  for 
she  knew  that  Mary  was  almost 
as  pure  as  an  angel,  and  she 
knew,  too,  that  angels  had  talked 
with  Mary  often  before  this.  So 
she  was  ready  to  listen  to  Brother 
H.  with  a  heart  in  which  faith 
had  already  germinated.  As  he 
went  on  it  seemed  to  her  he  was 
saying  something  she  had  heard 
before,  and  had  almost  forgotten, 
but  graduall}  the  truth  became 
plainer  and  plainer,  until  the 
glorious  view  of  the  restored  gos- 
pel burst  upon  her.  She  has 
many  times  declared  that  that 
was  the  most  blessed  day  of  her 
whole  life. 


In  telling  the  blessings  that 
came  to  their  souls,  I  must  not 
forget  to  tell  how  the  temporal 
blessings  followed.  The  boys 
were  soon  in  good  employ.  In 
extreme  poverty  they  had  said: 
"Blessed  be  the  name  of  the 
Lord,"  and  now  the  Lord  blessed 
them  abundantly,  and  they  still 
said,  "Blessed  be  the  name  of 
the  Lord." 

They  are  in  Utah  now,  and  the 
widow  presides  over  the  cosy 
domicile  which  the  industry  of 
her  sons  has  provided  for  them. 
Her  sons  are  among  the  solid, 
influential  men  of  our  growing 
Utah,  while  her  daughters  are 
among  our  pure  and  lovel}  sis- 
ters. Mary  has  grown  into  a 
slender  willow  maiden,  without 
any  trace  of  that  affliction  of 
lameness.  Her  pure  faith  has 
brought  the  blessing  of  health  to 
her  body.  Now  her  greatest 
happiness  js  to  minister  to  the 
sick,  and  chase  disease  and  death 
before  her  divine  faith. 


OUR    BLESSINGS-LET  US  APPRE- 
CIATE THEM. 

Yes,  let  us  appreciate  our  bless- 
ings while  they  are  ours,  not 
wait  until  they  have  been  taken 
from  us.  It  will  then  be  too  late; 
they  will  be  beyond  our  reach;  to 
try  to  recall  them  would  be   vain. 

Let  us  not  only  sing  the  follow- 
ing lines,  but  practice  them  in 
their  fullest  meaning  and  spirit: 

We  thank  Thee  for  every  blessing, 
Bestowed  by  Thy  bounteous  hand  ; 

We  feel  it  a  pleasure  to  serve  Thcf, 
And  love  to  obey  Thy  command. 
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The  best  way  to  appreciate  the 
blessings  which  we  receive  is  to 
express  gratitude  to  the  Giver, 
and  at  all  times  feel  it  a  pleasure 
to  serve  Him  and  love  to  obey 
His  commands.  Blessings  do 
not  always  come  in  a  pleasant 
way.  Many  times  they  come  in 
the  disguise  of  affliction  and  sor- 
row. We  should  try  to  feel  grate- 
ful through  affliction  as  well  as  in 
prosperity,  and  try  to  bow  the 
head  and  say,  "Thy  will,  O 
Father,  not  mine  be  done."  Our 
Savior  has  said,  that  He  is  dis- 
pleased with  none,  save  those  who 
do  not  acknowledge  His  hand  in 
all  things. 

As  individuals  and  as  a  com- 
munity we  are  monuments  of 
God's  mercy.  As  individuals  we 
are  indebted  to  Him  for  life  and 
for  all  that  sustains  life, — for  the 
food  we  eat  and  the  raiment  we 
wear;  for  all  the  pleasures  we 
enjoy,  and  the  friends  ^with  whom 
we  are  surrounded.  These  are 
all  blessings,  and  blessings  that 
we  should  appreciate,  for  how 
could  we  do  without  these  things. 

Our  parents  and  grandparents 
tell  us  of  scenes  in  the  settlement 
of  our  loved  Utah,  that  plainly 
show  to  us  that  Utah  of  those 
days,  was  not  the  Utah  of  today. 
Then  it  was  not  a  land  of  plenty, 
in  those  days  necessities  were 
luxuries.  Today  we  can  say  that 
Utah  is  a  land  of  abundance,  and 
luxuries  are  necessities,  Utah  then 
was  a  barren  desert,  today  it 
is  a  fruitful  garden. 

The  change  did  not  come  in  a 
day,  neither  was  it  brought  about 


without  toil,  privations  and  hard- 
ships. 

Let  us  ever  honor  those  noble 
pioneers,  not  only  the  pioneers  of 
July  24,  1847,  but  those  who 
have  pioneered  through  the  long, 
hard  struggle  that  has  changed 
the  barren  desert  to  a  fruitful 
garden.  Let  us  ever  honor  those 
grey  heads,  those  careworn  faces, 
and  those  forms  that  have  grown 
old  through  years  of  toil  in  bring- 
ing about  the  blessings  which 
today  we  enjo}'. 

It  was  their  untiring  energy, 
hard  work  and  unswerving  faith, 
that  called  down  the  blessings  ot 
God  upon  the  desert.  We  enjoy 
the  results,  let  us  appreciate 
them. 

To  discuss  in  detail  the  bless- 
ings which  the  young  people  of 
Utah  enjoy  might  become  tire- 
some at  this  writing.  We  will 
discuss  a  few  and  leave  you  the 
many  to  ponder  over  at  your 
leisure. 

.  Friendship: — This  is  a  blessing 
that  makes  life  easier  to  live.  0! 
do  we  all  realize  the  worth  of  our 
kindred  and  friends,  how  much 
they  add  to  our  happiness  while 
they  are  with  us! 

Is  not  the  blessing  of  friend- 
ship among  those  blessings  that 
are  sometimes  left  unappreciated 
until  taken  away?  Do  let  us  ap- 
preciate our  companions  and 
friends  while  they  are  among  us, 
and  let  us  not  keep  our  loving 
caresses  and  kind  words  for  their 
lifeless  forms,  those  forms  do  not 
need  them.  Rather  let  us  bestow 
our  love   and    affection    upon   our 
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associates  now  when  most  needed 
to  smooth  the  pathway  of  life,  by 
so  doing  we  will  be  spared  the 
keen  pangs  of  regret  and  will 
alw^ays  be  in  possession  of  the 
great  blessing  of  true  friends. 

Among  the  many  blessings 
which  the  young  members  of  the 
Church  have  the  opportunity  of 
enjoying  are  the  organizations 
which  we  represent,  i.  e.,  the 
Mutual  Improvement  Associa- 
tions. This  is  a  blessing  that  is 
not  appreciated  as  it  should  be  by 
the  majority  of  the  young  people. 
These  organizations  were  insti- 
tuted through  inspiration  from  our 
Heavenly  Father,  and,  while  there 
is  no  commandment  saying  that 
we  shall  or  shall  not  be  members 
thereof,  we  consider  it  very  wrong 
to  go  contrary  to  the  instructions 
of  those  whom  God  has  chosen 
to  be  leaders  among  His  people. 
These  leaders,  the  First  Presi- 
dency, have  instructed  the  young 
people  to  unite  with  these  asso- 
ciations and  partake  of  the  good 
to  be  derived  therefrom.  The 
question  is,  can  we  consistently 
raise  our  hands  and  covenant 
before  our  Heavenly  Father,  and 
each  other,  that  we  will  sustain 
those  who  have  been  chosen  to 
lead,  and  yet  fail  to  give  heed  to 
their  counsels  even  in  this 
matter?  Are  not  those  who  fail 
to  give  heed  to  counsel  in  this 
respect  covenant  breakers'^  Answer 
for  yourselves.  There  is  no 
doubt  but  what  the  M.  I.  A.  are 
blessings,  and  great  ones  too. 
Those  persons  who  have  availed 
themselves  of  these  opportunities 


are  ever  ready  and  willing  to 
testify  to  the  great  blessing  those 
organizations  have  been  to  them. 
While  those  who  have  failed  to 
appreciate  these  blessings  by  re- 
fusing to  partake  of  the  same 
must  surely  some  day  have  to 
account  for  neglected  opportun- 
ities. We  are  accountable  for 
the  way  in  which  we  receive  and 
use  the  many  blessings  and  talents 
that  are  bestowed  upon  us.  This 
account  may  have  to  be  made  in 
this  life,  or  it  may  not  be  called 
for  until  the  life  to  come.  But 
how  often  in  the  present  life  we 
have  cause  to  regret  neglected 
moments^  lost  opportunities,  and 
blessings  unappreciated. 

There  is  another  blessing!  A 
great  blessing  indeed!  so  great 
that  we  cannot  grasp  its  magni- 
tude. It  is  far-reaching,  going 
back  into  the  past,  absorbing  the 
future,  and  extending  into  eter- 
nity. What  is  it,  some  of  you 
ask.  We  answer,  "It  is  the 
gospel."  Permit  us  right  here  to 
give  the  last  words  of  a  dear 
sister,  as  she  was  wavering  on 
the  line  between  time  and  eter- 
nity, her  mind  no  doubt  being 
quickened  by  inspiration,  she 
said:  "The  gospel  enables  us  to 
overcome  all  things."  Then 
turning  to  some  of  her  loved  ones 
she  added,  "Attend  your  meet- 
ings; you  do  not  know  what  you 
lose  when  you  stay  away,  attend 
to  your  duties,  and  you  will  find 
everything  that  is  desirable  in  the 
gospel. " 

Now  let  us  reflect  upon  these 
things.       What      a      great       and 
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precious  blessing  this  must  be 
that  will  enable  us  to  overcome 
all  things,  and  that  will  bring  us 
everything  that  is  desirable. 

What  more  can  we  want!  Is  not 
this  a  great  blessing,  indeed?  But 
how  few  appreciate  it  as  we 
should?  It  might  be  asked,  "What 
is  the  best  way  of  appreciating 
this  great  blessing?"  We  would 
reply,  "Give  heed  to  its  teachings 
and  fulfill  its  requirements."  How 
light  the  task!  How  small  the 
duties;  in  comparison  to  so  great 
a  reward, — a  blessing  that  will 
enable  us  to  overcome  all  things 
and  that  will  bring  us  everything 
desirable. 

In  relation  to  the  blessings  of 
the  gospel,  it  might  be  truthfully 
said,  that  we  who  claim  Utah  as 
our  birth  place,  have  been  parti- 
cularly blessed  above  our  brethren 
and  sisters  of  foreign  birth,  inas- 
much as  we  can  have  the  gospel 
and  partake  of  its  goodness,  with- 
out having  to  overcome  tradition, 
nor  make  sacrifices  such  as  they 
do  who  are  born  in  foreign  lands. 
Could  we  do  as  they  do?  Could 
we  leave  home,  kindred,  friends, 
and  country?  Would  there  be  no 
lingering  desire  to  stay  a  little 
longer  in  the  native  land,  so 
dear;  to  linger  a  little  while  with 
friends  of  youth!  We  are  indeed 
especially  blessed  in  this  respect. 
Let  us  not  be  slow  in  showing  our 
gratitude.  But  how?  Allow  us 
right  here  to  offer  a  plea  for  the 
brethren  and  sisters  who  come 
from  afar.  Let  us  be  brethren 
and  sisters  to  them  in  very  deed. 
Let  us  extend   to    them  the   hand 


of  friendship  and  strive  to  make 
their  pathway  as  smooth  as  pos- 
sible. If  they  have  forsaken  dear 
friends  let  them  find  other  friends 
yet  dearer.  Many  of  them  leave 
their  native  land  with  the  hope  of 
meeting  a  reception  in  the  land 
of  Zion,  that  will  make  up  to 
them  for  what  they  are  forsaking. 
It  is  for  us  to  see  that  they  meet 
not  with  disappointment.  Let  us 
who  have  been  so  greatly  blessed 
be  ever  ready  to  share  those  things 
that  we  have,  and  that  they  have 
not.  Let  us  not  be  stumbling 
blocks  in  their  pathway  of  right 
by  our  pride,  vanity  and  thought- 
lessness, but  let  us  ever  be  bright 
examples  to  beckon  them  on  in 
the  good  way  in  which  they  have 
already  started. 

To  our  brethren  and  sisters  who 
have  received  the  gospel  in 
foreign  lands  we  would  say,  "You 
have  received  a  priceless  treasure; 
appreciate  it;  never  forsake  it, 
and  it  will  bring  you  all  things 
desirable.  You  have  many  bless- 
ings bestowed  upon  you  for 
which  you  should  feel  grateful. 
Do  not  let  disappointment  enter 
your  hearts  because  you  fail  to 
find  all  things  as  your  hopeful 
fancy  may  have  pictured  them. 
Feel  glad  that  things  are  no 
worse.  You  come  to  a  land  of 
plenty;  remember  there  was  a 
time  when  this  was  not  a  land  of 
plenty.  If  sometimes  you  do  not 
meet  with  that  friendly  greeting 
you  long  for,  or  if  indifference  is 
often  manifested  regarding  your 
welfare,  be  not  discouraged,  for 
you  have  that   which    will    enable 
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you  to  overcome  all  these  things. 
Forgive  young  Utah  for  many 
things  that  you  see  amiss  in 
them.  Much  is  pure  thoughtless- 
ness; their  intentions  are  good. 
Remember  they  have  been  reared 
among  these  mountain  breezes, 
and  partake  of  their  freedom. 
Restraint  to  them  is  irksome. 
Again,  these  young  people  have 
so  much  happiness  that  they  often 
forget  that  others  do  not  have  as 
much  as  they." 

In  conclusion,  we  would  say  to 
aU,  let  us  properly  appreciate  the 
blessings  that  we  now  have,  and 
thank  the  great  Giver  for  all  that 
He  bestows  upon  us.  We  will 
then  be  ready  to  receive  many 
other  blessings  that  He  has  in 
reserve  for  us. 

If  we  are  blessed  with  an  abun- 
dance of  food,  let  us  feed  the 
hungry;  if  we  have  true  and  lov- 
ing friends,  let  us  befriend  the 
friendless;  and  if  we  are  blessed 
with  health,  strength  and  happi- 
ness, let  us  administer  to  the 
sick,  aid  the  feeble,  and  comfort 
the  sorrowful. 

Perhaps  some  are  blessed  with 
a  spirit  that  enables  them  to  do 
right  and  to  shun  evil.  They 
can  resist  temptation  and  can 
walk  m  the  straight  and  narrow 
path  without  seeming  effort. 
Those  who  are  blessed  with  such 
a  spirit  ought  to  be  charitable  to 
the  tried  and  tempted;  they 
should  be  merciful  to  the  trans- 
gressor, and  strive  to  correct 
wrong,  not  always  condemn. 

Such  are  some  of  the  teachings 
of  the   gospel    and   sentiments   of 


that  great  Educator  and  Savior  of 
mankind,  Jesus  Christ.  Let  us 
heed    them,    for    we   can   find    no 

better. 

E,  D. 
17 iH  Ward  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A. 


TO  A  DEPARTING  MISSIONARY. 

Broth  BR,though  you  are  called  to  leave  us, 

And  we  all  are  loth  to  part 
With  a  friend  so  true  and  steadfast, 

Though  'twill  sadden  every  heart. 
Still  we  feel  that  God  has  chosen 

You  to  aid  in  His  design, 
Of  proclaiming  to  the  nations 

The  saving  of  mankind. 

What  we  have,  our  God  has  given  ; 

Food  and  raiment,  home  and  friends, 
Truth  and  knowledge,  mind  and  reason, 

These,  and  more,  He  f.eely  sends; 
Aye,  for  ve  y  life  and  being 

We're  indebted  unto  Him ; 
Can  we  then  deny  His  power? 

Dare  we  walk  in  paths  of  sin  ? 

When  He' calls  us  to  His  vineyard 

Shall  we  ever  answer,  nay  ? 
No,  we're  pledged  to  do  His  bidding, 

*Tis  our  duty  to  obey. 
In  obedience  there  is  pleasure, 

In  refusal  grief  and  pain ; 
For  the  faithful  ones  are  promised 

Light  and  knowledge  to  obtain. 

Light  and  knowledge,  boon  from  heaven 

To  our  deepest  joys  give  birth  ; 
Brightest  hopes  are  in  the  gospel 

Hopes  above  all  else  on  earth. 
To  retain  in  rich  abundance 

The  Holy  Spirit's  care, 
We  must  keep  our  covenants, 

Seeking  Him  in  constant  prayer. 

It  will  cause  a  pang  of  sorrow 

When  you  leave  your  family  dear ; 
Wife  and  parents,  brothers,  sisters, 

Each  will  shed  a  silent  tear. 
Yet  with  all  the  pangs  of  parting, 

And  the  heart-aches,  sorrows,  pain, 
They  will  only  tend  to  deepen 

Th'  joys  of  meeting  once -again. 

We  shall  miss  you,  dearest  brother, 

But  we  ever  feel  to  say, 
Go ;  with  honor  fill  your  mission, 

God  will  speed  you  on  your  way. 
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He  doth  prosper  fUl  the  faithful ; 

He  will  comfort  cheer  and  bless 
You  and  those  you  leave  behind  you  ; 

And  protect  you  fiom  distress. 

When  your  labors  «re  completed 

To  these  vales  again  you'll  come ; 
Then  with  heartfelt  joy  and  gladness 

We  will  bid  you  "  Welcome  Home.' ' 
And  forever  praise  our  Maker 

For  His  bounteous  blessings  given. 
Praying  that  we  be  counted  worthy 

Of  a  "  Welcome  Home  "  in  heaven. 

Written  to  Merlin  Etartholomew  on  his  depar- 
ture to  the  Southern  States  on  a  mission. 
By  his  cousin y 

Vincy  R.  Barker. 
Sep.  9,  1891. 


IMPROVEMENT. 
Improvement  means  progression 
from  good  to  better,  and  includes 
a  great  deal.  "We  as  young 
ladies  should  reflect  deeply  upon 
this  subject,  trying  every  day  of 
our  lives  to  improve  a  little,  for 
there  is  a  great  work  resting  upon 
us,  and  if  we  improve  a  little 
every  day  we  shall  be  preparing 
ourselves  for  that  work;  while 
on  the  other  hand  if  we  allow 
one  opportunity  to  pass  by 
unheeded  we  will  find  ourselves 
behind  the  majority  of  our  sisters; 
for  if  we  do  not  improve  we 
certainly  are  going  back;  for  we 
are  told  that  there  is  no  standing 
still  in  the  Church  and  Kingdom  of 
God  We  have  great  cause  to 
rejoice  because  of  the  goodness 
of  the  Lord  toward  us  in  permit- 
ting us  to  live  in  these  last  days. 
We  should  also  be  very  thankful 
that  we  livp  in  these  days  when 
there  are  so  many  good  institu- 
tions of  learning,  and  try  to  im- 
prove every  opportunity  that  is 
afforded  us. 


We  have  great  advantages  over 
those  of  our  sisters  that  are  older. 
Therefore,  there  will  be  a  great 
deal  more  required  of  us.  May 
we  strive  to  improve  and  progress 
in  all  that  is  good,  and  have 
improvement  for  our  motto,  is 
the  wish  of  your  sister. 

Louie  Hawkins, 

CoLONiA  Juarez. 


.  KEEP  YOUR  TEMPER. 

You  will  accomplish  nothing 
by  losing  your  temper.  Many  men 
date  their  failure  in  business  to 
some  hasty  and  ill-considered 
statement  made  during  a  fit  of 
temper.  When  things  go  wrong, 
business  is  dull  and  the  prospect 
is  dark  ahead,  it  is  a  very  poor 
consolation  to  indulge  in  pas- 
sionate and  angry  remarks  to 
those  with  whom  we  are  asso- 
ciated. The  frown  on  a  person's 
face  is  a  good  indication  of  the 
state  of  the  feelings  within.  The 
world  judge  men  by  their  out- 
ward conduct  and  behavior.  Ill- 
natured,  cross-grained  men  rarely 
become  successful.  Solomon 
says:  "He  that  is  slow  to  anger 
is  better  than  the  mighty,  and  he 
that  ruleth  the  spirit  than  he  that 
taketh  a  city." 

Difficulties  disappear  whfen  met 
calmly  and  resolutely;  but  they 
increase  with  ill-nature  and  anger. 

Let  us  as  young    ladies   control 
our  temper  and  try  to  be  kind  to 
all,  is  the  wish  of  your  sister. 
Lamecia  A,   Redd. 

Coi.oNiA  Juarez. 
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WORLD'S  FAIR  BUILDINGS. 


THE  AGRICULTURAL  BUILDING. 

One  of  the  most  magnificent 
structures  raised  for  the  Exposi- 
tion is  the  Agricultural  Building. 
The  style  of  architecture  is  classic 
renaissance.  This  building  is  put 
up  very  near  the  shore  of  Lake 
Michigan,  and  is  almost  surround- 
ed by  the  lagoons  that  lead  into 
the  park  from  the  lake.  The 
building  is  500x800  feet,  its  long- 
est dimensions  being  east  and 
west.  For  a  single  story  building 
the  design  is  bold  and  heroic. 
The  general  cornice  line  is  65  feet 
above  grade.  On  either  side  of 
the  main  entrance  are  mammoth 
Corinthian  pillars,  50  feet  high 
and  5  feet  in  diameter.  On  each 
corner  and  from  the  center  of  the 
building  pavilions  are  reared,  the 
center  one  being  144  feet  square. 
The  corner  pavilions  are  con- 
nected by  curtains,  forming  a  con- 
tinuous arcade  around  the  top  of 
the  building.  The  main  entrance 
leads  through  an  opening  64  feet 
wide  into  a  vestibule  from  which 
entrance  is  had  to  the  rotunda, 
100  feet  in  diameter.  This  is  sur- 
mounted by  a  mammoth  glass 
dome  130  feet  high.  All  through 
the  main  vestibule  statuary  has 
been  designed,  illustrative  of  the 
agriculture  industry.     Similar  de- 


signs are  grouped  about  all  of  the 
grand  entrances  in  the  most 
elaborate  manner.  The  corner 
pavilions  are  surmounted  by 
domes  96  feet  high,  and  above 
these  tower  groups  of  statuary. 
The  design  for  these  domes  is 
that  of  three  female  figures,  of 
herculean  proportions,  supporting 
a  mammoth  globe. 

To  the  southward  of  the  Agri- 
cultural Building  is  a  spacious 
structure  devoted  chiefly  to  a  Live 
Stock  and  Agricultural  Assembly 
Hall.  This  building  is  conven- 
iently near  one  of  the  stations  of 
the  elevated  railway.  On  the  first 
floor  near  the  main  entrance  of 
the  building  is  located  a  bureau 
of  information.  This  floor  also 
contains  suitable  committee  and 
other  rooms  for  the  different  live 
stock  associations.  On  this  floor 
there  are  also  large  and  hand- 
somely equipped  waiting-rooms. 
Broad  stairways  lead  from  the  first 
floor  into  the  Assembly  room 
which  has  a  seating  capacity  of 
about  1,500.  This  Assembly  room 
furnishes  facilities  for  lectures, 
delivered  by  gentlemen  eminent 
in  their  special  fields  of  work, 
embracing  every  interest  connect- 
ed with  live  stock,  agriculture  and 
allied  industries. 
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THE  HALL  OF  MINES  AND   MINING. 
Located    at   the    southern    ex- 
tremity of  the   western    lagoon  or 
lake,  and  between  the   Electricity 


and  Transportation  Buildings,  is 
the  Mines  and  Mining  Building. 
This  building  is  700  feet  long  by 
350  feet  wide,  and  the  architect  is 
S.  S.  Beman,  of  Chicago.  Its 
architecture  has  its  inspiration  in 
early  Italian  renaissance,  with 
which  sufficient  liberty  is  taken 
to  invest  the  building  with  the 
animation  that  should  characterize 
a  great  general  Exposition.  There 
is  a  decided  French  spirit  pervad- 
ing the  exterior  design,  but  it  is 
kept  well  subordinated.  In  plan 
it  is  simple  and  straightforward, 
embracing  on  the  ground  floor 
spacious  vestibules,  restaurants, 
toilet-rooms,  etc.  On  each  of  the 
four  sides  of  the  building  are 
placed  the  entrances,  those  of  the 
north  and  south  fronts  being  the 
most  spacious  and  prominent.  To 
the  right  and  left  of  each 
entrance,  inside,  start  broad 
flights  of  easy  stairs  leading  to 
the  galleries.  The  galleries  are  60 
feet  wide  and  25  feet  high  from 
the  ground  floor,  and  are  lighted 
on  the  sides  by  large  windows, 
and  from  above  by  a  high  clear- 
story extending  around  the  build- 
ing. 

The  main  front  looks  southward 
on  the  great  Central  Court,  and 
northward  on  the  western  and 
middle  lakes  and  an  island  gorg- 
eous with  flowers.  These  principal 
fronts  display  enormous  arched 
entrances,  richly  embellished  with 
sculptural  decorations  emblematic 
of  mining  and  its  allied  industries. 
At  each  end  of  these  fronts  are 
large  square  pavilions, surmounted 
by    low  domes,    which  mark    the 
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four  corners  of   the  building,    and 
are  lighted  by    large   arched  win- 


the  pavilions  are  richly  decorated 
arcades,  forming    an  open    loggia 
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dews      extending       through 
galleries. 

Between  the  main  entrance  and 


the  j  on  the  ground  floor,  and  a  deeply 
recessed  promenade  on  the  gallery 
floor  level,  which  commands  a  fine 
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view  of  the  lakes  and  islands  to 
the  northward  and  the  great  Cen- 
tral Court  on  the  south.  These 
covered  promenades  are  each  25 
feet  wide  and  230  feet  long,  and 
from  them  is  had  access  to  the 
building  at  numerous  points. 
These  loggias  on  the  first  floor 
are  faced  with  marbles  of  different 
kinds  and  hues,  which  will  be 
considered  part  of  the  Mining 
Exhibit,  and  so  utilized  as  to 
have  marketable  value  at  the 
close  of  the  Exposition.  The 
loggia  ceilingc  will  be  heavily 
coffered,  and  richly  decorated  in 
plaster  and  color.  The  ornamen- 
tation is  massed  at  the  prominent 
points  of  the  facade.  The  exterior 
presents  a  massive,  though  grace- 
ful, appearance. 


THE    TRANSPORTATION    BUILDING. 

Forming  the  northern  Architec- 
tural Court  of  the  Exposition  is  a 
group  of  edifices  of  which  the 
Transportation  Building  is  one. 
It  is  situated  at  the  southern  end 
of  the  west  flank  and  lies  between 
the  Horticultural  and  the  Mines 
Buildings.  Facing  eastward,  it 
commands  a  view  of  the  floral 
island  and  an  extensive  branch  of 
the  lagoon. 

The  Transportation  Building  is 
exquisitely  refined  and  simple  in 
architectural  treatment,  although 
very  rich  and  elaborate  in  detail. 
In  style  it  savors  much' of  the 
Romanesque,  although  to  the 
initiated  the  manner  in  which  it 
is  designed  on  axialT  lines,  and 
the    solicitude     shown      for     fine 
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proportions,  and  subtle  relation 
of  parts  to  each  other,  will  at 
once  suggest  the  methods  of  com- 
position followed  at  the  Ecole 
des  Beaux  Arts. 

Viewed  from  the  lagoon,  the 
cupola  of  the  Transportation 
Building  forms  the  effective  south- 
west accent  of  the  quadrangle, 
while  from  the  cupola  itself, 
reached  by  eight  elevators,  the 
Northern  Court,  the  most  beauti- 
ful effect  of  the  entire  Exposition, 
may  be  seen  in  all  its  glory. 

The  main  entrance  to  the 
Transportation  Building  consists 
of  an  '  immense  single  arch 
enriched  to  an  extraordinary  de- 
gree with  carvings,  bas-reliefs  and 
mural  paintings,  the  entire 
feature  forming  a  rich  and  beauti- 
ful, yet  quiet,  color  climax,  for  it 
is  treated  in  leaf  and  is  called  the 
Golden  Door. 

The  remainder  of  the  architec- 
tural composition  falls  into  a  just 
relation  of  contrast  with  the  highly 
wrought  entrance,  and  is  duly  quiet 
and  modest,  though  very  broad  in 
treatment.  It  consists  of  a  con- 
tinuous arcade  with  subordinated 
colonnade  and  entablature.  Num- 
erous minor  entrances  are  from 
time  to  time  pierced  in  the  walls, 
and  with  them  are  grouped  ter- 
races, seats,  drinking  fountains 
and  statues. 

The  interior  of  the  building  is 
treated  much  after  the  manner  of 
a  Roman  basilica,  with  broad 
nave  and  aisles.  The  roof  is 
therefore  in  three  divisions.  The 
middle  one  rises  much  higher 
than  the  others,  and  its  walls   are 


pierced  to  form  a  beautiful 
arcaded  clear  story.  The  cupola, 
placed  exactly  in  the  center  of  the 
building  and  rising  165  feet  above 
the  ground,  is  reached  by  eight 
elevators.  These  elevators  of 
themselves  naturally  form  a  part 
of  the  Trasportation  exhibit,  and 
as  they  also  carry  passengers  to 
galleries  at  various  stages  of 
height,  a  fine  view  of  the  interior 
of  the  building  may  easily  be 
obtained.  The  main  galleries  of 
this  building,  because  of  the 
abundant  elevator  facilities,  prove 
quite  accessible  to  visitors. 

The  main  building  of  the  Trans- 
portation exhibit  measures  960 
feet  front  by  250  feet  deep.  From 
this  extends  westward  to  Stoney 
Island  avenue  an  enormous  annex, 
covering  about  nine  acres.  This  is 
only  one  story  in  height.  In  it  may 
be  seen  the  more  bulky  exhibits. 
Along  the  central  avenue  or  nave 
the  visitor  may  see  facing  each 
other  scores  of  locomotive  engines, 
highly  polished,  and  rendering  the 
perspective  effect  of  the  nave  both 
exceedingly  novel  and  striking. 
Add  to  the  effect  of  the  exhibits 
the  architectural  impression  given 
by  a  long  vista  of  richly  orna- 
mented colonnade,  and  it  may 
easily  be  seen  that  the  interior  of 
the  Transportation  Building  is 
one  of  the  most  impressive  of  the 
Exposition. 

The  Transportation  exhibits 
naturally  include  everything,  of 
whatsoever  name  or  sort,  devoted 
to  the  purpose  of  transportation, 
and  range  from  a  baby  carriage  to 
a     mogul     engine,     from     a    cash 
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conveyer  to  a  balloon  or  carrier 
pigeon.  Technically  this  exhibit 
includes  everything  comprised  in 
class  G  of  the  official  classifica- 
tion. The  Transportation  Build- 
ing cost  about  $300,000.  Adler 
&  Sullivan,  of  Chicago,  are  the 
architects. 


THE  MACHINERY  HALL 
Machinery  Hall,  of  which 
Peabody  &  Stearns,  of  Boston, 
are  the  architects,  has  been  pro- 
nounced by  many  architects 
second  only  to  the  Administration 
Building  in  the  magnificence  of 
its  appearance.  This  building 
measures  850x500  feet,  and  with 
the  Machinery  Annex  and  Power 
House,  costs  about  $1,200,000.  It 
is  located  at  the  extreme  south 
end  of  the  Park,  midway  between 
the  shore  of  Lake  Michigan  and 
the  west  line  of  the  Park.  It  is 
just  south  of  the  Administration 
Building  and  west  and  across  a 
lagoon  from  the  Agricultural 
Building.  The  building  is  spanned 
by  three  arched  trusses,  and  the 
interor  presents  the  appearance  of 
three  railroad  train-houses  side  by 
side,  surrounded  on  all  the  four 
sides  by  a  gallery  fifty  feet  wide. 
The  trusses  are  built  separately, 
so  that  they  can  be  taken  down 
and  sold  for  use  as  railroad  train- 
houses.  In  each  of  the  long 
naves  there  is  an  elevated  travel- 
ing crane  running  from  end  to 
end  of  the  building  for  the  pur- 
pose of  moving  machinery.  These 
platforms  are  built  so  that  visitors 
may  view  from  them  the   exhibits 


beneath.  The  power  from  this 
building  is  supplied  from  a 
power-house  adjoining  the  south 
side  of  the  building. 


THE  NAVAL  EXHIBIT. 

Unique  among  the  other  ex- 
hibits is  that  made  by  the  United 
States  Naval  Department.  It  is 
in  a  structure  which,  to  all  out- 
ward appearances,  is  a  faithful 
full-sized  model  of  one  of  the  new 
coast-line  battleships.  This  imita- 
tion battleship  of  1893  is  erected 
on  piling  on  the  Lake  front  in 
the  northeast  portion  of  Jackson 
Park.  It  is  surrounded  by  water 
and  has  the  appearance  of  being 
moored  to  a  wharf.  The  struc- 
ture has  all  the  fittings  that  be- 
long to  the  actual  ship,  such  as 
guns,  turrets;  torpedo  tubes,  tor- 
pedo nets  and  booms,  with  boats, 
anchors,  chain  cables,  davits, 
awnings,  deck  fittings,  etc.,  etc, 
together  with  all  appliances  for 
working  the  same.  Officers,  sea- 
men, mechanics  and  marines  are 
detailed  by  the  Navy  Department 
during  the  Exposition,  and  the 
discipline  and  mode  of  life  on  our 
naval  vessels  are  completely 
shown.  The  detail  of  men  is  not, 
however,  as  great  as  the  comple- 
ment of  the  actual  ship.  The 
crew  gives  certain  drills,  espe- 
cially boat,  torpedo,  and  gun 
drills,  as  in  a  vessel  of  war. 

The  dimensions  of  the  structure 
are  those  of  the  actual  battleship, 
to-wit:  length,  348  feet;  width 
amidships,  69  feet  3  inches;  and 
from  the  water  line  to  the  top  of 
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the  main  deck,  12  feet.  Cen- 
trally placed  on  this  deck  is  a 
superstructure  8  feet  high  with    a 


the  bridge,    chart-house,    and   the 
boats. 

At  the  forward  end  of  the  super- 


hammock  berthing  on  the  same  7 
feet    high,     and    above    these   are 


structure   there    is    a   cone-shaped 
tower,  called  the  "military  mast," 
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near  the  top  of  which  are  placed 
two  circular  "tops"  as  receptacles 
for  sharpshooters.  Rapid-firing 
guns  are  mounted  in  each  of  these 
tops.  The  height  from  the  water 
line  to  the  summit  of  this  militarj' 
mast  is  76  feet,  and  above  is 
placed  a  flagstaff  for  signaling. 

The  battery  mounted  comprises 
four  13-inch  breech -loading  rifle 
cannon;  eight  8-inch  breech-load- 
ing rifle  cannon;  four  6-inch 
breech-loading  rifle  cannon; 
twenty  6-pounder  rapid-firing 
guns;  six  1-pound  rapid-hring 
guns;  two  Gatling  guns,  and  six 
torpedo  tubes  or  torpedo  guns. 
All  of  these  are  placed  and 
mounted  respectively  as  in  the 
genuine  battleship. 

On  the  starboard  side  of  the 
ship  is  shown  the  torpedo  protec- 
tion net,  stretching  the  entire 
length  of  the  vessel.  Steam 
launches  and  cutters  ride  at  the 
booms,  and  all  the  outward 
appearance  of  a  real  ship  of  war 
is  imitated. 


LITERARY  DEPARTMENT. 


A  DREAM. 

Father,  I  had  a  dream  last  night, 
I  dreamed  that  you  were  crying, 

And  when  I  asked  you  why  you  wept, 
^ou  told  me  I  vbas  dying. 

^od  you  came  and  stood  beside  me, 
Laid  your  hand  upon  my  brow, 

And  you  said,  "  So  like  her  mother, 
She  will  soon  be  with  her  now." 

Even  as  you  spoke  it,  father. 

My  spirit  took  its  flight, 
And   I  left  this  world  of  darkness 

For  that  land  of  endless  light. 


And  me  thought  as  I  neared  heaven, 
Some  one  took  me  by  the  hand, 

And  led  me  through  the  golden  streets, 
Of  that  bright  and  better  land. 

Till  we  reached  a  costly  mansion 
That  was  decked  with  jewels  rare, 

When  my  guardian  bade  me  enter 
And  he  turned  and  left  me  there. 

Then  I  gazed  beyond  the  portal, 
And  I  saw  my  mother  there, 

She  was  waiting  to  receive  me — 
O  how  lovely  I  O  how  ftur  I 
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So  she  put  her  arms  arouDd  me 
Clasped  me  in  a  fond  embrace, 

With  the  sweetest  smile  of  gladness 
On  her  pure  and  lovely  face. 

While  she  murmured  "  little  Ruthie," 
And  her  eyes  with  love  did  beam, 

I  shall  ne'er  forget  my  mother 
As  I  saw  her  in  this  dream. 

le.  Ai.  F, 


THORBORG. 

(CONTINUBD  FROM  PAOB  316.) 

One  Sunday  morning  in  Sep- 
tember Thorborg  went  to  church 
with  her  father.  It  was  sunny, 
but  very  windy,  and  the  postmas- 
ter was  compelled  every  once  in 
a  while  to  hold  on  to  his  hat,  and 
Several  times  he  had  to  grab  it 
with  both  hands  when  half  off  his 
head.  In  leaving  the  house  they 
met  Mrs.  Brondum,  and  the 
postmaster  asked  his  daughter  if 
that  young  villain  was  still  lodging 
in  Mrs.   B's  attic. 

"Young  villain?*'  repeated  Thor- 
borg;   "the  Mormon  missionary?" 

"The  same." 

Well  Thorborg  didn't  know, 
"but  really,  father,  1  don't  believe 
he  is  a  villain.  He  doesn't  look 
like  one,  nor  does  he  act  like 
one.     He  seems — " 

She  stopped,  because  she  knew 
her  father,  and  that  worthy  gen- 
tleman paid  little  heed  to  her 
words.  He  was  so  occupied  with 
his  hat,  which  continually  mani- 
fested treacherous  designs,  and  at 
last,  as  father  and  daughter 
turned  a  corner,  it  flew  off  its 
owner's  bald  head  without  further 
notice,  and  the  poor  postmaster 
stood        irresolutely       wondering 


whether  he  better  sacrifice  ^his 
hat  or  his  dignity.  He  had  just 
decided  that  dignity  must  ^o, 
and  was  about  to  put  his  portly 
person  in  motion  when  a  young 
man  came  rushing  past  from 
behind  him  in  the  direction  of  the 
hat,  which  skipped  lively  over 
the  ground  at  an  astonishing 
pace.  A  race  began  between  the 
young  man  and  the  hat,  so  comi- 
cal that  even  the  solemn  potsmas- 
ter  had  to  smile  as  he  advanced 
toward  the  almost  breathless 
young  man. 

"Thank  you,  sir,  thank  you. 
That    was    indeed  kind   of   you." 

The  stranger  delivered  the 
badly  beaten  hat  to  its  owner 
with  a  bow  and  a  smile,  and  lift- 
ing his  hat  to  Thorborg  pro- 
ceeded on  his  way  before  them. 

"Did  you  know  him?  Who  is 
he?  Extraordinary  accommodat- 
ing to  be  sure!" 

"That  was  Mr.  Ibsen,  the  Mor- 
mon." 

"The  deuce  it  was!"  exclaimed 
her  father,  and  no  more  was  said 
about  it. 

The  curate  officiated  this  morn- 
ing, and  all  the  ceremonies  were 
gone  through  in  a  slick,  solemn 
way.  At  last  he  mounted  the 
pulpit.  His  subject  was,  "Jesus 
entering  Jerusalem;"  and  he 
spoke  very  touchingly  about  how 
Jesus  still  stood  outside  their 
hearts'  doors  and  wept  bitter, 
bitter  tears.  "How  often  He 
would  gather  you  under  His 
wings,  but  ye  will  not!"  he 
exclaimed  plaintively.  Then  in 
a  wailing  voice:    "How   long   will 
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ye  keep  the  weeping,  bleeding 
Savior  outside?  Let  His  tears 
soften  your  hearts  and  let  Him 
not  have  wept  His  holy  Savior- 
tears  in  vain.  Open  the  door 
and  take  Him  in  there  to  remain 
forever  and  ever,  and  you  are 
saved."  Then  striking  into 
another  tone: 

"Wake  up,  you  slumbering 
sinners.  Fill  your  lamps,  for  the 
bridegroom  is  coming.  Know  ye 
not  that  the  eternal  fire  is  waiting 
to  swallow  you  up,  you  hard- 
hearted followers  of  Satan?" 

There  was  a  very  effectual 
silence  a  few  seconds  following 
this  terrible  threat,  knd  then  his 
voice  became  pleading  and  coax- 
ing again.  Nearly  everybody 
wept.  The  postmaster  blew  his 
nose  and  wiped  his  spectacles 
constantly.  Thorborg  sat  cold 
and  unaffected  in  her  pew,  star- 
ing absently  at  the  colored  win- 
dow glass.  The  sermon  made  no 
impression  on  her;  she  had  heard 
the  same  thing  so  often.  The 
same  plaintive,  coaxing  wail;  the 
same  thundering  at  the  sinners; 
the  very  same  words.  She  had 
begun  to  long  for  something  more 
substantial,  a  more  fitting  repre- 
sentation of  the  resurrected  Lord 
than  this  everlasting  weeping 
nearly  dissolved  picture  of  Him 
which  was  ever  thrust  in  her  face 
at  church. 

She  sighed  wearily  as  they  left 
church,  while  her  father  lauded 
the  excellent  young  preacher  to 
the  skies. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Landsho  went 
out    visiting    that    afternoon    and 


Thorborg  and  her  brother  were 
alone.  The  time  hung  heavily 
on  Thorborg 's  hands,  and  she 
was  wishing  someone  would  come. 

"What  has  become  of  Stephen- 
sen?"  she  asked.  "I  haven't 
seen  him  for  an  age." 

"He  has  gone  to  Sahara  to 
paint  quicksand  (Stephensen  was 
a  landscape  painter).  Have  you 
an> thing  to  do  with  that,  Thor- 
borg? I  know  he  was  sweet  on 
you. " 

"Why  I  had  nearly  forgotten. 
Yes,  he  did  say  some  nonsense  to 
me  one  evening;  but  I  didn't 
think  he  meant  anything  serious. 
I  cut  him  short  of  course  and 
would  hear  no  more  about  it. 
He  has  gone,  has  he?  Oh  I  dare- 
say he*ll  turn  up  again." 

Thorborg  yawned,  and  then 
the  bell  rang.  Thorborg  went  to 
the  door  and  there  stood  Arnold 
Ibsen.  She  asked  him  cordially 
to  enter,  and  Emil  was  very  glad 
to  see  him. 

"Well,  I  call  this  good  luck, 
old  fellow;  father  and  mother  are 
out,  otherwise  you  might  not  have 
been  so  welcome."  Arnold  said 
he  knew  it,  and  therefore  ven- 
tured to  come  and  invite  them, 
Emil  and  his  sister,  to  meeting 
this  evening.  Emil  said  he  would 
come;  Thorborg  couldn't  promise. 

"Are  you  expecting  the  curate?" 
Emil  asked  mischievously.  Thor- 
borg flashed  an  indignant  glance 
at  her  brother  and  looked  at  Mr. 
Ibsen.  He  looked  concerned,  but 
of  course  said  nothing.  Emil 
invited  Mr.  Ibsen,  to  stay  and 
take    supper      with      them,      and 
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meanwhile  tell  them  something 
about  Utah.  Mr.  Ibsen  readily 
complied.  It  was  so  seldom  he 
had  an  opportunity  of  explainmg 
the  gospel  to  people  of  this  class, 
and  he  at  once  plunged  into  the 
subject.  Thorborg  was  at  first  an 
indifferent  listener;  she  liked  to 
watch  the  changing  expressions 
on  his  face;  but  little  by  little 
she  was  fascinated  by  his  words 
in  spite  of  herself.  "It's  wonder- 
ful!" she  exclaimed  once  in  a 
while.  Still  she  shook  her  head 
doubtingly. 

"I  must  confess,"  she  said, 
"that  I  like  some  of  your  ideas 
much  better  than  what  Mr.  Lang- 
man  advances.  I  have  lately  got 
tired  of  oiir  own  tame  religion 
somehow. " 

"That's  a  good  beginning," 
ventured  Mr.  Ibsen  smilingly. 
But  Thorborg  shook  her  head 
again. 

"Really,  Mr.  Ibsen,  I  don't 
want  to  discourage  you,  but  I 
know  that  I  shall  never  become  a 
Mormon. " 

"I'm  not  so  sure  of  that,  Miss 
Thorborg. " 

It  irritated  her  that  he  should 
think  so  meanly  of  her,  as  she 
called  it. 

The  servant  was  out,  and  Thor- 
borg laid  the  table  for  supper  her- 
self. She  had  just  completed  this 
when  the  bell  rang  again,  and 
poor  Thorborg  turned  pale. 

"It's  father's  ring!"  she  ex- 
claimed, breathless.  "What  shall 
we  do  with  you,  Mr.   Ibsen?" 

"We  must  hide  him  some- 
where,"   hastily    proposed     Emil. 


Arnold  looked  bewildered  from 
one  to  the  other.  Emil  threw 
open  the  kitchen  door  and  Arnold 
slipped  out,  thinking  he  could 
escape  the  back  way.  That  was 
also  Emil's  idea;  but  just  at  that 
moment  a  loud  tap  at  the  kitchen 
door  announced  that  Steena  the 
servant  had  come  home  also. 
What  was  to  be  done?  Steena 
must  no  more  see  him  than  their 
parents.  The  pantry  door  was 
open.  Emil  pointed  to  it  in  des- 
pair, and  poor  Mr.  Ibsen  quickly 
made  himself  invisible.  Emil 
turned  the  key  and  put  it  into 
his  pocket.  It  was  just  in  time. 
Thorborg  had  opened  the  front 
door  in  much  trepidation,  and 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Landsho  came  into 
the  sitting-room.  Emil  then 
opened  the  back  door  to  the  still 
knocking  Steena,  and  went  in  to 
help  Thorborg  a  bit. 

"Supper  already!"  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Landsho,  and  laid  for  three. 
Anyone  been  here?" 

"No — that  is" 

"We're  expecting  someone," 
fell  in  Emil. 

"Oh,  that's  it.  Who  by  the 
way"? 

Thorborg  looked  at  Emil. 

"Mr.  Langman,"  said  Emil 
cooly. 

"Ah!" 

Mrs.  Landsho  went  out  to 
take  off  her  bonnet  and  shawl, 
and  meanwhile  Mr.  Landsho 
explained  that  they  had  not  found 
the  gasmaster  at  home;  after 
which  they  had  made  a  call  on 
Dr.  Lorentzen,  and  concluded  to 
spend  the  evening  at  home.    Emil 
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sobs  confessed  her  sin.  She 
was  dreadtully  fond  of  dancing, 
and  not  over-particular  where  she 
went.  She  had  been  to  a  very 
bad  place  again  lately  and  danced 
till  daylight  with  Gentiles  and 
men  of  ill  repute.  She  promised 
again,  however,  that  if  the  Saints 
would  bear  with  her  once  more 
she  would  try  harder  than  ever 
never  to  dance  again  outside  the 
circle  of  the  Latter-day  Saints. 
Some  of  the  men  got  up  and  de- 
clared that  they  thought  she  had 
been  forgiven  often  enough,  and 
that  her  ungodly  behavior  should 
be  punished  by  cutting  her 
off  the  Church  till  her  better 
behavior  should  justify  her  being 
taken  back  again.  At  this  the 
poor  girl  wept  as  if  her  heart 
would  break,  and  all  the  women 
used  their  handkerchiefs  pretty 
lively.  Thorbbrg  shed  tears,  too. 
But  she  raged  against  these 
unfeeling  men,  and  against  the 
stupid  girl,  who  would  be  held  in 
bondage  in  this  fashion,  humilia- 
ting herself  so  before  these  men, 
instead  of  breaking  with  the 
wretches  and  dance  to  her  heart's 
content.  They  were  all  waiting 
for  the  decision  of  Mr.  Ibsen, 
who  sat  with  head  bowed  in  his 
hands,  so  no  one  could  see  his 
face.  Thorborg's  heart  nearly 
stood  still.  "If  he  forsook  her 
now,"  she 'whispered,  "he  is  not 
a  true  follower  of  Christ."  The 
young  man  arose  to  his  feet, 
looked  at  the  Bible  a  moment, 
and  then  threw  his  head  back  and 
looked  kindly  out  over  the 
audience  till  his   eyes,    so   full    of 


sympathy,  rested  on  the  bowed 
form  of  the  poor  girl. 

"Brethren,"  he  began,  "let 
those  among  us  who  are  blame- 
less cast  the  first  stone.  I  think 
that  Sister  Marie  has  amply 
atoned  for  her  wrong  by  her  hum- 
ble confession;  and  I  move  that 
we  trust  her  again  and  help  and 
encourage  her  all  we  can." 

Thorborg  forgot  where  she  was, 
the  people  and  all;  and  covering 
her  face  with  both  hands  she 
broke  out  sobbing  audibly.  Some 
of  the  sisters  very  kindly  screened 
her  from  too  much  observation, 
and  she  was  truly  thankful  for 
their  tact.  It  broke  the  ice  be- 
tween her  and  these  "awful" 
people,  whom  she  had  considered 
void  of  all  manners.  All  readily 
accepted  Mr.  Ibsen's  proposition, 
and  after  a  while  the  meeting  pro- 
ceeded. Young  Ibsen  was  a  good 
speaker,  and  he  occupied  most  of 
the  time.  He  spoke  of  the  gifts 
and  powers  that  should  follow  the 
gospel,  and  asked  the  audience  if 
it  were  not  so,  that  these  signs 
which  our  Savior  had  promised 
should  follow  those  that  believed 
were  manifested  daily  among 
them.  There  was  a  general  cry 
of  yes,  yes  from  the  animated 
Saints,  and  Thorborg  became 
frightened.  Could  it  be?  Was  it 
true?  Did  these  people  possess 
the  gifts  the  former  saints  had 
enjoyed  in  so  great  a  measure? 
She  wrung  her  hands  in  mental 
agony.  How  could  she  become  a 
member  of  this  despised  sect? 
and  yet  how  dared  she  refuse  if 
it  was  the  gospel  of  Christ! 
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with  flashing  eyes  and  burning 
cheeks.  "He  is  neither.  He  is 
as  good  a  man  as  you."  Her 
father  was  taken  aback.  This 
from  his  obedient  child!  Terri- 
ble! 

Ibsen  had  now  vanished,  after 
first  sending  Thorborg  a  grateful 
look.  Emil  joined  the  group  in 
the  kitchen  and  explained  how  it 
had  all  come  about,  and  begged 
his  parents  not  to  think  any  more 
about  it.  Ibsen  was  a  good  young 
fellow,  and  even  granted  that  he 
was  deceived,  he  himself  was  no 
deceiver.  Mr.  Landsho  had  been 
so  excited,  however,  that  it  took 
him  a  long  time  to  get  back  into 
the  old  folds,  and  Mrs.  Landsho 
declared  she  never  could  get  over 
the  shock  she  had  received,  and 
could  never  have  the  confidence 
in  her  children  she  had  had,  since 
they  could  so  basely  deceive  her 
and  house  a  Mormon  even  for  one 
moment.  The  curate  of  course 
had  the  story  as  soon  as  Mr. 
Landsho  came  in,  and  it  is  need- 
less to  say  that  he  enjoyed  it 
immensely.  Emil  took  it  very 
composedly,  but  Thorborg  had  to 
retire  early  on  a  plea  of  severe 
headache. 

The  gospel  has  always  flourished 
and  thrived  best  in  the  face  of  op- 
position. So  in  this  case.  Steena 
told  right  and  left,  although  she 
had  been  strictly  forbidden  to 
breathe  a  word  about  if,  the 
young  Mormon's  escapade  in  her 
master's  house.  And  all  who 
heard  it  became  very  curious  to 
see  the  hero  of  Steena' s  story, 
which  she  had   enlarged   upon    to 


suit  her  own  fancy,  and  next  Fri- 
day evening  the  little  hall  of  the 
Saints  was  crowded  with  specta- 
tors, many  of  whom  came  again 
and  again  till  they  stayed  for 
good. 

With  Thorborg  the  last  Sun- 
day's scene  had  made  quite  a 
change.  She  saw  in  the  young 
man  an  innocent,  persecuted  per- 
son, whom  it  was  her  duty  to  pro- 
tect as  much  as  she  reasonably 
could,  and  occasionally  encourage 
also.  So  thinking  it  would 
encourage  him  very  much  to  see 
her  in  his  audience  the  following 
Sunday,  she  determined  to  get 
there  at  all  hazards. 

And  on  the  Sunday  morning 
following  she  dressed  as  usual  for 
church,  and  no  one  asked  any 
questions.  The  Saints  were  to 
hold  their  monthly  branch-meet- 
ing on  that  day,  and  there  were 
only  a  few  strangers  in  the  morn- 
ing. Arnold  Ibsen  was  both  sur- 
prised and  pleased  to  see  her, 
and  came  down  to  shake  hands 
with  her  at  once,  showed  her  a 
seat,  and  inquired  how  she  had 
fared  the  past  week,  and  hoped 
he  had  not  caused  her  too  much 
unpleasantness.  Thorborg  assured 
him  it  was  all  blown  over  now, 
and  that  she  was  none  the  worse 
for  it.  After  the  opening  of  the 
meeting,  a  few  of  the  native  mis- 
sionaries spoke,  and  then  there 
was  some  business  transacted. 

Among  other  things  a  young 
woman,  who  had  repeatedly 
sinned  and  been  forgiven,  was 
brought  up  again,  she  herself  ris- 
ing and  in    tears   and   with    many 
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ancient  golden  rules,  "Obey  God, 
know  thyself,  shun  excess."  We 
should  be  temperate  in  all  things. 
That  would  enable  us  to  select 
what  is  good  and  reject  what  is 
evil,  and  thus  become  both  wise 
and  happy;  for  a  life  well  and 
virtuously  spent  is  perpetual  hap- 
piness. We  should  never  lose 
sight  of  the  fact  that  though  our 
actions  are  our  own  their  conse- 
quences belong  to  heaven.  One 
thing  to  be  carefully  guarded 
against  is  hypocrisy  or  deceit 
with  regard  to  virtuous  thoughts 
and  conducts,  and  especially  with 
regard  to  religion.  We  should 
never  pretend  to  feel  what  we  do 
not  feel,  or  to  believe  what  we  do 
not  believe.  It  is  an  odious  vice, 
for  by  assuming  the  garb  of  virtue 
it  reflects,  when  detected,  disgrace 
upon  virtue  itself.  Its  tendency 
is  to  produce  injury  to  others,  to 
dishonor  true  virtue  and  real 
religion.  In  holy  writ  it  is  fre- 
quently alluded  to,  and  threatened 
with  signal  vengeance.  Though 
hypocrisy  hides  its  face  under 
ever  so  thick  a  mantle,  in  the  end 
it  will  surely  be  exposed. 

One  of  the  virtues  we  should 
assiduously  cultivate  is  charit}', 
or  love,  as  the  latest  editions  of 
the  New  Testament  calls  it.  It 
is  the  link  which  most  closely 
unites  earth  and  heaven.  It  is 
the  attribute  which  most  clearly 
defines  the  relationship  beween  us 
and  our  Father  in  heaven.  He  is 
full  of  love  to  mankind,  and 
incarnate  love  is  the  reflection  of 
heavenly  love.  Love,  especially 
maternal  love,  is  resistless    in    its 


might.  It  is  the  inner  garment 
of  the  soul;  it  is  the  first  sensa- 
tion taken  on  at  our  birth  and  the 
last  to  leave  us  in  death.  Love 
does  not  seek  out  the  foibles  and 
weak  points  in  our  nature,  but 
with  a  mantle  woven  by  charity- 
endeavors  to  conceal  them.  Love 
is  one  of  the  largest  fractions  of 
which  the  happiness  of  life  is 
composed.  It  is  the  parent  of 
sweet  smiles,  of  kind  words,  and 
the  infinitesimals  of  pleasurable 
thought  and  genial  feeling.  In 
all  our  daily  life  we  should  ever 
be  found  seeking  after  truth.  It 
is  the  beginning  of  all  good,  and 
from  the  souls  of  those  who  have 
once  seen  and  felt  it,  it  can  never 
be  effaced.  Opinion  has  its  uses 
and  advantages,  but  it  is  often 
illusory  and  vain.  Error  may  live 
for  a  day  or  for  a  thousand  years, 
but  it  has  no  vitality;  it  will  die 
at  last  among  its  votaries;  but 
truth  is  celestial,  therefore  eternal. 
Truth  never  dies  or  can  die;  it 
lives  and  flourishes  through  end- 
less changes;  it  should  be  the 
beginning  and  end  of  all  our 
enquiries;  we  should  spare  no 
pains  to  discriminate  between  it 
and  falsehood. 

"Belief  is  a  rock,"  but  we  must 
be  careful  to  place  our  feet  upon 
the  right  sort  of  rock,  the  rock  of 
indisputable  fact.  The  highest 
compact  we  can  make  with  each 
other  is,  "Let  there  be  truth  be- 
tween us  for  evermore."  Truth 
may  be,  and  often  is,  misunder- 
stood and  misrepresented,  but  it 
will  live  on  and  flourish  through- 
out   eternity.     These    are     but    a 
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small  number  of  the  virtues  we 
should  cultivate  and  the  errors  we 
should  avoid  while  passing 
through  time  towards  eternity; 
but  they  are  among  the  important 
items  that  make  the  sum  total  of 
life.  We  cannot  know  and  com- 
prehend everything,  but  clear 
ideas  and  fixed  principles  are 
within  the  reach  of  all,  and  it  is 
within  the  scope  of  our  ability  to 
know  all  that  concerns  our  daily 
duties  and  our  future  state.  Yet 
the  wisest  are  liable  to  err, 
especially  in  thought.  Errors  are 
encountered  at  almost  every  step 
we  take  in  life,  and  the  worst 
among  them  are  those  in  thought. 
An  ill-regulated  mind,  governed 
by  no  fixed  principles  is  the  worst 
possession  possible;  therefore  we 
should  neglect  no  opportunity  of 
regulating  our  thoughts  and 
improving  our  minds.  An  obsta- 
cle that  often  stands  in  our  way 
is  want  of  attention.  In  order  to 
learn  we  must  attend,  and  having 
learned  we  must  seriously  reflect 
upon  the  knowledge  we  have 
gained.  To  use  profitably  our 
store  of  ideas  we  must  cultivate 
the  habit  of  reflection.  Without 
reflection  the  highest  knowledge 
is  little  better  than  ignorance. 
We  should  take  pains  to  acquire 
ideas  by  judicious  reading  and  an 
observing  eye.  We  should  seek 
out  and  associate  with  noble  and 
beautiful  characters.  There  are 
ever  to  be  found  both  men  and 
women  of  thought  and  action,  and 
such  are,  as  a  rule,  ready  to 
impart  their  knowledge  to  those 
who  seek  it.     The  world  is   ruled 


by  thought,  and  therefore  it  is  our 
duty  to  cultivate  our  thoughts 
until  we  are  able  to  think  well. 
How  rich,  how  full  of  blessings 
our  lives  may  be  is  of  our  own 
choosing.  We  can  make  life 
beautiful  to  ourselves  and  to 
others  if  we  are  pure,  temperate, 
gentle,  truthful  and  unselfish, 
carrying  with  us  at  all  times  a 
sense  of  duty  to  a  higher  than  an 
earthly  power.  Then  we  may  feel 
we  are  trying  to  live  useful  and 
religious  lives.  A  day  of  dili- 
gence and  duty  leaves  us  richer 
than  it  found  us;  but  a  day  of 
idleness  and  apathetic  selfishness 
leaves  us  poorer  and  dissatisfied. 
Faith  and  good  sense  will  help  us 
to  realize  the  fact  that  our  life  is 
a  powerful  discipline,  moulding 
us  by  its  force  either  for  good  or 
evil. 

M.   A.    Y,    Greenhalgh. 


TO  SISTER  EMILY  H.  WOODMANSEE. 
March  24th,  1893,  her  57th  Birthday. 

A  LITTLE  child, 

With  fancies  wild ; 
A  maiden  full  of  healthful  glee, 
And  bright  thoughts  surging  to  and  fro  ; 

One  name  alone 

Before  your  own, 
Was  watched  for  eagerly  by  me, 
And  that  dear  name  was,  E.  R.  Snow. 

The  Des'ret  News, 

I  could  but  choose ; 
Few  periodicals  we  had 
In  which  our  authors'  names  appeared ; 

And  when  ii  came, 

If  either  name 
I  found,  then  was  my  spirit  glad, 
If  both,  my  heart  was  doubly  cheered. 

How  many  times 

Your  hopeful  rhymes. 
So  full  of  patient  self-cuntrol. 
Helped  me  to  work  as  well  as  think  ; 
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Their  wholesome  hints, 

Of  roseat  tints, 
Oft  amply  fed  my  hungry  soul, 
Or  quenched  its  thirst  with  nectar  drink. 

I'd  name — (but  which, 

Where  all  are  rich  ?) 
Your  "  Children's  Voices/*  (lovely  dream;) 
**  Trials  and  Triumphs/'  (brave  and  grand;) 

Your  "  Woman's  Plea/' 

Enlightened  me 
Upon  a  subject  then  my  theme, 
And  which  I  prayed  to  understand. 

And  many  more, 

Yea,  by  the  score 
Have  good  things  issued  from  your  hand, 
Which  stamp  you  one  of  God's  true  Saints; 

When  trials  came. 

'Twas  still  the  same. 
In  loving  faith  your  works  were  planned, 
Grief  wrung  from  you  no  sad  complaints. 

A  jfift  like  yours 

Lives  and  endures, 
To  warm  and  gladden  human  hearts, 
Like  sunshine  from  a  cloudless  sky  ; 
For  love  and  truth  your  song  imparts, 
And  truth  and  love  will  never  die. 

Still  gladly  sing. 

Like  bird  on  wing. 
Which  snatches  sweets  from  every  flower. 
To  tune  its  fresh  notes,  soft  or  bold ; 

Through  all  your  years. 

Through  smiles  or  tears, 
God's  grace  be  with  you  every  hour, 
That  heart  and  song  may  ne'er  grow  old. 

Your  sincere  friend  and  loving  sister, 
Louisa  L.   G.  Richards. 


TRUE  COURAGE. 
Nestled  close  to  the  hillside 
lies  the  town  of  R.  It  is  a  pretty 
little  place,  with  neat  cottages 
and  orchards.  Here  it  was  that 
Clara  Barnes  lived  until  she  was 
fifteen  years  old.  Her  parents 
had  lived  here  for  many  years,  in 
fact  had  been  among  the  early 
settlers  of  the  place.  Clara's 
childhood  was  bright  and  free; 
she  was  a  joyous  girl,  full  of 
sunshine  and  life. 


Her  parents  were  Mormons,  as 
all  the  people  of  R.  were.  After 
some  time  Mr.  Barnes  tired  of 
the  quiet  life  in  the  little  village, 
as  there  was  not  enough  money  to 
be  made  in  this  obscure  place. 
He  had  been  a  miner  in  his  native 
country  before  he  had  joined  the 
Mormons  and  came  to  Zion.  As 
time  went  by  he  began  to  lose 
pleasure  in  his  religion  and 
longed  again  for  his  old  life. 
And  when  the  excitement  of  the 
mines  broke  out  in  central  Idaho 
Mr.  Barnes  took  his  family  and 
went  to  the  mines.  Here  in  the 
bustle  and  excitement  and  struggle 
to  make  money  their  religious 
duties  were  soon  forgotten,  and 
Clara  was  allowed  to  grow  to  wo- 
manhood without  a  knowledge  of 
religion.  She  considered  herself  a 
Mormon;  she  did  not  know  why 
or  what  for. 

The  Barnes  family  moved  from 
place  to  place;  anywhere,  it  made 
no  difference  where,  so  there  was 
money  to  be  made.  In  the  win- 
ter they  would  leave  the  mining 
district  and  in  the  summer  return 
again  to  the  village.  As  time 
rolled  by  they  became  quite 
wealth}'.  Mrs.  Barnes  took  in 
boarders;  in  this  way  Clara 
became  acquainted  with  a  great 
many  young  men,  and  as  she 
was  a  fascinating  girl  she  had 
many  admirers.  Among  them 
was  a  young  man  by  the  name  of 
Joe  Lewis.  He  by  his  gentility 
and  kindness  soon  won  Clara's 
friendship.  This         friendship 

ripened  into  sweet,  true  love. 
He  was  not  a  Mormon,   but  Clara 
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could  not  see  that  that  made  any 
difference.  Alas!  poor  girl  she 
knew  no  better.  One  objection 
she  had  to  Mr.  Lewis,  he  was 
fond  of  drink,  and  many  times 
was  intoxicated.  One  evening 
Joe  came  home  in  a  state  of 
intoxication.  Poor  Clara,  this 
seemed  so  hard,  to  think  the 
man  she  loved  so  well  would  be 
so  weak  in  this  matter  and  so 
noble  in  all  else.  Her  mother 
objected  to  him  because  he  drank; 
but  Clara  said  to  herself,  father 
drinks;  it  is  no  worse  for  Joe 
than  it  is  for  him;  but  sometimes 
the  thought  of  what  her  poor 
mother  had  suffered  came  to  her. 
After  thinking  the  matter  over 
she  concluded  to  tell  him  if  he 
loved  her  and  wished  her  to 
become  his  wife  he  must  either 
give  up  the  winecup  or  her.  He 
must  choose  between  this  degrad- 
ing habit  and  his  love;  he  could 
not  have  them  both.  Accordingly 
the  next  evening  when  they  were 
having  a  chat  she  began  to  chide 
him  for  this  evil  habit.  He 
laughingly  told  her: 

"That  is  nothing  when  you  get 
used  to  it." 

"It  is  this  much,  Joe,"  replied 
Clara  in  a  serious  tone,  "I  will 
never  become  your  wife  until  you 
promise  that  you  will  never  touch 
liquor  again. 

Joe  sat  in  silence  for  a  moment 
and  then  said: 

"Clara,  your  happiness  is  all  I 
wish.  If  that  will  add  to  it  I  prom- 
ise you  I  will  never  touch  liquor 
again  until  you  tell  me  I  can." 

For  months  he  kept  his 
I  promise;     but    one     fatal   day    he 


went  to  an  adjoining  town;  there 
he  met  some  of  his  friends,  and 
by  their  persuasion  he  tasted  the 
poisonous  drink,  and  after  once 
tasting  lost  all  control  of  himself 
and  returned  home  again  drunk. 
Clara  could  scarcely  believe  her 
eyes.  What  was  she  to  do?  Joe 
knew  as  soon  as  he  became  sober 
that  he  had  broken  his  promise, 
and  so  began  pleading  for  forgive- 
ness and  just  one  more  trial. 

Clara  at  first  was  very  deter- 
mined, and  told  him  their  friend- 
ship must  cease;  but  after  a  few 
days  of  pleading,  Joe  looking  as 
though  all  hope  had  left  him, 
Clara  consented  to  forgive  and 
forget  the  past.  For  some  time 
Joe  was  true  to  his  promise.  As 
the  summer  went  by  Clara  began 
to  think  of  attending  school.  At 
last  it  was  decided  she  should  go 
to  Provo.  Early  in  September 
she  started  for  school.  There 
was  rather  a  sad  parting  between 
the  two  lovers,  for  Joe  was  intend- 
ing to  return  to  his  home  in  the 
East  during  the  winter.  At 
school  Clara  had  such  enjoyable 
times  that  she  almost  forgot  all 
else.  She  received  frequent  let- 
ters from  Joe,  and  learned  he  had 
gone  East. 

After  some  time  her  mother 
came  to  Provo  to  spend  the  win- 
ter. There  was  a  happy  meeting. 
Clara's  first  questions  were  about 
Joe,  and  if  he  had  kept  his 
promise. 

"No,  Clara,  my  dear;  he  has 
again  broken  his  word.  Before 
he  left  for  his  eastern  home  he 
and  some  of  his  friends  became 
intoxicated.      I    do    not   feel    very 
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sorry  though,  for  I  never  wished 
you  to  marry  Joe." 

Clara  sat  in  silence.  She  loved 
her  mother  too  well  to  answer  in 
a  way  that  would  grieve  her;  but 
it  hurt  her. 

In  a  short  time  Clara  received 
a  letter  from  Joe,  in  which  he 
told  her  his  happiness  would  be 
complete  if  she  was  with  him; 
but  he  never  mentioned  breaking 
his  promise.  She  did  not  answer 
the  letter  for  some  time.  She 
scarcely  knew  what  to  do.  She 
loved  him,  and  did  not  feel 
strong  enough  to  drive  him  away 
forever.  Clara  became  very  sad, 
and  ceased  to  join  in  with  the 
merriment  of  the  girls  who  were 
boarding  at  the  same  place  as  she 
was.  She  had  many  admirers, 
and  many  were  the  invitations 
that  she  received  to  attend  balls 
and  parties;  but  she  became  so 
dejected  she  would  accept  none  of 
them.  The  girls  often  questioned 
her  as  to  what  made  her  so  sad. 
One  day  she  replied:  "Girls,  I 
never  have  success  in  anything 
like  the  rest  of  you  do;  you  learn 
your  lessons  much  easier  than  I 
do." 

"Well,  Clara,  I  will  be  frank 
with  you,"  answered  her  friend. 
"You  never  attend  to  your  prayers 
like  the  rest  of  us  girls  do.  Try 
it  and  see  if  you  are  not  more 
successful. " 

To  Clara  this  was  something 
new;  she  had  never  thought  of 
asking  aid  for  so  simple  a  thing; 
in  fact  she  had  never  prayed. 
She  determined  that  she  would  be 
more     prayerful       and       humble. 


After  this  she  and  the  girls  had 
many  a  long  talk  on  religion;  for 
the  rest  of  the  girls  were  "good 
Mormons,"  as  Clara  termed  it. 
She  told  them  why  she  was 
despondent,  and  asked  for  ad- 
vice. 

The  girls  explained  to  her  the 
best  they  could  our  belief  about 
girls  marrying  those  outside  our 
faith.  This  was  something  new 
again.  After  this  she  became 
more  despondent  than  ever.  It 
seemed  a  hard  trial  to  give  up 
her  dream  of  love.  She  thought 
she  would  like  to  be  a  Mormon, 
but  the  titruggle  was  too  hard, 
and  frequently  letters  came  from 
Joe  and  they  were  so  loving  it 
made  the  trial  harder.  At  last 
Clara  began  to  trust  in  God,  for 
she  began  to  pray  earnestly,  not 
because  her  roommates  did,  but 
because  she  felt  the  need  of 
divine  aid.  She  prayed  that  Joe 
might  be  turned  from  the  fatal 
wine  cup,  also  that  he  might  be 
a  Mormon  and  aid  her  to  be  one. 
She  began  to  see  there  was  so 
much  to  learn. 

Clara  stayed  at  school  until  it 
closed  in  May.  Then  she  and 
her  mother  returned  to  the  mines. 
In  a  few  short  weeks  Joe  came 
home.  There  was  a  happy  yet 
sad  meeting.  Clara  had  made 
good  use  of  the  last  months  at 
school,  had  stored  her  mind  with 
useful  knowledge,  had  prayed 
earnestly  and  gained  a  testimony. 
She  thought  herself  prepared  to 
teach  Joe  some  of  the  great 
knowledge  she  had  gained.  In 
every  conversation    they   had   she 
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would  tell  him  of  what  she  had 
learned. 

"You  could  not  but  be  happy 
if  you  knew  what  I  do,"  she  said 
to  him. 

"You  would  make  a  charming 
preacher;  just  imagine  my  Clara 
in  the  pulpit,"  and  he  would 
laugh  thoughtlessly,  little  know- 
ing how  it  hurt  her  sensitive 
heart  At  length  he  told  her  that 
he  did  not  want  any  more  preach- 
ing. 

Clara  replied,  "If  he  did  not 
want  preaching  he  could  not 
have  her." 

Joe  did  his  best  to  modify  his 
speech,  but  Clara  only  became 
the  more  determined  she  would 
say  to  him,  "Seek  for  a  knowl- 
edge of  the  truth;  be  a  Mormon; 
God  will  be  merciful  to  you  as 
He  has  been  to  me;  only  obtain 
a  testimony  and  I  will  be  your 
wife,  yes  gladly. 

At  this  Joe  became  angry  and 
said  he  would  not  be  led  by  any 
woman,  and  thus  they  parted, 
Joe  angry,  Clara  with  a  sad 
heart;  yet  she  trusted  in  God. 
He  had  answered  her  prayer  to 
such  a  degree  that  Joe  had  given 
up  drink  entirely.  So  she  would 
still  pray  for  him  to  be  directed 
aright;  for  she  believed  in  the 
promise,  "The  prayers  of  the 
faithful  availeth  much." 

Joe  left  the  camp  after  this 
quarrel  without  even  speaking  to 
Clara. 

Months  rolled  by;  no  word 
came  from  Joe;  she  knew  not  of 
his  whereabouts.  The  months 
were  long  and  lonely;    sometimes 


she  would  almost  give  up;  then 
she  would  ask  for  strength  and 
courage. 

She  studied  very  hard  all  sum- 
mer. Her  parents  were  very 
indulgent.  When  they  saw  books 
pleased  her  they  sent  far  and 
near  to  get  suitable  books  for  her. 

Clara  was  still  a  charming  girl, 
but  she  could  not  or  would  not 
accept  any  of  the  rough  miners* 
attentions. 

Early  in  the  fall  Joe  returned, 
but  for  some  time  he  kept  away 
from  Clara. 

This  gave  her  a  gleam  of  hope. 
He  came  at  length  to  see  her  and 
make  a  "confession."  He  said 
he  had  wandered  from  place  to 
place,  and  from  one  mine  to 
another,  until  he  went  to  some 
Utah  mines,  and  from  there  to 
Provo  with  some  of  his  friends. 
While  there  one  Sunday  he 
thought  he  would  attend  Church 
and  see  what  had  interested  Clara 
so  much  that  she  preferred  the 
religion  to  him.  It  so  happened 
that  the  Elder  that  spoke  first 
spoke  upon  the  first  principles  of 
the  gospel.  The  other  told  how 
Joseph  Smith  had  prayed  to  God 
for  wisdom  and  its  wonderful 
effect,  and  ended  his  sermon  b> 
repeating  the  fifth  and  sixth 
verses  of  the  first  chapter  of 
James.  This  was  something  new 
to  Joe  Lewis.  It  moved  his  heart 
by  some  impulse  he  knew  not 
what.  He  stayed  in  Provo,  inves- 
tigated this  strange  religion, 
and  became  convinced  of  its  truth- 
fulness, and  now  had  come  back 
again     to     claim     his    bride.       Of 
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course     his     claim      was    readily  |  this  glorious  knowledge  in  Provo? 

granted.  }  Let  us  thank  God  for    His   mercy 

"Is     it      not     strange,"     Clara  |  to  us." 

exclaimed,  "that  we  both  obtained  I  Zina    H^alker. 


HISTORICAL  SKETCH  OF  THE  CHURCH. 

FROM  THE  TIME  OF  THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  THE  PROPHETS  JOSEPH  SMITH 

AND  HYRUM  SMITH. 


During  the  summer  and  fall  of 
1845  the  Elders  of  the  Church 
labored  diligently  in  America  and 
abroad  to  complete  the  Nauvoo 
Temple  and  to  preach  the  gospel. 
Thousands  accepted  and  obeyed 
the  glad  tidings  announced,  and 
many  gathered  to  assist  in  the 
building  up  of  the  Church.  The 
Elders  and  members  of  the 
Church  maintained  the  consist- 
ency of  their  profession.  They 
were  solicitous  respecting  it.  It 
was  the  theme  of  their  daily  study, 
the  object  of  their  earnest  effort, 
and  the  aim  and  end  of  their  con- 
tinual prayers.  The  purity  of 
their  robe  was  not  sullied  nor  the 
lustre  of  their  moral  character 
tarnished.  They  felt  under  obli- 
gations to  love  God,  to  follow 
Christ,  to  honor  the  Holy  Spirit, 
to  rise  above  the  world  and  to 
avoid  all  sin,  and  endeavored  to 
be  useful,  to  honor  the  laws  of 
the  land,  and  to  aspire  after  the 
glories  of  immortality.  Their 
profession  was  thus  embodied  in 
the  great  and  living  principles  of 
truth,  which  they  practically 
manifested  in  the  purity  of  their 
daily  life.  It  was  apparent  to  all 
that  their  sentiments  were 
elevated     far    above     the     masses 


around  them.  They  never  disre- 
garded or  undervalued  the  hal- 
lowed institutions  which  God  had 
appointed  for  their  edification  and 
encouragement.  They  esteemed 
them  from  principle,  from  high 
appreciation  of  their  excellence 
and  surpassing  value.  They 
uniformly  observed  them  under 
the  influence  of  enlightened  views, 
in  consequence  of  the  divinity  of 
their  institutions,  the  holiness  of 
their  character,  the  benevolence 
of  their  design,  their  adaptation 
to  all  the  varieties  of  their 
experience,  and  the  blessed  con- 
sequences flowing  from  their 
devout  employment.  They  dwelt 
in  God's  house,  and  regarded  it 
as  their  home  and  made  it  their 
joyful  dwelling-place.  The  ordi- 
nances of  God's  appointment  are 
wells  of  salvation  in  the  desert, 
from  which  can  be  drawn  living 
water.  They  will  become  foun- 
tains of  pure  and  exquisite  con- 
solation, and  while  they  are 
observed  diligently  the  Savior's 
presence  can  be  sweetly  felt. 
Men  thus  endowed  are  solicitous 
that  others  may  be  blest  in  com- 
mon with  themselves.  They 
preach  the  gospel  that  the  public 
mind    may    be    enlightened,    their 
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errors    corrected,  their  conscience 
be      aroused,      their      hearts      be 
softened,  and  the  love  of  sin  sub- 
dued.     Such  was  the   ministry   of 
the  Apostles  and  the  Elders  of  the 
Church  at  the  time   of   which    we 
write.      It  not  only  resembled  the 
ministry  of   the  ancient  Apostles, 
but     it    was    the    same    as    that 
administered   by.  Paul   and    Peter 
and  John,  marked    by    its   simpli- 
city,   purity  and    uncompromising 
fidelity  to  Christ  and  the  souls  of 
men;     and    for    this    reason    they 
were  hated  by  the  world.     At  that 
time  the  most  cheering  news  was 
received  from    the    islands    of  the 
great  South  Sea  that  the   light   of 
divine  truth,  even  the  fullness  of 
the  everlasting  gospel,  was  diffus- 
ing its   glorious    presence    among 
the  inhabitants    of  the  earth.      In 
the  far  distant  Australia    a  Church 
had     been    organized;      some     in 
India  had   heard    the  news  of  sal- 
vation   and    had  become  obedient 
to     the    truth.        In     the     British 
Islands  the  progress  of  the  Church 
against  every  opposition  had  been 
steady  and  onward.     In  the  mean- 
time the  spirit  of  envy  and  hatred 
filled  the  hearts  of    apostates    and 
others     toward      the      Church     at 
Nauvoo.      An     unjust    greed     for 
gain,  by  a  united  effort  to  rob  the 
Saints  of  their  homes,   their   tem- 
ple  and    their   all.      Not    satisfied 
with  this,    they    thirsted    for    the 
blood  of   the   Saints.      In    no    age 
of  the  world  did  Satan    find  more 
willing  agents  to  carry  into  execu- 
tion his  destructive  behests.     The 
death  of  the  prophets  did  not  pro- 
duce the  results   expected    by    the 


mobocrats.  It  was  doubtless 
believed  by  them  if  the  leader  was 
removed  the  Church  would  be 
disorganized  and         scattered 

abroad;  but  instead  it  prospered 
during  the  first  year  after  the 
death  of  the  Prophet  equal  to  any 
former  period.  When  this  was 
fully  understood  by  the  mobocrats 
they  began  to  devise  plans  by 
which  a  crusade  could  be  brought 
to  bear  upon  the  whole  Church, 
which  would  result  in  the  exodus 
of  all  Church  members.  This 
was  a  fulfillment  of  a  prediction 
made  by  the  Prophet  Joseph 
Smith  while  addressing  the 
Nauvoo  Legion  on  the  18th  of 
June,  1844.  Says  he:  "It  is 
thought  by  some  that  our  enemies 
would  be  satisfied  with  my 
destruction;  but  I  tell  you  that  as 
soon  as  they  have  shed  my  blood 
they  will  thirst  for  the  blood  of 
every  man  in  whose  heart  dwells 
a  single  spark  of  the  spirit  of  the 
fullness  of  the  gospel.  The  oppo- 
sition of  these  men  is  moved  by 
the  spirit  of  the  adversary  of  all 
righteousness.  It  is  not  only  to 
destroy  me,  but  every  man  and 
woman  who  dares  believe  the 
doctrines  that  God  hath  inspired 
me  to  teach  in  this  generation." 
On  the  10th  of  September,  1845, 
"the  mob  went  to  the  house  of 
Edmund  Durphy,  in  Morley 
settlement,  turned  the  people  out 
of  doors,  and  set  fire  to  the  build- 
ing, threatening  instant  death  to 
men,  women  and  children  if  they 
showed  the  least  resistance. 
They  then  proceeded  to  burn  all 
the   houses,    barns    and    shops    in 
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the  Morley  settlement  and  turned 
the  inhabitants  into  the  open  air. " 
One  hundred  and  ten  teams  were 
sent  from  Nauvoo  to  convey  the 
people  to  that  city.  They  left 
about  three  thousand  bushels  of 
corn  in  their  fields.  "The  mob 
next  attacked  the  Prairies  branch, 
and  burned  all  their  houses  and 
barns.  This  branch  consisted  of 
eighty  members,  mostly  wealthy 
farmers.  They  also  left  several 
thousand  bushels  of  corn  in  their 
fields.  Mr.  J.  B.  Backenstos, 
sheriff  of  the  county,  issued  a 
proclamation  commanding  the 
peace  and  calling  upon  all  the 
law-abiding  citizens  to  come  and 
quell  the  riot.  He  then  went  to 
Carthage  for  assistance,  but  was 
driven  out  by  a  mob  of  armed 
men.  Those  that  were  his  friends 
were  compelled  to  follow  his 
example  in  leaving  the  place  at 
the  hazard  of  their  lives.  The 
school  commissioner,  the  assessor, 
treasurer  and  other  gentlemen 
who  were  for  sustaining  the  law, 
were  also  forced  to  flee.  The 
sheriff  then  went  into  Warsaw  and 
made  a  similar  attempt  to  raise  a 
posse,  but  without  effect;  but 
hearing  there  were  plans  on  foot 
to  take  his  life  he  fled  to  Nauvoo. 
He  was  cautioned  by  some  of  his 
friends  to  avoid  meeting  armed 
men  while  on  the  way,  as  they 
were  determined  to  take  his  life. 
He  had  not  proceeded  far  before 
he  perceived  armed  men  approach- 
ing him  on  horseback,  four  of 
whom  started  in  pursuit  and  fol- 
lowed him  under  the  whip  up- 
wards   of     two     miles,     when     he 


found  some  families  and  sum- 
moned them  to  assist  him.  He 
then  demanded  his  pursuers  to 
desist.  One  of  them  levelled  his 
musket  at  him  to  shoot  him,  when 
one  of  the  sheriff's /^jj^  seeing  it 
instantly  fired  at  the  man  and  he 
fell  mortally  wounded,  and  died 
the  same  day.  The  sheriff 
immediately  raised  a  posse  of  one 
hundred  horsemen  in  Nauvoo, 
proceeded  to  Carthage  and  took 
his  family  out  of  the  hands  of  the 
mob  and  sent  them  to  Nauvoo. 
He  then  went  to  the  Hiland 
Branch,  and  found  some  twenty- 
five  of  the  mob  engaged  in  burn- 
ing the  house  of  Mr.  Dustin,  and 
gave  them  chase  some  four  miles. 
The  sheriff  then  issued  a  procla- 
mation for  two  thousand  men  to 
be  immediately  prepared  to  dis- 
perse the  mob  to  prevent  further 
destruction  of  property.  All  the 
mob  immediately  fled  to  Missouri 
and  other  parts."  Mr.  Backenstos 
was  in  no  way  connected  with 
the  Church,  and  only  officiated  in 
his  duty  as  an  officer  of  the 
county,  and  in  doing  so  he  has 
proved  himself  a  man  of  integrity. 
He  issued  five  proclamations  in 
favor  of  peace  and  good  govern- 
ment, which  are  of  great  interest, 
but  too  lengthy  to  insert  here.  In 
one  of  them  he  said:  "It  is 
proper  to  state  that  the  Mormon 
community  have  acted  with  more 
than  ordinary  forbearance,  remain- 
ing perfectly  quiet  and  offering  no 
resistance  when  their  dwellings, 
other  buildings,  and  stacks  of 
grain,  etc.,  were  set  on  fire  in 
their  presence,  and  they  have  for- 
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borne  until  forbearance  is  no 
longer  a  virtue.  The  notorious 
Colonel  Levi  Williams,  who  is  at 
the  head  of  the  mob,  has  ordered 
out  the  militia  of  this  brigade, 
comprising  Hancock,  McDonough 
and  Schuyler  counties;  but  it  is 
to  be  hoped  that  no  good  citizen 
will  turn  out  and  aid  them  or 
others  in  the  overthrow  of  the 
laws  of  our  country,  and  it  is 
certain  that  no  good  citizen  will 
cross  the  Mississippi  River  with 
a  design  to  aid  the  rioters." 

We  will  now  give  the  proposi- 
tion of  the  Presidency  of  the 
Church  in  answer  to  the  Quincy 
Committee,  who  had  asked  for  a 
statement  of  their  intentions 
regarding  leaving  the  State. 

"Nauvoo,  Sept.  24,  1845. 
"Whereas,  a  council  of  the 
authorities  of  the  Church  of  Jesus 
Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints,  at 
Nauvoo,  have  this  day  received  a 
communication  from  Henr}' 
Asbury,  John  P.  Robbins,  Albert 
J.  Pearson,  P.  A.  Goodwin,  J. 
N.  Ralston,  M.  Rogers,  and  E. 
Conyers,  committee  of  the  citizens 
of  Quincy,  requesting  us  to  com- 
municate in  writing  our  disposi- 
tion and  intention  at  this  time, 
particularly  with  regard  to  remov- 
ing to  some  place  where  the 
peculiar  organization  of  our 
Church  will  not  be  likely  to 
engender  so  much  strife  and  con- 
tention as  so  unhappily  exists  at 
this  time  in  Hancock  and  some  of 
the  adjoining  counties. 

"And  whereas, the  said  committee 
have  reported  to  us  the  doings  at 
public  meeting  of  the   citizens    of 


Quincy  on  the  22od  instant,  by 
which  it  appears  there  are  some 
feelings  in  that  place  concerning 
us  as  a  people,  and  in  relation  to 
which  sundry  resolutions  were 
passed,  purporting  to  be  for  the 
purpose  of  maintaining  or  restor- 
ing peace  to  the  country. 

"And,  whereas,  it  is  our  desire, 
and  ever  has  been,  to  live  in  peace 
with  all  men,  so  far  as  we  can, 
without  sacrificing  the  right  of 
worshiping  God  according  to  the 
dictates  of  our  own  consciences, 
which  privilege  is  guaranteed  to 
us  by  the  Constitution  of  the 
United  States. 

"And,  whereas,  we  have,  time 
and  again,  been  driven  from  our 
peaceful  homes,  and  our  women 
and  children  been  obliged  to  exist 
on  prairies,  in  the  forests,  on  the 
roads,  and  in  tents,  in  the  dead 
of  winter,  suffering  all  manner  of 
hardships,  even  to  death  itself,  as 
the  people  of  Quincy  well  know, 
the  remembrance  of  whose  hospi- 
tality in  former  days  still  causes 
our  hearts  to  burn  with  joy,  and 
raise  the  prayer  to  heaven  for 
blessings  on  their  heads 

"And,  whereas,  it  is  now  so 
late  in  the  season  that  it  is  impos- 
sible for  us,  as  a  people,  to 
remove  this  fall,  without  causing 
a  repetition  of  like  sufferings;  and, 
whereas,  it  has  been  represented 
to  us  from  other  sources  than 
those  named,  and  even  in  some 
communications  from  the  execu- 
tive of  this  State,  that  many  of 
the  citizens  of  the  State  were 
unfriendly  to  our  views  and 
principles. 
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"And,  whereas,  many  scores 
of  our  houses  in  this  county 
have  been  burned  to  ashes, 
without  any  justifiable  cause 
or  provocation,  and  we  have 
made  no  resistance  till  compelled 
by  the  authorities  of  the  county 
so  to  do,  and  that  authority  not 
connected  with  our  Church;  and, 
whereas,  said  resistance  to  mobo- 
cracy,  from  the  legally  consti- 
tuted authorities,  appears  to  be 
misunderstood  by  some  and  mis- 
construed by  others,  so  as  to 
produce  an  undue  excitement  in 
the  public  mind;  and,  whereas, 
we  desire  peace  above  all  other 
earthly  blessings. 

"Therefore,  we  say  to  the  com- 
mittee above  mentioned,  and  to 
the  Governor,  and  all  the  authori- 
ties and  people  of  Illinois  and 
surrounding  States  and  Territo- 
ries, that  we  propose  to  leave  this 
county  next  spring  for  some  point 
so  remote  that  there  will  not  need 
to  be  a  difficulty  with  the  people 
and  ourselves,  provided  certain 
propositions  necessary  for  the 
accomplishment  of  our  removal 
shall  be  observed,  to-wit: 

"That  the  citizens  of  this  and 
the  surrounding  counties,  and  all 
men,  will  use  their  influence  and 
exertions  to  help  us  to  sell  or 
rent  our  properties,  so  as  to  get 
means  enough  that  we  can  help 
the  widow,  the  fatherless  and  the 
destitute  to  remove  with  us. 

"That  all  men  will  let  us  alone 
with  their  vexatious  lawsuits,  so 
that  we  may  have  the  time,  for 
we^have  broken  no  law;  and  help 
us  to  cash  dry    goods,     groceries, 


good  oxen,  milch  cows,  beef 
cattle,  sheep,  wagons,  mules, 
harness  horses,  etc.,  in  exchange 
for  our  property,  at  a  fair  price, 
and  deeds  given  on  payment,  that 
we  may  have  the  means  to  accom- 
plish a  removal,  without  the  suffer- 
ing of  the  destitute  to  an  extent 
beyond  the  endurance  of  human 
nature. 

"That  all  exchanges  of  property 
to  be  conducted  by  a  committee 
or  committees  of  both  parties,  so 
that  all  business  may  be  tran- 
sacted honorably  and  speedily. 

"That  we  will  use  all  lawful 
means,  in  connection  with  others, 
to  preserve  the  public  peace 
while  we  tarry,  and  shall  expect 
decidedly  that  we  be  no  more 
molested  with  house  burning  or 
any  other  depredations,  to  waste 
our  property  and  time  and  hinuer 
our  business. 

"That  it  is  a  mistaken  idea  that 
we  have  proposed  to  remove  in  six 
months,  for  that  would  be  so  early 
in  the  spring  that  grass  might 
not  grow  nor  water  run,  both  of 
which  would  be  necessary  for  our 
rem.oval;  but  we  propose  to  use 
our  influence  to  have  no  more  seed 
time  nor  harvest  among  our 
people  in  this  county,  after 
gathering  our  present  crops. 
And  that  all  communications  to 
us  be  made  in  writing." 

"Brigham  Young,  President. 

"WiLLARD  Richards,   Clerk." 

Soon  after  the  foregoing  com- 
munication was  made,  a  mass 
meeting  was  called  and  held  in 
the  town  of  Quincy,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  hearing  the  report    of  the 
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committee  relative  to  the  resolu- 
tions submitted  by  the  Presidency 
of  the  Church.  The  meeting 
accepted  the  propositions  made  as 
follows : 

"Resolved.  That  we  accept, 
and  recommend  to  the  people  of 
the  surrounding  counties  to 
accept,  the  propositions  made  by 
the  Mormons  to  remove  from  the 
State  next  spring. 

"Resolved.  That  it  is  now  too 
late  to  attempt  the  settlement  of 
the  difficulties  in  Hancock  County 
upon  any  other  basis  than  that  of 
the  removal  of  the  Mormons  from 
the  State. 

"Resolved.  And  if  they  shall 
not  comply  with  their  own  propo- 
sition, the  consequences  must  rest 
upon  them  who  violate  faith.  And 
we  now  solemnly  pledge  ourselves 
to  be  ready  at  the  appointed  time 
to  act  as  the  occasion  may  require. 
And  that  we  will  immediately 
adopt  a  preliminary  military  or- 
ganization for  prompt  future 
action  if  occasion  should  demand. 

"Resolved.  That  a  committee 
of  five  be  appointed  for  the  pur- 
pose of  adopting  and  carrying 
into  operation  volunteer  military 
organizations  for  Adams  County, 
and  said  committee  are  hereby 
authorized  to  do  all  things  lawful, 
necessary  and  proper  for  the  pur- 
pose of  preparing  such  a  force, 
without  delay,  to  be  used  to  pre- 
serve the  peace  of  this  and  the 
adjoining  counties." 

Mr.  S.  M.  Bartlett,  editor  of 
the  Quincy  IVhig,  said  of  this 
meeting:  "But  one  spirit,  one 
mind,   seemed    to    prevail    on    the 


occasion,  and  that  was  the 
removal  of  the  Mormons  from  the 
State;  peaceably,  if  possible;  but 
leave  they  must." 

It  may  be  remarked  here  that 
the  town  of  Quincy,  and  the 
towns  and  counties  adjoining 
were  situated  in  and  composed 
portions  of  a  sovereign  State. 
They  were  thus  under  the  direct 
control  and  management  of  the 
State  government,  where  both 
military  and  civil  departments 
were  lawfully  organized,  and  had 
full  authority  to  act  in  their  re- 
spective functions.  Why  then 
organize  an  alien  force  "to  pre- 
serve the  peace?"  It  was  done 
for  the  very  purpose  of  destroying 
peace,  and  for  the  purposes  of 
theft  and  plunder,  which  the 
sequel  will  prove. 

"On  the  1st  and  2nd  October, 
1845,  a  convention  of  delegates 
(anti-Mormon)  from  nine  sur- 
rounding counties  was  held  at 
Carthage,  Illinois,  where  the  pro- 
ceedings and  resolutions  adopted 
at  Quincy  were  considered  and 
also  adopted  by  them,  with  others 
of  a  similar  nature.  The  plan  of 
orggftiizing  was  adopted;  public 
meetings  were  to  be  called  to 
procure  volunteers  in  support  of 
the  proceedings  of  their  conven- 
tion. Said  companies  were  to 
select  their  own  officers,  who 
were  to  be  amenable  to  the 
Quincy  Military  Committee,  viz. : 
A.  Jonas,  Andrew  Johnston,  J. 
H.  Holton,  E.  J.  Phillips,  and 
John  B.  Schwindler.  A  resolu- 
tion was  passed  requesting  the 
Hon.   N.    H.  Purple,  Judge  at  the 
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Circuit,  not  to  hold  court  in  Han- 
cock County  this  fall,  as,  in  the 
opinion  of  this  convention,  such 
court  could  not  be  held  without 
producing  collision  between  the 
Mormons  and  anti-Mormons."  I 
speak  of  these  resolutions  to  show 
how  perfectly  the  mob,  the 
officials,  and  in  fact  the  State, 
understood  each  other,  and 
worked  into  each  other's  hands. 
It  was  further 

"Resolved.  That  this  com- 
mittee deem  it  proper  to  recom- 
mend that  a  small  military 
force  be  stationed  in  Hancock 
County  until  next  spring,  to  pre- 
vent depredations  on  private 
property,  and  preserve  the  peace 
of  the  county;  and  that  it  be 
respectfully  recommended  to  the 
executive  of  the  State  to  furnish 
the  same  for  the  purposes  above 
named." 

The  real  object  of  this  was  to 
keep,  at  the  public  expense,  a 
force  in  the  field  to  oppose  the 
Mormons,  against  which  the 
latter  dare  not  take  up  arms 
under  pain  of  treason.  The 
requisition  made  to  Judge  Purple 
"not  to  hold  court"  was  foi*  the 
purpose  of  shielding  the  scoun- 
drels from  justice  who  had 
reduced  so  much  property  to 
ashes.  In  the  Quincy  li'/n'g 
of  October  19th,  1845,  was  an- 
nounced the  following  threat: 
"Organize!  Organize!  This 
should  be  the  order  of  the  day 
with  all  who  desire  to  see  the 
proceedings  of  the  Carthage  Con- 
vention carried  into  eftect.  If  the 
Mormons    violate    their     pledged 


faith,  and  fail  to  leave  in  the 
spring,  according  to  their  own 
proposition,  they  may  be  certain 
that  civil  war  will  be  stirred  up 
in  these  counties  that  will  not  be 
quelled  until  the  last  vestige  of 
Mormonism  disappears  from  the 
State. " 

These  forebodings  of  distrust  in 
the  promises  of  the  Presidency  of 
the  Church  to  leave  the  State  in 
the  year  1846,  on  the  part  of  the 
editor  of  the  Quincy  IVAig,  and 
his  kind,  had  not  the  least 
shadow  of  reason  for  having  such 
delusion;  for  nothing  had  been 
said  or  done  by  the  authorities  of 
the  Church  to  warrant  the 
remarks  made.  But,  on  the  con- 
trary, evidences  were  ample  that 
the  Latter-day  Saints  were  doing 
all  they  could  to  hasten  their 
exodus.  On  the  8th  of  October, 
1845,  at  General  Conference,  held 
in  Nauvoo,  Apostle  John  Taylor 
said:  "As  we  have  done  preach- 
ing, so  we  have  done  printing,  to" 
the  people;  and  now  let  them 
alone,  and  mind  our  own  busi- 
ness, and  let  them  print  what  they 
have  a  mind  to.  It  has  been 
thought  best  to  publish  the  con- 
ference minutes,  and  let  that 
finish  the  subject;  but  I  have 
thought  it  would  perhaps  be  bet- 
ter to  continue  the  Times  and 
Seasons  until  the  volume  be  com- 
pleted. And  if  we  cannot  circulate 
them  abroad,  we  can  at  home  in 
the  neighborhood.  There  are 
reasons  for  it.  First,  many  are 
an"xious  about  items  of  doctrine 
which  the  Saints  want,  and  many 
want      the      volume      completed. 
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*  *  *  I  have  read  papers  until 
I  .have  become  tired;  for  they 
are  all  villainy,  corruption,  deceit 
and  abomination;  and  I  shall  be 
glad  when  we  get  to  a  place  where 
we  can  be  at  peace." 

Elder  Kimball  moved  that  we 
discontinue  the  Neighbor  after  one 
number,  and  that  the  Times  and 
Season  continue  from  time  to  time 
till  the  volume  is  closed.  It  was 
seconded  and  carried.  The  last 
number  was  issued  February  15th, 
1846.  In  this  conference  com- 
mittees were  appointed  to  sell 
houses,  farms,  lots,  etc.,  and  that 
can  be  referred  to  for  sales. 

Nauvoo — Winslow  Farr,  Ed- 
ward Hunter,  A.  W.  Babbitt, 
Joseph  L.  Heywood,  John  Ben- 
bow  and  Daniel  Russell.  La 
Harpe — Lyman  Corey,  John 
Clark  and  John  L.   Bartolph. 

Macedonia — William  G.  Per- 
kins, Isaac  Clark  and  Andrew  H. 
Perkins. 

Camp  Creek — L.    A.    Bingham. 

Bear  Creek — Nelson  Higgins, 
Samuel  Shepperd  and  Daniel 
Allen. 

Knowlton's  Settlement — Sidney 
A.  Knowlton,  Eleazer  Brown  and 
James  Rawlins. 

Montebello— Eleazer  Miller  and 
Jesse  Spurgen. 

Yerome — Solomon  Hancock  and 
Horace  Rawson. 

In  Iowa  every  man  was 
appointed  to  act  as  a  committee 
of  the  whole  for  the  sale  of 
lands. 

As  the  people  intended  to  go 
where  school  books  could    not    be 


purchased,  Elder  W.  W.  Phelps 
was  appointed  by  the  conference 
to  write  some  school  books  for 
the  use  of  the  children:  Elder 
George  A.  Smith  said:  "I  want 
the  powder  and  lead  saved,  so 
that  when  you  get  to  your  jour- 
ney's end  you  can  sustain  your- 
selves with  food." 

During  the  conference  President 
Young  said  in  relation  to  the 
exodus:  "If  you  will  be  faithful 
to  your  covenant  I  will  now 
prophesy  that  the  great  God  will 
shower-  down  means  upon  this 
people  to  accomplish  it  to  the 
very  letter.  I  thank  God  that  the 
time  has  come  so  much  sooner 
than  I  expected,  that  that  scrip- 
ture is  being  fullfiled,  'My  people 
shall  be  willing  in  the  day  of  my 
power;'  and  I  almost  feel  to 
thank  our  friends  abroad  for 
hastening  it  on  now."  And  yet, 
in  the  face  of  these  combined 
utterances  that  appeared  in  print 
at  the  time,  the  people  of  Quincy, 
Carthage  and  vicinity  feigned  to 
doubt  their  sincerity. 

David  John. 


The  master  of  a  ship  when  he 
is  on  the  main  sea,  casts  his  eye 
always  upon  the  pole  star;  and 
so  directs  and  guides  his  ways. 
Even  so  must  we,  who  are  pas- 
sengers and  strangers  in  this 
I  world,  ever  settle  our  eyes  to  be- 
hold the  Word  of  God;  so  shall 
no  tempest  over-blow  us;  so  shall 
we  be  guided  without  danger;  so 
shall  we  safely  arrive  in  the  haven 
of  our  rest. 
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HEALTH  AND  HYGIENE. 


MENTAL  HYGIENE. 

(An  address  delivered  before  the  Y  L.  M.  I. 
Association  of  St.Gtorge,  March  22nd  18»3.) 

Those  who  have  attended  the 
M.  I.  Association  during  the 
past  winter  have  learned  some- 
thing about  their  bodies,  how 
they  are  made,  how  to  take  care 
of  them  and  keep  them  in  health, 
what  to  do  for  them  when 
sickness  attacks  them  as  a  result 
of  broken  laws,  etc.  These 
"talks"  we  have  dignified  by  the 
title  of  Physical  Hygiene.  But 
we  are  about  to  depart  from  this 
particular  line  of  our  subject  and 
view  ourselves  from  a  different 
aspect.  Hitherto  we  have  dealt 
only  with  our  bodies,  those  taber- 
nacles or  houses  prepared  in  so 
perfect  and  mysterious  a  manner 
for  the  reception  of  our  spirits 
during  their  short  stay  in  this 
sphere  of  action.  In  the  short 
season  which  is  left  us  we  expect 
to  bring  before  your  view  the 
mind  or  spirit,  the  immortal  part 
of  our  being,  in  its  relations  to 
the  physical  or  mortal  part  of 
our  bodies. 

We  are  told  in  the  Bible  that 
God  made  man,  male  and  female, 
in  His  own  image  and  likeness; 
also  that  He  pronounced  the 
workmanship  of  His  hands  good. 
Having  prepared  bodies  out  of 
the  elements  for  our  first  parents, 
He  "breathed  into  them  the 
breath  of  life;"  that  is,  He  caused 
a  union  to  take  place  between  the 
mortal  body  and  the  immortal 
spirit    by    which    man    became    a 


living  soul.  Many  sectarians  look 
upon  the  soul  as  identical  with 
the  spirit,  notwithstanding  we 
are  plainly  told  in  the  scriptures 
that  the  "spirit  and*  the  body  are 
the  soul  of  man." 

Another  fact  of  great  importance 
which  we  glean  from  our  study 
of  holy  writ  is  that  ages  before 
this  world  was  fitted  for  the 
abode  of  man  we  were  begotten 
spiritually  by  our  spiritual  father 
and  mother,  lived  in  their 
heavenly  habtiation,  associated 
with  each  other  as  brothers  and 
sisters  of  one  great  family,  grow- 
ing and  increasing,  no  doubt,  in 
wisdom  and  intelligence,  accord- 
ing to  our  various  natures,  until 
we  were  considered  worthy  to 
advance  another  step,  and 
allowed  to  come  to  the  earth  and 
take  bodies,  preparatory  to  still 
further  advancement  in  the  scale 
of  intelligence. 

This  is  the  stage  at  which  we 
who  are  assembled  here  tonight 
find  ourselves.  We  have  kept 
our  first  estate,  been  deemed 
worthy  of  promotion,  and  having 
had  bodies  prepared  for  us, 
according  to  the  laws  of  nature, 
have  come  down  from  the 
presence  of  God,  entered  into 
these  bodies,  and  gone  forth  in 
the  quest  of  the  experience  which 
God  has  deemed  neecssary  for  us 
to  obtain  while  here. 

If  we  keep  this  second  estate, 
being  true  to  the  principles  which 
have  been  revealed  to  us  for  our 
guidance,      we     will      again      be 
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received  into  the  presence  of  God, 
after  we  have  finished  our  earthly 
career.  For  this  purpose,  to 
learn  how  to  serve  God  accept- 
ably, we  have  been  given  the 
lioly  Bible,  the  Book  of  Mormon, 
the  Doctrine  and  Covenants,  and ' 
other  inspired  works.  For  this 
purpose  our  leaders  have  estab- 
lished Primary  Associations, 
Sunday  Schools  and  Mutual  Im- 
provement Associations,  places 
where  the  rising  generation  of 
Zion  may  go  and  learn  of  the 
ways  of  the  Lord  and  His  deal- 
ings with  His  childen.  For  this 
purpose  we  are  met  together 
tonight,  my  young  sisters,  and 
for  this  purpose  have  we  been 
striving  the  past  winter,  to  learn 
something  of  ourselves,  and  how 
best  to  fit  ourselves  for  usefulness 
in  our  day  and  generation. 

Anciently  it  was  thought  the 
spirit  of  man  occupied  only  a 
small  portion  of  the  body.  For 
instance,  it  has  been  located  in 
the  stomach,  the  liver  and  the 
spleen  at  different  ages  and  by 
different  peoples.  Later,  phy- 
siologists, recognizing  some  re- 
lationship between  the  power  of 
will  and  thought,  and  the  brain, 
located  it  in  that  organ.  In  the 
center  of  the  brain  is  a  small, 
oval,  reddish  body,  as  large  as 
an  almond  kernel  called  the 
pituitary  body.  Compressed  into 
this  small  space  it  was  supposed 
resided  the  spirit  of  man.  Latter- 
day  Saints,  however,  know  that 
the  spirit  is  identical  with  the 
body  as  to  its  form  and  dimen- 
sions,    eveiy     part    having     been 


created  spiritually  before  it  was 
temporally.  The  brain  and 
spinal  cord  with  their  great 
auxiliary  forces  of  nerves  travers- 
ing every  part  of  the  body,  are 
the  great  governing  forces  by 
which  all  spiritual  acts  and  pro- 
cesses are  brought  about  tem- 
porally. Through  their  medium 
and  instrumentality  the  immortal 
is  brought  into  touch  with  the 
mortal.  By  their  means  the 
body  is  made  subservient  to  the 
will,  yet  is  the  mind  kept  in 
abeyance  by  the  trammel  of  mor- 
tality, else  it  could  not  be  kept 
within  the  limits  of  earth.  We 
all  know  by  our  own  experience 
what  a  great  capacity  the  mind 
has  of  receiving  instruction.  The 
more  we  learn  the  more  we  are 
capable  of  learning.  This  capa- 
city is,  however,  limited  to  a 
certain  extent  by  our  mortal 
being.  The  brain  becomes  weary 
while  the  mind  is  yet  fresh  and 
alert.  For  this  reason  it  becomes^ 
necessary  for  us  to  learn  some- 
what of  the  laws  governing  our 
mental  powers,  for  of  all  evils  an 
overworked  and  shattered  mind  is 
the  most  difficult  to  bring  back  to 
a  normal  standard. 

Having  learned  that  it  is  pos- 
sible to  overdo  the  matter  of 
feeding  our  minds,  the  question 
arises  as  to  what  sort  of  mental 
food  is  best  for  us,  and  the  quan- 
tity of  which  we  can  safely  par- 
take. 

First,  as  to  quality.  We  all 
know  that  if  we  wish  to  build  up 
a  physical  body  we  select  those 
foods  which  are  most  nourishing,. 
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digestible  and  easily  assimilated, 
with  such  aids  in  the  way  of 
dainties  as  will  stimulate  the 
appetite.  The  same  rule  will 
apply  to  food  for  the  mental 
being.  To  get  the  most  perfect 
result  in  the  way  of  mind  growth, 
that  which  is  taken  into  it  must 
be  pure,  nourishing,  not  too 
heavy,  and  there  must  be  variety. 

A  word  as  to  what  is  implied 
by  the  term  "mental  food."  By 
it  is  meant  the  knowledge  we 
gain  by  study,  by  reading  and 
by  observation. 

The  hrst  source  of  our  informa- 
tion, study,  does  not  play  so 
important  a  part  in  the  quality  of 
our  food,  as,  during  youth,  we 
are  supposed  to  have  good  and 
wise  teachers  to  direct  us,  and 
later  in  life,  when  we  have 
acquired  sufficient  stamina  to 
undertake  and  complete  a  course 
of  study  on  our  own  responsi- 
bility, we  have  doubtless  acquired 
sufficient  wisdom  to  be  a  fairly 
good  guide  in  the  selection  of 
material. 

It  is  the  second  source,  read- 
ing, which  plays  so  important  a 
role  in  the  weal  or  woe  of  our 
mental  powers.  There  are  varie- 
ties of  readers,  as  of  everything 
else  in  this  world.  There  is  the 
literary  gourmand,  who  devours 
everything  which  comes  in  his 
way  from  last  year's  almanac  to 
the  latest  treatise  on  the  last 
literary  or  scientific  craze. 
Opposed  to  him  is  the  person 
who  does  not  read  at  all.  There 
is  the  confirmed  novel  reader,  who 
has    no   taste     for    anything    else. 


but  who  devours  everything  in  the  I 
way  of  a  story  he  meets.  The 
more  unreal  and  exciting  the  bet- 
ter. There  is  the  desultory- 
reader,  who  takes  what  comes  in 
his  way  irrespective  of  quantit}- 
or  quality.  He  does  not  read 
from  any  special  love  of  it,  but 
from  habit,  to  pass  the  time,  or  to 
be  in  the  fashion. 

There  are  none  of  these  phases 
of  the  reading  habit  which  amount 
to  any  great  good  to  the  reader, 
while  some  are  positively  perni- 
cious in  their  effects.  Given  a 
proper  book,  it  is  only  he  who 
reads  slowly,  carefully  and 
studiously  who  obtains  the  best 
good  from  what  he  reads.  At  our 
last  Sunday  School  a  little  boy 
gave  the  following  gem  in 
response  to  roll-call,  which 
struck  me  as  being  very  wise, 
and  which  applies  very  well  to 
the  subject  we  are  considering: 
"  Read  a  book  as  the  bee  does  a 
flower."  The  meaning  is  obvious. 
"When  we  read  extract  all  the 
honey  and  goodness  from  that 
book,  even  as  the  bee  does  from 
every  flower  it  visits  in  its  quest 
after  the  precious  nectar  it  has 
been  appointed  its  duty  to  accu- 
mulate. 

I  remember  reading  an  article 
once  from  the  pen  of  a  very 
gifted  writer  on  "What  we 
should  Read."  Among  other 
good  things  he  gave  the  following 
rule:  "If  you  arise  from  the 
perusal  of  a  book  refreshed  in 
mind  and  body,  better  satisfied 
with  yourself  and  your  surround- 
ings,    more      charitable     towards 
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your  associates,  filled  with  greater 
love  of  God  and  humankind,  and 
with  a  renewed  desire  to  help 
along  in  this  work-a-day  world, 
you  may  set  it  down  in  your 
mind  that  the  book  is  a  good 
one,  and  can  award  it  an  honored 
place  in  your  library  shelves.  If, 
on  the  other  hand,  its  perusal 
leaves  your  mind  unsettled  and 
distressed,  your  brain  unduly 
excited  and  restless,  your  ideas 
of  life,  its  duties  and  pleasures 
distorted  and  exaggerated,  you 
can  be  assured  the  book  is  a  bad 
one,  and  the  sooner  its  vain  and 
wicked  pages  are  put  to  their 
only  legitimate  use,  that  of  build- 
ing a  fire,  the  better  for  you  and 
all  around  you." 

It  is  many  years  since  I  read 
this  article,  and  the  fact  of  my 
remembering  it  so  long  proves 
that  it  impressed  me  as  a  good 
rule.  My  first  impression  has 
not  altered,  yet  I  realize  that  it 
will  not  cover  all  cases.  Its  use 
implies  at  least  a  partial  perusal 
of  a  given  work,  otherwise  we 
cannot  apply  its  principles  to 
govern  our  decision.  The  pliant, 
partially  formed  mind  of  our  grow- 
ing girl  or  boy  is  not  capable  of 
judging  justly  of  the  merits  or 
demerits  of  a  work,  nor  do  we  wish 
to  risk  the  probable  result  of  the 
contact  of  their  fresh,  young 
minds  with  literary  food  which  is 
not  appropriate  to  their  age  and 
condition. 

A  better  rule,  and  in  fact  the 
only  safe  one  in  our  case,  is  to 
depend  upon  those  who  are  older 
and  more   experienced    than   our- 


selves to  select  proper  reading 
matter  for  us.  Even  our  parents 
are  not  always  good  guides,  not 
so  much  from  lack  of  interest  in 
us  or  ambition  for  us  as  from 
their  own  faulty  education,  which, 
unhappily,  unfits  them  to  be  safe 
counselors  on  this  important 
point.  But  there  are  among  us 
many  who,  by  study  and  exper- 
ience, by  prayer  and  inspiration, 
are  well  fitted  to  be  guides  to  the 
youth  of  Zion  in  this  and  many 
other  important  matters.  They 
are  not  all  congregated  in  one 
spot,  but  are  scattered  throughout 
the  length  and  breadth  of  our 
land.  Look  around  you  and  pick 
them  out  for  yourselves.  "By 
their  works  ye  shall  know  them." 
Aided  by  Him  whom  they  have 
constantly  sought  for  guidance, 
they  have  risen  step  by  step,  in 
many  cases  from  positions  of 
obscurity,  poverty  and  ignorance, 
to  places  of  trust,  where  they  are 
as  a  light  upon  a  hill,  which  all 
men  may  see  and  which  all  may 
approach  who  so  desire.  You 
will  find  them  always  ready  to 
lend  a  helping  hand  in  any  good 
cause,  attending  to  every  detail  of 
their  religion,  punctual  in  the  per- 
formance of  everty  duty,  willing 
and  anxious  to  aid  in  the  forward- 
ing of  the  great  cause  in  which 
we  are  all  engaged.  Of  such 
material  are  those  who  have  been 
called  as  leaders  in  this  Church, 
and  of  such  are  those  who  have 
been  chosen  to  preside  over  the 
great  cause  of  mutual  improve- 
ment. To  them  we  may  safely 
look  for  guidance  in  the  matter  of 
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our  mental  food;  nor  do  we  need 
to  approach  them  individually, 
for,  seeing  with  the  eye  of  inspira- 
tion the  needs  of  such  as  us  who 
are  gathered  together  tonight, 
they  have  already  provided  us 
with  the  desired  knowledge.  I 
refer  to  the  course  of  reading 
marked  out  by  them  for  the  use 
of  the  Mutual  Improvement 
Associations.  Every  boy  and  girl 
who  has  attained  the  age  of 
fifteen  years  should  consider 
themselves  members  of  these 
associations,  and  if  every  one 
should  feel  it  to  be  his  duty  to 
take  this  course  of  reading  and 
study,  pursuing  the  same  at  home 
privately  in  connection  with  the 
instructions  we  receive  in  our  M. 
I.  meetings,  it  would  leave  us 
very  little  time  for  idleness  or 
reading  injurious  literature.  A  few 
years  of  such  systematic  work  on 
the  part  of  each  one  of  us  would 
result  in  laying  a  firm,  solid 
foundation  of  knowledge  upon 
which  we  can  build  a  superstruc- 
ture according  to  our  tastes  and 
surroundings,  sure  that  when  the 
winds  come  and  the  rains  descend 
our  house  of  knoledge  will  stand 
and  not  be  swept  away,  nor  will 
it  be  swayed  to  and  fro  by  every 
breeze  of  opinion  brought  to  bear 
upon  it. 

A  word  as  to  novel  reading,  the 
material  which  so  many  of  us  are 
wont  to  dish  up  before  our  hun- 
gry minds.  Being  hungry,  they 
will  imbibe  the  food  set  before 
them,  but  the  effect  is  somewhat 
similar  to  that  which  would  be 
the  result  of  a    continued    diet    of 


very  rich  and  highly  spiced  pie 
upon  the  digestive  organs.  There 
is  a  keen  relish  at  first,  which  is 
kept  up  for  a  longer  or  shorter 
period  by  the  stimulating  qualities 
of  the  viand,  but  sooner  or  later 
a  reaction  sets  in,  and  functional 
derangement  of  all  the  organs 
concerned  is  the  result.  Another 
of  the  evils  of  this  habit  is  the 
immense  amount  of  trash  we 
store  away  in  our  minds  which 
is  of  no  earthly  use,  and  which 
we  will  have  to  clear  out  before 
we  can  accomplish  anything  of 
any  moment  in  the  way  of  true 
knowledge. 

One  of  the  speakers  at  our  last 
M.  I.  Conference  dwelt  upon  the 
fact  that  all  knowledge  received 
in  this  probation  would  go  with 
us  to  the  next,  and  that  inas- 
much as  we  acquired  more  than 
our  neighbor  we  should  be  that 
much  ahead  of  him  in  the  next 
world.  I  wonder  if  we  think  of 
this  precious  truth  when  we  are 
piling  up  our  minds  with  old 
lumber,  empty  boxes,  and  the 
trash  of  every  description  which 
we  glean  from  our  perusal  of  such 
books. 

Yet  I  am  not  wholly  averse  to 
novels.  There  are  many  which  I 
believe  have  done  an  immense 
amount  of  good  in  the  world,  and 
there  are  a  great  number  of  per- 
sons who  could  not  be  reached  in 
any  other  way,  because  they  do 
not  read  anything  else.  So  if 
we  occasionally  read  a  novel,  let 
it  be  a  good  one.  Let  it  be  a 
true  exponent  of  character,  of 
nature  and  of   life.     Let    them  be 
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founded  upon  fact,  or  upon  mat- 
ters of  history,  or  if  purely  ficti- 
tious, let  them  be  such  as  will 
emphasize  good  morals,  virtue, 
temperance,  charity,  love  of 
humanity,  and  frown  down  every- 
thing that  is  unchaste,  unnatural 
or  ungodly.  Many  of  the  novels 
of  Charles  Dickens,  Walter  Scott, 
George  Elliott,  WilliamThackeray, 
and  other  standard  writers,  can  be 
read  with  pleasure  and  profit. 
Also  let  us  not  neglect  our  home 
publications.  Literary  talent  is 
increasing  and  improving  in  our 
midst.  Let  us  foster  and  encour- 
age it  by  reading  and  becoming, 
familiar  with  our  writers  and  their 
productions. 

There  may  be,  doubtless  are, 
some  before  me  tonight  who  have 
talent  in  the  way  of  writing.  If 
there  are,  let  me  encourage  you 
to  use.  that  talent  and  improve 
upon  it,  and  not  lay  it  away  in 
a  napkin,  lest  you  lose  it  entirely, 
as  did  the  man  in  the  scripture. 
If  the  Lord  gave  us  any  gift  or 
talent  He  expected  us  to  use  it, 
and    that    to   the   best    advantage 


consistent  with  the  light  He  has 
given  us.  I  believe  we  will  be 
held  responsible  for  the  way  we 
use  our  bodies,  also  for  the  man- 
ner in  which  we  employ  our 
talents.  How  necessary  then  for 
us  to  ponder  upon  these  things, 
to  seek  out  the  best  methods  in 
which  to  conduct  ourselves  in  all 
the  processes  of  life.  Let  us  be 
alive  to  these  things.  Let  us 
put  aside  frivolity  and  nonsense, 
and  be  sober  and  earnest  in  our 
efforts  at  mutual  improvement. 
Let  us  seek  for  help  and  guidance 
from  the  fountain-head  of  all 
knowledge,  through  the  avenue  of 
prayer.  "Eye  hath  not  seen,  ear 
hath  not  heard,  neither  hath  it 
entered  into  the  heart  of  man  to 
conceive"  of  the  glory  and  exalta- 
tion in  store  for  those  who  take 
this  course  and  keep  faithfully 
to  it  throughout  their  mortal 
lives. 

My  earnest  prayer  is  that  every 
member  of  the  M.  I.  Association 
may  reach  this  happy  culmina- 
tion of  all  their  labors. 

Julia  A.  Macdonald. 


ETIQUETTE. 


WHAT  IS  TASTE? 


The  true  meaning  of  taste  is 
but  vaguely  understood  by  many, 
though  we  so  often  hear  the  ex- 
pression, "In  good  taste,"  or  "In 
bad  taste."  Some  consider  taste 
as  a  mere  sensibility,  others  as  a 
simple  exercise  of  good  judgment, 
while  others  again    combine  these 


two  qualities  and  call  it  taste. 
Webster  defines  it  as,  "Nice  per- 
ception, critical  judgment,  dis- 
cernment." Taste  views  things 
not  merely  as  they  are  in  them- 
selves, but  as  they  are  or  are  not 
adapted  to  the  objects  with  which 
they  are  associated  and  the  sur- 
rounding circumstances  of  their 
use. 
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VALUE    OF    CORRECr   TASTE    IN 
SOCIETY. 

A  correct  taste  is  more  prop- 
erly the  result  of  a  general,  moral 
and  intellectual  culture  than  of 
any  direct  rules  or  discipline; 
but  the  first  great  fundamental 
rule  for  good  taste  is  to  be  nat- 
ural. From  a  disregard  of  this 
law  some  of  our  worst  mistakes 
are  made.  In  manner  or  style 
affection  is  the  source  of  the 
most  flagrant  ofienses  against 
taste.  Affectation  is  an  offense 
against  high  moral  feeling.  It 
excites  a  suspicion  of  the  truth 
of  those  who  are  guilty  of  it,  and 
though  it  may  have  resolved  it- 
self into  a  mere  habit,  we  can- 
not help  feeling  that  it  origin- 
ates in  artifice.  It  is  almost 
needless  to  say  that  taste  leads  us 
to  avoid  low  or  vulgar  associa- 
tions. Refinement  is  the  opposite 
of  vulgarity,  and  as  taste  is  the 
property  of  a  refined  mind,  it,  of 
course,  involves  a  dislike  to  any- 
thing approaching  to  vulgarity. 

An  important  rule  for  the  reg- 
ulation of  taste  is  to  consult  suit- 
ability. The  reason  which  we 
usually  have  for  finding  fault  with 
the  taste  of  anything  is  that  it 
is  unsuitable.  In  such  points  as 
dress,  behavior,  or  the  interior 
arrangement  of  things  about 
the  home,  taste  decides  rel- 
atively rather  than  in  the  abstract. 
What  is  to  be  approved  in  one 
case  will  produce  an  unfavorable 
impression  in  another,  and  mis- 
takes often  arise  from  judging  of 
things  by  ^themselves  or  in  asso- 
ciations   different    from    those    in 


which  we  intend  to  place  them. 
Again,  we  hear  the  frequent  use 
of  the  word  "good  form,"  in  rela- 
tion to  society.  "Well,  what 
does  it  really  mean?"  we  hear  you 
ask.  I  will  give  you  a  few  defi- 
nitiops  worthy  of  committing  to 
memory. 

Good  form  is  the  right  thing, 
done  at  the  right  time,  and  in 
the  right  way.  Good  form  is  the 
term  applied  to  the  true  polite- 
ness and  refinement  of  taste  and 
manners  which  are  acceptable  to 
good  society. 

Good  form  is  a  compound  word. 
Often  seen  and  often  heard  ; 
AU  that's  proper  it  embraces, 
At  all  times  and  in  all  places. 

Good  form  includes  method, 
fitness  and  adaptability  to  the 
best  social  usages,  whether  of 
dress,  morals  or  manners. 

A    RBCIPB   POB   GOOD   PORM. 

Charity  without  noise, 
Dignity  without  coldness. 
Modesty  without  diffidence. 
Bravery  without  boldness 

Courtesy  without  fawning. 
Tact  without  deceit, 
Frost  well  with  manners 
And  serve  to  those  you  meet. 

THE    ETIQUETTE  OF    BALLS    AND 
PARTIES    IN     GENERAL. 

As  the  season  for  balls,  parties 
and  entertainments  is  at  its 
height,  our  young  people  may 
be  aided  to  feel  at  ease  and  appear 
to  advantage  by  a  discussion 
this  month  of  the  rules  to  be 
observed  at  such  places.  I  have 
no  scruples  against  dancing 
under  proper  conditions.  In- 
deed I  think  it  a  healthful  and 
most   delightful  pastime;  but,  oh. 
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how  my  heart  cries  out  against 
the  ahuse  of  this  enjoyment.  So 
lew,  know  how  or  are  willing  to 
avoid  excesses.  With  all  the 
wise  counsel  given,  with  all  the 
pleadings  of  those  who  have 
suffered  through  past  ignorance 
or  wilfullness,  our  girls  will 
dress  improperly,  nay  even  im- 
modestly, for  public  entertain- 
ments, especially  in  the  ball- 
room; but  this  should  be  said  in  a 
place  of  its  own.  You  are  going 
into  society.  Of  course  it  is 
right  you  should,  so  the  invita- 
tion is  the  first  thing  to  be  con- 
sidered. 

In  tendering  an  invitation 
the  gentleman  frequently  visits 
the  lady  personally.  If  he  sends 
a  written  note  of  invitation  the 
form  may  be  as  follows: 

Wednesday,  Feb.   10th. 
Miss  Hammond: 

May  I  have  the  pleasure  of 
your  company  to  the  ball  at  the 
Templeton  Hotel,  in  Salt  Lake 
City,  on  the  evening  of  February 
14th,  at  eight  o'clock? 

Very  respectfully, 

Charles  Howard. 

The  lady's  reply  may  be  after 
the  same  form    as  given,     saying: 

Mr.   Charles  Howard: 

I    shall  be  happy  to  accompany 
you  to   the  ball  at   the  Templeton 
on  the  evening  of    February  14th. 
Lena  Hammond. 

Or  if  the  invitation  be  de- 
clined, the  same  form  may  be  ob- 
served, saying: 

I  regret  that  absence  from  the 
city,  (or  a  prior  engagement  or 
whatever  the   cause  may  Se),  will 


deprive  me  of  the  pleasure  of  ac- 
companying you  to  the  ball  in  the 
Templeton  on  the  evening  of 
February  14th. 

Lena  Hammond. 

In  sending  invitations  to  a 
family,  all  of  whom  you  desire 
to  invite,  enclose  an  invitation 
full  and  complete  to  the  heads  of 
the  family,  and  one  to  the  daugh- 
ters and  one  to  the  sons.  Should 
there  be  a  visitor  staying  with 
the  family,  a  distinct  card  must 
be  sent,  but  all  can  be  enclosed 
in  one  envelope  and  addressed  to 
the  lady  of  the  house.  The  ac- 
ceptance or  regrets  from  each 
party  invited  should  be  enclosed 
in  one  envelope  and  sent  to  the 
hostess  within  from  one  to  three 
days  from  the  time  invitations 
are  received.  R.  S.  V.  P. — from 
the  French,  Respondez^  sil  vous 
plati,  answer,  if  you  please — 
should  be  unnecessary,  as  a  reply 
should  always  be  made. 

The  feelings  and  convenience 
of  those  kind  enough  to  invite  you 
to  a  party  of  any  kind  should  be 
considered.  Some  thoughtless 
young  people  will  carelessly  re- 
mark when  they  cannot  accept  an 
invitation,  "I  guess  they  will  find 
out  before  the  evening  is  over 
that  I  did  not  make  an  appear- 
ance." Such  indifference  is  ex- 
tremely rude  and  disrespectful, 
and  may  disarrange  all  the  plans 
of  a  hostess.  At  private  parties 
the  host  and  hostess  should  be 
near  the  door  to  welcome  arri- 
vals, occupying  any  unused  time 
in  making  the  guests  acquainted 
with  each    other    by    introduction 
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and  seeing  them  seated,  and  if 
dancing  is  the  order,  finding  part- 
ners. If  any  lady  is  without  an 
attendant,  it  should  be  4he  duty 
of  the  hostess  to  see  that  she  is 
provided  with  an  escort.  A  gen- 
tleman who  may  be  at  a  party 
unattended,  will  invite  one  of 
the  ladies  of  the  house  for  the 
first  dance.  If  she  is  otherwise 
engaged,  she  may  introduce  him 
to  another  lady,  whom  he  must 
accept.  A  gentleman  having  en- 
gaged a  lady  for  a  ball,  may  very 
appropriately  send  her  a  bou- 
quet of  flowers  in  the  afternoon, 
and  in  the  evening  should  call 
promptly  at  the  appointed  hour 
(which  should  not  be  a  late  one. 
The  prevailing  custom  of  going 
to  a  party  when  it  should  be  half 
out  should  be  frowned  down  a- 
mong  the  Saints.  There  can  be 
no  sensible  reason  for  sustaining 
it),  and  the  lady  should  not  keep 
a  gentleman  waiting  more  than 
a  few  moments  at  the  most.  Up- 
on reaching  the  house  where 
the  entertainment  is  given  the 
gentleman  will  immediately  con- 
duct the  lady  to  the  door  of  the 
ladies'  dressing  room,  when  re- 
tiring to  the  gentleman's  apart- 
ment and  putting  his  own  toilet 
in  order,  he  will  return  to  the  door 
of  the  ladies'  room,  meet  his 
charge  and  conduct  her  to  the 
hostess,  if  at  a  private  party,  if 
public,  to  the  ball-room.  Eti- 
quette requires  that  the  lady 
dance  first  with  her  escort,  and 
afterward  he  should  see  that  she 
is  provided  with  partners,  and 
that  she  enjoys  herself.       Though 


she  may  dance  with  whom  she 
pleases,  he  should  conduct  her  to 
supper,  and  will  hold  himself  in 
readiness  to  escort  her  home 
whenever  she  desires  to  go. 

It  is  customary  fpr  the  gende- 
man  and  lady  who  accompany 
each  other  to  a  ball  to  dance  to- 
gether once  or  twice  only;  to 
dance  as  partners  often  will  ex- 
cite remark,  though  if  the  parties 
be  indifferent  to  comment,  no 
harm  will  be  done.  To  dance 
together  continually  is  impolite, 
and  will  deservedly  provoke  crit- 
icism. While  upon  the  floor  a- 
waiting  the  music  a  gentleman 
and  lady  should  avoid  long  con- 
versations, as  they  are  likely  to 
interfere  with  the  dance;  but  ^^a 
pleasant  word  or  two  will  be  ap- 
propriate. A  lady  should  not 
enter  or  cross  the  hall  unattended. 
Neither  married  uor  unmarried 
ladies  should  ever  leave  a  ball- 
room unattended.  A  graceful  bow 
and  pleasant  smile  should  be 
given  at  the  commencement  and 
close  of  each  dance.  Glide  gen- 
tlj'  and  gracefully  in  the  dance, 
wearing  a  pleasant  expression, 
and  bow  the  head  slightly  as  you 
touch  hands  lightly. 

Ladies  will  consult  their  own 
pleasure  about  recognizing  a  ball- 
room acquaintance  at  a  future 
meeting.  Should  you  make  a 
mistake  in  taking  a  position  apol- 
ogize to  the  incommoded  and  take 
another  place  in  the  set.  Ac- 
cept every  apology  made  in  a 
gracious  manner. 

CONDUCT   TO    BE  AVOIDED. 

A  ball-room  engagement  should 
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not  be  broken  without  very  good 
cause.  Do  not  contend  for  a  po- 
sition in  a  quadrille  at  either 
head  or  side;  -it  indicates  frivol- 
ity. You  should  be  above  it.  A 
gentleman  should  not  take  a 
vacant  seat  beside  a  lady,  with- 
out asking  her  permission, 
whether  he  is  acquainted  or  not. 
Ladies  should  not  boast  to  others 
who  dance  but  little  of  the  great 
number  of  dances  for  which  they 
are  engaged  in  advance.  No  gen- 
tleman should  use  his  bare  hand 
to  press  the  waist  of  a  lady  in 
a  round  dance.  If  without 
gloves,  he  should  carry  a  hand- 
kerchief for  that  purpose.  A  lady 
should  not  select  a  gentleman  to 
hold  her  bouquet,  fan  or  gloves 
during  the  dance,  unless  he  Jbe 
her  husband,  relative  or  escort. 

A  lady  should  not  refuse  to  be 
introduced  to  a  gentleman  at  a 
private  ball  or  party.  At  a  pub- 
lic ball  she  will  use  her  own  dis- 
cretion, and  she  can  with  pro- 
priety refuse  any  introduction. 
No  gentleman  should  play  the 
clown  in  the  ball-room,  dancing  a 
break-down,  making  unusual 
noise  and  swinging  the  arms  a- 
bout;  these  are  always  offensive 
to  the  well-bred.  No  evidence 
of  ill-nature  should  ever  show 
itself  at  a  ball.  Guests  should 
not  remain  at  the  supper  table 
longer  than  is  necessary.  A  gen- 
tleman should  not  be  offended  if 
a  lady  that  has  declined  an  in- 
vitation from  him  is  seen  dancing 
with  another.  She  may  have 
simply  redeemed  a  forgotten  prom- 
ise.    Special   evidences   of   parti- 


ality should,  however,  as  much  as 
possible  be  avoided  at  places 
where  all  should  be  courteous  to 
each  other.  The  object  in  com- 
ing together  at  such  places  is  to 
find  happiness  and  pleasure,  and 
everything  that  would  defeat 
this  end  should  be  cautiously 
avoided.  The  lady  is  not  obliged 
to  invite  her  escort  to  enter  the 
house  when  he  accompanies  her 
home,  and  if  invited  he  should 
decline  the  invitation;  but  he 
should  request  permission  to  call 
the  next  day  or  evening;  this 
would  be  true  politeness.  No 
display  should  be  made  when 
leaving  the  ball;  go  quietly.  It 
IS  not  necessary  to  bid  the  host 
and  hostess  good  night;  to  do  so 
may  cause  others  to  think  it  time 
for  departing,  and  the  party  may 
be  '  broken  up  sooner  than  is 
desired  by  the  lady  of  the  house; 
but  a  call  should  be  made  within 
a  week  after  the  event,  speak  of 
the  pleasant  time  enjoyed  at  the 
part)',  compliment  those  who 
entertained  you,  and  thank  the 
hostess  for  the  pleasure  given. 

If  it  is  your  earnest  desire  to 
become  accomplished  in  the  arts 
of  good  society  and  aim  to 
acquire  a  pleasing,  self-possessed, 
gracious  manner,  you  must  study 
the  subject.  First  understand 
the  regulations  which  govern 
social  etiquette,  and  secondly, 
continually  put  into  practice  what 
we  understand  the  theory  of. 

Lelia  Westwood, 


Suspicion  is   the  poison  of  true 
friendship. 
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EDITOR'S  DEPARTMENT. 


A  PRECIOUS  PROMISE  MADE  IN 
THE  TEMPLE. 

One  of  the  most  important 
promises  made  to  the  Saints  dur- 
ing the  late  dedication  services 
was  that  from  this  time  the  Saints 
should  have  more  power  from 
heaven,  while  Satan  should  have 
less  influence  over  them.  The 
magnitude  of  this  saying  is  not 
all  at  once  apparent;  nor  is  its 
whole  meaning  to  be  grasped  in  a 
moment.  I  heard  this  promise 
given  to  the  Saints :  repeatedly, 
and  yet  not  until  nearly  the  last 
day  did  it  come  to  my  mind  with 
the  force  and  meaning  which  was 
then  given.  Said  Apostle  Brig- 
ham  Young,  in  speaking  of  this 
very  promise:  "If  you  have  been 
guilty  of  neglecting  your  meet- 
ings, repent,  and  you  will  have 
more  power  to  attend  to  them  in 
the  future.  If  you  have  been 
irritable  in  your  families,  given 
to  fault-finding,  repent,  and  power 
will  be  given  to  you  to  overcome 
in  this."  The  speaker  went  on 
with  a  number  of  common  faults 
and  sins  which  we  were  told  to 
forsake,  and  power  would  be 
given  us  to  do  this.  The  whole 
subject  of  the  binding  of  the 
power  of  Satan  seemed  to  take  on 
new  light  to  me  from  these  few 
allusions.  I  could  see  that  if  in 
any  given  fault  we  sought  to 
overcome,  more  power  would  be 
given  us  to  do  so,  and  that  in 
that  one  thing  we  would  soon  be 
out  from  under  the  dominion  of 
evil.     On    the   other    hand    if   we 


failed  to  make  any  sort  of  effort 
to  overcome  that  one  fault  it 
would  grow  on  us  in  intensity 
from  the  very  day  we  went  to 
these  holy  services.  Indeed, 
President  Cannon  said  that  the 
services  would  be  even  as  a  savor 
of  life  to  life  and  death  to  death. 
We  will  in  every  little  fault  as 
well  as  virtue  of  our  individual 
nature  either  go  up  with  much 
greater  rapidity  than  ever  before 
in  our  lives,  or  we  will  go  down 
with  as  great  rapidity.  This  is 
not  only  true  of  such  things  as 
men's  sins  of  drunkenness,  steal- 
ing, and  similar  crimes,  but  it 
is  just  as  true  of  our  sins  of  bear- 
ing false  witness  against  our 
neighbors  and  also  of  speaking 
lightly  or  criticisingly  of  those 
who  are  over  us.  Indeed  every 
fault  and  folly  of  our  nature  will 
either  be  conquered  with  com- 
parative ease,  or  it  will  grow  with 
like  ease  and  rapidity.  Can  you 
realize  this,  my  sister?  Are  you 
a  selfish  woman,  whose  only 
thought  is  for  yourself,  or  possi- 
bly for  yourself  and  your  own 
immediate  family?  Then,  if  you 
do  not  at  once  set  about  broaden- 
ing out  your  nature  in  this  re- 
spect, you  will  become  so  much 
more  selfish  and  unreasonable 
that  it  will  be  wretched  work  for 
those  who  have  to  live  with  you. 
There  is  no  end  to  this  subject 
when  once  it  opens  before  you. 
Just  imagine  what  there  is  for  us 
to  do!  And  then,  many  of  us 
sin  more  in   omission   than    com- 
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mission.  What  mother  among 
you  all  attends  strictly  to  her 
meetings,  or  to  her  private  and 
family  prayers,  when  the  father  is 
absent?  Well,  if  you  do  not, 
you  must  now  make  the  effort  to 
do  so,  depending  upon  the  Lord 
for  the  extra  help  needed  to 
accomplish  this  sometimes  diflB- 
cult  task.  Do  you  pay  an  honest 
tithing  on  your  butter,  eggs, 
fruit,  or  upon  the  money  you 
earn  in  odd  ways?  If  not,  then 
you  must  begin  to  do  so  right 
now.  And  you  must  see  that 
your  daughter  and  your  son,  if 
they  earn  any  money  in  any  way, 
if  they  have  an  allowance,  or  if 
they  attend  to  the  garden,  each 
must  pay  his  and  her  honest  tith- 
ing. Do  you  fast  on  fast  day, 
and  send  in  your  offerings  to  the 
poor?  Do  you  break  the  Word 
of  Wisdom  by  drinking  tea  or 
coffee,  or  by  eating  pork  or  using 
lard?  Well,  then,  if  you  do, 
you  must  begin  right  now,  and 
see  if  the  Lord  will  not  help  you 
to  overcome  that  just  as  His  ser- 
vants have  promised  He  would 
from  the  day  you  went  into  the 
Temple.  Do,  let  me  beg  of  you, 
do  stop  saying  and  thinking  that 
if  you  do  nothing  worse  than 
drink  a  cup  of  tea,  you  guess 
you  will  be  all  right.  I  can  tell 
you  that  you  won't  be  all  right, 
no  matter  what  the  devil  may 
prompt  you  to  say  and  think 
about  the  matter.  When  the 
plagues  come  neither  you  nor  I 
will  be  all  right  if  our  systems  are 
full  of  matter  that  God  has  told 
us  IS  not  good  for  us  to  take  into 


our  bodies.  And,  furthermore,  I 
know  of  few  things  so  apt  to 
cloud  the  mind  with  false  reason- 
ing as  an  habitual  disregard  of 
that  one  law,  the  Word  of  Wis- 
dom. Again,  do  you  find  fault 
with  your  husband,  and  set  him 
and  his  authority  at  naught?  Do 
you  cause  his  children  to  lose  re- 
spect for  him  by  continually  find- 
ing fault  with  him  and  his 
actions?  If  you  do,  you  are 
doing  as  much  wrong  and  even 
more  than  your  husband  would  be 
if  he  were  to  talk  continually, 
about  his  Bishop  and  criticise 
him,  or  as  one  of  the  Twelve 
Apostles  would  be  if  he  found 
continual  fault  and  criticised 
President  Woodruff  and  his 
actions.  Can  you  realize  that? 
It  is  true,  whether  you  do  or  not. 
Do  you  gossip  about  your  neigh- 
bors, and  repeat  every  unkind 
thing  you  hear  about  them?  Oh, 
there  are  so  many  ways  in  which 
you  and  I,  dear  sister,  sin  and 
grieve  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord, 
that  it  would  take  a  long  time  to 
name  them  all.  Enough  for  us 
to  sharply  and  frequently  ques- 
tion ourselves,  and  see  just  what 
we  do,  day  by  day,  to  wound  the 
Holy  Spirit,  and  then  take  steps 
to  overcome  and  put  ourselves 
where  we  can  receive  the  benefit 
of  this  glorious  promise.  One 
thing  more,  in  order  to  get  and 
keep  a  spirit  of  self-knowledge, 
not  one  of  us  can  afford  to  neg- 
lect our  prayers  nor  our  sacra- 
ment meetings  on  the  Sabbath, 
for  here  it  is  that  we  seem  to 
realize  more   than    ever   our   own 
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weaknesses  and  to  have  pity  and 
charity  for  the  faults  of  our  neigh- 
bors and  friends.  I  wish  you  and 
I  might  meet  once  in  a  while, 
face  to  face,  and  talk  these  mat- 
ters over,  and   report  progress  on 


the  getting  of  this  heavenly  bless- 
ing promised.  Shall  we  not  all 
try  to  seize  this  opportunity,  and 
our  one  help,  our  one  source  of 
assistance  is  the  Lord.  Let  us 
pray  to  Him  continually. 


OUR  GIRLS. 


Logan,  Feb.   16,  1893. 
Editor   Young   Woman's  journal: 

Knowing  you  are  interested  in 
Primary  work,  I  thought  you 
would  be  pleased  to  hear  something 
from  our  part  of  the  vineyard. 
We  have  twenty-eight  associa- 
tions in  this  county,  all  doing 
well,  with  several  thousand  chil- 
dren attending  them.  They  are 
presided  over  by  our  president, 
Jane  E.  Molen,  and  her  coun- 
selors. The  children  are  very 
much  attached  to  their  president, 
and  as  an  evidence  of  their  good- 
will, wanted  to  give  her  some 
little  testimony  of  their  love  on 
her  fiftieth  birthday,  which  hap- 
pened last  Sunday,  February  12th. 
The  counselors  took  the  matter 
in  hand  some  time  ago,  and 
invited  the  Primary  officers  of  the 
Stake  to  meet  with  them  on  Mon- 
day, at  Sister  Molen*s  house,  in 
Hyrum,  and  surprise  her.  A 
number  of  l^er  particular  friends, 
among  them  Hon.  Moses  Thatcher 
and  wife,  President  Orson  Smith 
and  wife.  Counselor  Isaac  Smith 
and  wife,  Sister  Zina  Young   and 


others  were  invited,  and  all  met 
at  her  home  at  twelve  o'clock, 
with  their  picnic.  Sixty-two 
guests  were  present.  After  all 
had  arrived  they  assembled  in 
one  room,  and  were  called  to 
order.  After  a  few  words  of 
prayer  by  President  Orson  Smith, 
Counselor  Mattie  B.  Hanson  read 
the  following  from  the  General 
Board: 

Congratulations  in  honor  of  the 
jubilee  of  Sister  Jane  E.  Molen, 
President  of  the  Primary  Associa- 
tions of  the  Cache  Stake  of  Zion. 
The  General  Board  of  Primary 
Associations  sincerely  appreciate 
your  ability,  faithfulness  and  zeal 
in  your  calling  as  co-laborer,  and 
send  their  heartfelt  congratula- 
tions on  the  anniversary  of  your 
fiftieth  birthday. 

Signed, 

Louie  B.  Felt. 
LiLLiE  T.   Freeze. 

Also  this  poem  written  by  Sis- 
ter Li  Hie  Freeze: 

'Tis  your  jubilee,  they  tell  us. 

And  a  time  of  great  rejoicing. 
And  all  who  love  and  honor  you 

Will  today  that  love  be  voicing. 


*  All  communications  from  the  members  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  Associations  to  this  department 
should  be  addressed  to  Mrs.  Elmina  S.  Taylor,  158  W.  Third  South  St,  Salt  Lake  City.  The 
address  of  the  Secretary  of  the  Central  Board  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.  is  Annie  M.  Cannon,  Fobom 
Avenue,  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 
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Shall  we,  though  distant,  hold  our  peace, 

Nor  give  you  kindly  greeting  ? 
Ah  no,  ior  life  is  all  too  short 

And  happiness  too  fleeting. 
How  gladly  would  we  clasp  thy  hand, 

And  note  thy  bright  eyes  glancing. 
With  pleasure's  beam  as  friends  unite 

To  make  a  scene  entrancing ; 
An  oasis  in  life's  desert 

Are  these  joyful  celebrations. 
As  friend  meets  friend  with  pleasant  smile. 

Types  of  all  climes  and  nations. 
Yet  one  in  heart  with  motives  pure. 

Each  with  a  true  endeavor 
To  bring  some  social  offering, 

Either  kindly,  wise  or  clever. 
You  justly  claim  true  reverence 

From  young  and  old  together 
For  labors  done  so  faithfully, 

In  Cur  or  stormy  weather. 
Both  children  and  their  officers 

Await  with  joy  and  rapture. 
The  coming  of  their  President 

Their  willing  hearts  to  capture  ; 
You  seem  so  like  an  angel  guest 

They  homage  gladly  render. 
These  children  of  the  latter  days 

So  fair,  so  sweet  so  tender, 
On  this  your  praise  crowned  jubilee 

Their  voices  sweetly  blending, 
For  you  will  reach  our  Father's  Throne 

In  heartfelt  prayer  ascending; 
That  perfect  health  and  happiness 

May  be  your  portion  yearly. 
As  you  go  forth  to  teach  and  bless 

These  lambs  you  love  so  dearly. 
With  all  assembled  here  today 

We  join  in  suplication, 
That  every  gift  may  rest  on  you 

In  your  high  and  holy  station ; 
That  will  fit  you  for  each  duty 

As  you  tell  the  Shepherd's  story, 
And  help  the  little  ones  to  find 

The  path  to  celestial  glory. 

After  reading  the  poem,  Sister 
Hanson  presented,  on  behalf  of 
the  Primaries,  a  large,  easy  chair 
and  a  pair  of  gold-rinimed  specta- 
cles. The  chair,  she  said,  was 
to  rest  in  alter  the  fatigues  of  her 
travels,  and  the  spectacles  to  see 
the  children  clearly  with.  Presi- 
dent   Orson    Smith,    Hon.   Moses 


Thatcher,  Aunt  Zina  Young,  Sis- 
ter Carrie  Smith,  Grandma  Hyde, 
Counselor  Emma  Pike  and  others 
spoke  a  few  words  of  congratula- 
tion. A  splendid  time  was  had, 
and  a  good  feeling  prevailed.  Sis- 
ter Molen  thanked  all  for  their 
kind  remembrance  of  her,  and  for 
their  presence  there.  They  then 
all  sang,  "The  Spirit  of  God  like 
a  fire  is  burning."  After  benedic- 
tion, all  repaired  to  the  dining 
room,  where  tables  were  spread 
with  all  the  things  which  go  to 
satisfy  the  inner  man,  and  which 
were  heartily  partaken  of.  As  the 
day  was  cold,  and  many  had  a 
long  distance  to  drive,  the  party 
broke  up  early,  voting  it  a 
pleasant  surprise,  and  hoping 
Sister  Molen  might  soon  have,  if 
not  another  fiftieth,  at  least 
many  more  birthdays.  The  ride 
home  was  delightful.  The  snow 
sparkled  like  flashes  of  diamonds, 
and  in  listening  to  the  music  of 
the  bells,  we  thought  next  to  a 
surprise  the  most  pleasant  thing 
is  a  sleigh  ride  in  the  country 
over  the  shining  snow. 

Mattie  Blair  Hanson, 


Sin  is  the  only  thing  in  the 
world  that  is  contrary  to  God. 
God  is  light,  and  that  is  dark- 
ness; God  is  beauty,  and  that  is 
ugliness  and  deformity.  All  sin 
is  direct  rebellion  against  God; 
and  with  what  notions  soever  we 
sugar  it  and  sweeten  it,  yet  God 
can  never  smile  upon  it.  He  will 
never  make  a  truce  with  it. 
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WORLD'S  FAIR  NOTES. 


WORLD'S   CONGRESS     OF    REPRE- 
SENTATIVE WOMEN. 

UNDER  THE  AUSPICES  OF  THE  WOMAN'S 
BRANCH  OF  THE  WORLD'S  CONGRESS 
AUXILIARY.  CHICAGO.  MAY  J5-22. 1593. 

This  great  Congress  will  open 
the  grand  series  of  World's  Con- 
gresses, which  will  continue  until 
the  end  of  the  Exposition. 

The  building  in  which  all  the 
Congresses  will  convene  is  not 
upon  the  Exposition  grounds,  as 
many  persons  seem  to  suppose.  If 
the  Congresses  were  held  there 
all  those  attending  them  would 
have  to  pay  the  regular  admission 
to  the  Exposition. 

The  Art  Institute  of  Chicago  is 
a  new  building  now  approaching 
completion,  situated  upon  the 
lake  front,  quite  near  the  Audi- 
torium Hotel.  It  will  be  entirely 
given  up  to  the  Congress  Auxi- 
liary for  the  six  months  of  the 
Expositions. 

It  contains  two  auditoriums, 
each  seating  twenty-five  hundred 
people,  and  about  twenty  smaller 
halls,  ranging  in  seating  capacity 
from  three  hundred  to  eight  hun- 
dred. Some  of  these  will  be 
occupied  as  the  offices  of  the 
World's  Congress  Auxiliary,  but 
at  least  fifteen  will  be  left  for  the 
use  of  the  Congresses.  This 
gives  opportunity,  in  those  Con- 
gresses which  hold  three  sessions 
daily,  for  thirty-six  sessions 
weekly  in  large  auditoriums,  and 
two  hundred  and  seventy  sessions 
weekly  in  the  Department    Halls. 

During  the    week    of   the   Con- 


gress of  Representative  Women 
the  entire  building,  exclusive  of 
the  offices  occupied  by  the  Con- 
gress Auxiliary,  will  be  at  the 
service  of  the  Woman's  Ccngress. 
We  believe  this  is  not  the  case 
with  any  other  single  Congress, 
and  the  reason  is  obvious.  The 
General  Congresses  will  show, 
each  in  its  own  department,  the 
intellectual  advances  made  in  all 
the  realms  of  thought  and  effort 
by  men  and  women,  without 
special  regard  paid  to  the  ques- 
tion of  which  sex  performed  the 
work,  and  they  will  have  five 
months  in  which  to  show  this. 
The  Woman's  Congress,  on  the 
other  hand,  will  endeavor  in  one 
week  to  set  forth  briefly,  but  at 
the  same  time  broadly  and  com- 
prehensively, the  relation  of 
woman  to  the  world's  work.  The 
addresses  will  be  on  topics  calcu- 
lated to  show  the  relation  of 
woman  to  the  subject  in  hand. 
The  reports  from  all  over  the 
world  (these  reports  are  not  to 
be  presented  orally  at  the  Con- 
gress, but  to  be  published  after- 
ward) will  endeavor  to  give  a 
resume  of  the  relation  of  woman 
to  Education,  Industry,  Litera- 
ture and  Art,  Philanthropy  and 
Charity,  Moral  and  Social  Reform, 
Civil  Law  and  Government, 
Science  and  Philosophy,  and  to 
Religion  in  every  country  where 
woman  is  recognized  as  a  factor 
in  the  national  life. 

The    management   of   the    Wo- 
man's Congress  is  in  the  hands  of 
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the  Committee  of  Arrangements  of 
the      Woman's     Branch      of     the 
World's    Congress    Auxiliary,    of 
which     Mrs.      Potter    Palmer     is 
President  and  Mrs.   Charles  Hen- 
rot  in      Vice     President.       It    has 
been  decided  to  hold  but  two  ses- 
sions daily  in  the  main  auditorium 
and     in     the      Department     Con- 
gresses,   in    order,  to     leave     the 
afternoons    free    for    social    inter- 
course, and  a   sub-committee   has 
charge    of    arranging   a    series   of 
informal  receptions  to  take   place 
during  the  Congress.     Over   forty 
organizations  in  this  country   and 
more  than  that  number  from  other 
codntries  are  co-operating    in   the 
Woman's    Congress    by     sending 
representatives    to    present    their 
work     during     its     sessions.       In 
order  to  give  greater  opportunity 
for      the      presentation      of      the 
organized    work    of    women,     all 
national    associations     of    women 
in  the  United  States  have  received 
the  invitation  to  use  for  one   day 
Department  Hall  in  the  Art  Insti- 
tute.      These     Department     Con- 
gresses will  be   managed   entirely 
by  the  officers  of  the  organizations 
holding    them.      Already     twenty 
organizations    have     decided      to 
arrange      for     Department      Con- 
gresses,   and    are    at   work    upon 
their     programmes,    •  striving     to 
make  them  as  strong  as   possible, 
and  each  desiring  to  be  considered 
an    addition   to   the   other   attrac- 
tions of  the  Congress. 


The  Committee  of  Arrangements 
having  this  Congress  in  charge 
has    already     secured     some    fine 


speakers  for  ihe  sessions  in  the 
two  large  auditoriums  of  the  Art 
Palace.  These  halls  seat  each 
about  twenty-five  hundred  people, 
an  audience  which  may  reasonably 
hope  to  hear  the  various  women 
who  will  undertake  to  address 
them.  Indeed  this  question  of 
ability  to  be  easily  heard  in  a  hall 
of  this  size  has  been  a  factor  in 
the  decisions  of  the  Sub-Com- 
mittee on  Programme,  and  the 
speakers  have  been  selected  with 
a  view  to  their  ability,  not  only 
to  say  wise  and  witty  things,  but 
to  say  them  in  tones  easily  audible 
to  interested  audiences. 

Among  the  topics  and  speakers 
already  secured  are  the  following: 
"The  Civil  and  Social  Evolution 
of  Woman, "  by  Elizabeth  Cady 
Stanton;  "Woman  the  New  Fac- 
tor in  Economics,"  by  Augusta 
Cooper  Bristol;  "Our  Debt  to 
Brussels,"  by  Dr.   Marie  Popelin. 

Dr.  Popelin  is  the  Belgium 
Woman  with  whose  name  many 
American  women  became  familiar 
a  few  years  ago  through  reading 
of  her  efforts  to  open  the  legal 
profession  to  her  country  women. 
These  efforts  were  finally  crowned 
with  the  success  which  Dr.  Pope- 
lin certainly  deserved,  and  she  is 
at  present  a  recognized  legal 
practitioner  in  Brussels. 

Brussels  is  known  the  world 
over  as  the  city  of  free  speech. 
No  matter  how  stringent  the  laws 
in  regard  to  men's  actions,  they 
are  there  free  to  express  ideas 
ranging  all  the  way  from  ultra 
conservatism  through  the  entire 
gamut  of    "isms"  to    the    rankest 
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anarchy.  As  a  result  of  this 
protection  of  freedom  of  speech, 
Brussels  has  been  the  hostess  of 
a  wonderful  series  of  Congresses 
and  Conventions  dealing  with 
every  imaginable  subject  of 
modern  thought.  It  is  with  this 
phase  of  Brussels'  history  that 
Dr.   Popelin*s   address    will   deal. 


ROUND  ABOUT  CHICAGO. 
When  you  come  to  Chicago 
you  want  to  visit  the  Eskimo 
who  are  now  living  in  a  small 
corner  of  the  World's  Fair 
grounds.  They  are  a  pleasant 
faced  people,  small  in  stature, 
but  broad,  with  straight,  black 
hair,  red  cheeks,  high  cheek 
bones  and  shining  black  eyes. 
Their  faces  are  always  broadened 
by  a  smile,  and  they  seem  greatly 
to  enjoy  jokes  and  witticisms  of 
their  own.  They  are  so  well  that 
they  laugh  from  pure  delight  in 
living,  which  is  a  good  deal  to 
them  what  it  is  to  any  active 
animal.  They  read  very  little, 
not  at  all  except  as  they  have 
been  taught  by  missionaries.  To 
read  as  we  do  is  altogether  out  of 
their  way.  I  said  to  one  of  them, 
"Do  you  have  newspapers  in 
Labrador?"  "No;  what  good 
newspapers  do  you?  They  no 
good,  we  not  have  them.  We 
not  read  newspaper."  That 
means  that  they  have  no  authors, 
no  poets,  no  literature.  Whether 
they  have  any  traditionary  litera- 
ture I  could  not  learn.  It  was 
rather  a  complicated  proceeding 
to'carry  on  much   of   a   conversa- 


tion when  we   had   so   few    words 
in  common. 


I     said,    "When     Eskimo    girls    I 
get  married  what  kind  of   a    wed-    \ 
ding    do    they    have?"      "Marry?    I 
Yes,       we      marry.        Missionary' 
marry  us."      "Do  you  make   your 
selves     lots      of     new     clothes?" 
"Eskimo   girls   have   clothes,"  in    i 
a  tone  of  as  much  indignation    as    ; 
if  I  had  suggested  that  they    were    I 
accustomed  to  a  garb  a  la  Mother 
Eve.   After  that  unfortunate  ques- 
tion I  was  unable  to  get  any  more 
answers. 


After  you  have  tried  to  walk  a 
rod  in  a  Chicago  gale  of  wind  it 
will  seem  to  you  that  garments 
modeled  after  the  Eskimo  fashion 
are  the  proper  ones  for  this  city. 
The  Eskimo  lady  wears  a  costume 
almost  like  the  males.  It  has 
trousers  and  a  long  waist  of  un- 
dressed seal.  The  woman's  has 
a  sort  of  apron  in  the  back.  The 
shoes  are  a  kind  of  buskin  of 
skin,  and  come  quite  high.  They 
have  no  hats.  The  upper  gar- 
ment is  made  of  perfectly  straight 
pieces  coming  down  over  the 
hips.  There  is  not  the  least  dis- 
play of  the  figure,  not  as  much  as  | 
an  American  woman  shows  every 
time  she  moves.  The  coat  is 
finished  with  a  hood  which  in 
cold  weather  is  drawn  up  over  the 
head.  One  woman  had  endea- 
vored to  improve  her  style  by 
wearing  a  short,  black  basque — 
evidently  given  her — with  her 
sealskin  trousers.  You  should 
see     the    combination.        Its     the 
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funniest  sight  on  the  grounds, 
and  not  the  least  funny  part  of  it 
is  her  unconsciousness  of  it  and 
pride  in  her  likeness  to  our  ways. 
There  are  many  little  folks  in 
the  colony,  and  they  are  rather 
cunning.  Their  garments  are 
precisely  the  same  cut  as  their 
elders'.  They  are  good  natured, 
affectionate  little  beings,  and  as 
fond  of  sweets  as  their  whiter 
cousins.  They  have  no  hesita- 
tion about  the  proper  use  to 
make  of  the  candy  that  is  given 
them.  They  buy  loaf  sugar  and 
sweets  from  the  Hudson  Bay 
Company.  This  surprised  me, 
though  I  don't  know  why  it 
should.  This  colony  is  supposed 
to  be  a  bit  of  Labrador  trans- 
ferred, and  you  go  there  with 
certain  ideas  given  you  by  what 
you  have  read  before.  The  tents 
are  not  made  of  skin,  at  least 
those  in  which  they  live  are  not. 
They  are  made  of  rather  thin  cot- 
ton. There  are  no  tents  of  skins 
for  samples  of  what  they  had 
there.  Inside  the  tents  are  beds 
of  furs  and  the  ordinary  cook 
stove.  To  find  an  Lskimo  tent 
with  a  cook  stove,  and  in  one 
instance  the  modern  nursing  bot- 
tle, made  me  feel  as  mixed  as  the 
Yankee  at  the  court  of  King 
Arthur.  One  cannot  keep  from 
feeling  that  these  Eskimos  are 
not  the  "simon  pure"  kind. 
They  nearly  all  speak  English, 
make  our  ordinary  wheat  bread, 
use  the  common  cooking  uten- 
sils, and  otherwise  mix  up  the 
habits  familiar  to  us  with  those 
which    belong  to  themselves. 


None  of  the  children  had  any 
toys.  The  older  boys  have  a 
game  which  is  practice  as  well  in 
the  use  of  the  whip  with  which 
they  drive  their  dogs.  The  whip 
is  twenty  feet  long,  of  rawhide, 
and  so  dexterous  are  they  in 
throwing  it  to  hit  what  they  aim 
at  that  they  can  knock  a  chip 
from  a  stake  twenty  feet  away. 
They  drive  the  dogs  by  means  of 
this  whip,  and  can  single  out  the 
beast  that  needs  correction  and 
guidance  without  having  the  whip 
slip  on  the  back  of  any  other. 
There  are  also  games  on  the 
water  where  the  canoes  take  a 
part,  but  these  are  for  the  elders 
rather  more  than  for  children. 
When  doing  my  interview  with 
the  Eskimo  women  I  said:  "Do 
you  have  dolls  in  Labrador?" 
"Oh,  yes,  in  church.  Little  dolls 
so  big" — measuring  off  about  two 
inches — "and  big  dolls,  too."  In 
church  seems  to  be  the  place  of 
places  to  them.  There  certainly 
is  nothing  among  the  children 
here  like  dolls. 


Once  when  I  went  I  took  some 
candy  with  me  to  give  to  the 
small  men  and  women.  One  wee 
boy  who  received  a  specially  gay 
bit  of  sweetness  seemed  to  feel 
that  the  courtesy  needed  a  return. 
He  looked  questioningly  up  in 
my  face  and  said,  "Bebby? 
bebby?"  Anna  said,  "He  wants 
to  show  us  the  baby."  He  paid 
no  attention  to  Anna,  but  when  I 
said,  "Oh,  yes,  we  should  like  to 
see  the  baby,"  off  he  started  on 
the  run  to  one  of   the   tents.      He 
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said  something  in  the  native 
tongue  to  his  father  and  mother. 
She  could  not  speak  any  En- 
glish, but  the  father  could,  and  he 
made  some  pleasant  speech.  His 
wife  bent  a  little  forward,  he 
lifted  up  the  edge  of  the  hood, 
and  there,  tucked  down  in  its 
depths,  was  a  tiny  bit  of  humanity 
as  warm  and  cosy  as  any  baby 
could  be. 


Don't  you  always  want  to  know 
of  people  the  real  part  that  they 
keep  to  themselves?  The  actual 
home  life  that  can't  be  put  on 
exhibition?  These  are  a  loving, 
kind  people  and  seem  devoted  to 
each  other.  They  are  not  at  all 
quarrelsome  or  quick  to  blows. 
They  fight  so  little  that  tliey 
have  no  provision  for  war.  I 
wanted  to  get  the  woman's  side 
of  life,  what  she  did,  and  thought 
— they  don't  look  as  if  they 
thought — but  they  do  not  speak 
or  understand  English  as  well  as 
the  men.  The  babies  are  not 
made  uncomfortable  with  piles  of 
two  yards  long  clothes,  but  are 
rolled  tightly  up  in  cloth  which 
looks  like  bandanna  handker- 
chiefs. An  infant's  layette  does 
not  tax  the  mother's  strength  in 
preparation.  The  babies  cry 
very  little;  they  are  kept  warm 
and  fed  and  so  are  not  uncomfort- 
able. When  the  mother  nurses 
the  baby  she  tucks  it  up  under 
her  coat,  which  shows  how  little 
cramped  she  is  for  room.  There 
are  some  advantages  in  not  being 
civilized,  and  one  Englishman 
thought  so  highly  of  them  that  he 


married  an  Eskimo  and  became 
one  like  them.  He  looks,  as 
Miss  Ophelia  would  say,  "shift- 
less."  He  has  not  in  appearance 
the  virtues  of  the  race,  and  what 
must  he  be  to  resign  himself  to 
the  dirt  and  smells  of  that  kind 
of  life  when  he,  presumably,  was 
born  to  something  difierent?  He 
sits  about  the  tent  smoking,  and 
evidently  has  not  much  ambition 
to  stir  him.  Perhaps  he  is  wise, 
and  they  who  work  and  strive  to 
satisfy  the  nature  that  longs  to 
know,  to  be  a  part  of  the  world 
of  thought,  are  the  foolish.  Who 
shall  say? 


MOTHER. 

Comb  to  me  mother  tonight  in  dreams. 
Day  has  departed  and  dark  the  night  seeras; 
Come  and  drive  from  me  this  wearisome  pain. 
Come  and  my  heart  will  be  light  again. 

Had  we  with  fault  and  patience  to  bear 
Life's  bitter  trials  its  sorrow  and  care; 
I  would  not  shrink  in  the  battle  for  right — 
But  come  to  me,  mother,  I'm  weary  tonight. 

Slowly  the  years  have  gone  by  since  the  day. 
When  sleeping  so  sweetly  they  bore  you  away. 
Life's  early  flowers  have  gone  to  decay. 
And  my  heart's  idols  I've  proved  to  be  clay. 

Come  from  your  home  of  glory  and  light. 
Cheer  with  your  presence  my  soul  tonight. 
Give  me  fresh  courage  and  strength   for   the 

morn, 
To  comfort  and  cheer  the  opprest  and  forlorn. 

And,  mother,  a  boon  I  would  crave  from  above. 
From  thy  home  in  the  mansions  of  undying 

love. 
Give  me  the  love  my  heart  can  beliere, 
Give  to  me  friends  that  will  never  deceive. 

Mother,  I'm  waiting,  you  will  not  fell, 

To  bless  with  your  presence  your  child  again. 

Gentle  and  soft  the  starlight  beams, 

Come  to  me,  mother,  tonight  in  dreams. 

JETope, 
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DRESS   REFORM. 


REPORT  OF  COMMITTEE  ON  DRESS 
MADE  10  THE  EXECUTIVE  BOARD 
OF    THE  NATIONAL   COUNCIL  OF 
WOMEN.  DEC.  14-15.  1892. 
One   of    the   duties  which   you 
assigned   to    your    Committee   on 
Dress  was  the   reporting   to   your 
body  the  committee's   idea   of   an 
every  daj'^   dress   for   women,  —  "a 
dress,"  as  explained  in  your  later 
resolution,   "suitable  for   business 
hours,  for  shopping,    for   market- 
ing,     housework,      walking     and 
other  forms  of  exercise." 

Your  committee  would,  there- 
fore, report  as  follows:  As  the 
Executive  Board  and  the  Com- 
mittee on  Dress  agree  in  deprecat- 
ing anything  in  the  nature  of  a 
uniform  for  women,  our  recom- 
mendations will  allow  large 
liberty  for  taste  and  judgment. 
Our  hope  is  to  deliver  women 
from  certain  hard  and  fast  lines, 
within  which  fashion  has  so  long 
confined  them. 

(a)  It  has  been  customary  to 
clothe  the  head  regardless  of 
comfort.  Our  recommendation  is 
to  relieve  the  head  from  unneces- 
sary weight,  and  furnish  a  proper 
protection  from  sunshine  and 
cold. 

(b)  We  take  pleasure  in  recom- 
mending the  union   underwear   of 


varying  texture,  price  and  style, — 
the  equestrian  trousers,  and  any 
properly  adjusted  waist,  or  none, 
as  forming  a  very  perfect  system 
of  underclothing,  which  is  a 
necessary  condition  of  freedom 
and  comfort.  Utility  and  beauty, 
of  which  proportion  is  an  essen- 
tial element,  demand  freedom  of 
outline,  and  outside  dress  should 
conform  to  this  principle. 

(c)  Numerous  beautiful  designs, 
some  of  them  including  the  short 
waist  of  the  Empire  period,  have 
been  offered  to  us  by  artists  and 
others,  which  each  may  adopt 
according  to  her  individual  needs. 
Among  these  are  three  costumes 
in  which  the  principles  named 
are  practically  applied.  These 
costumes  are:  The  Syrian  Dress, 
suggested  by  our  English  sisters; 
the  Gymnasium  Dress,  which  is 
acknowledged  to  be  graceful  and 
beautiful;  the  American  Costume, 
consisting  of  a  short  skirted 
gown  with  leggins. 

Recognizing  these  different 
designs  as  merely  suggestive, 
great  latitude  and  variety  are 
possible  in  general  effect.  Prints 
of  these  costumes  are  appended 
to  this  report. 

The  dressing  of  the  neck 
should  be  loose   and   easy,    what- 
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ever  style  of  collar  may  be  pre- 
ferred; and  the  sleeves,  howeyer 
cut,  should  give  the  greatest  pos- 
sible freedom  to  the  arms. 

The  best  authorities  agree  that 
the  hands  and  feet  require  as 
much  freedom  as  any  other  parts 
of  the  body;  therefore,  easy  fit- 
ting gloves  and  shoes  loose 
across  the  balls,  with  room  for 
the  toes  and  with  low,  broad 
heels,  are  recommended. 

The  outside  wrap  should  be 
loose  enough  to  permit  unre- 
strained motion  to  every  member  of 
the  body. 

The  above  is  respectfully  sub- 
mitted as  outlining,  at  least  in 
essentials,  a  reasonable  dress  for 
all  women  who  are  engage  in  the 
activities  of  life. 

Frances  E.  Russell,  Chairman, 

Box  S90,  St.  Paul,  Minn., 

Annie  Jenness  Miller, 
Frank  Stuart  Parker, 
OcTAViA  W.   Bates,   Ph.  D. 
recommendation   of  the  council. 
The       National       Council      of 
Women,  at   its   business   meeting 
held  in  Chicago,  December  14-15, 
1892,  approved  the  report   of   its 
Committee  on  Dress,  and  decided 
to  print  it  with  illustrations   of   a 
number   of  costumes   which   show 
variety    yet    all    adhere     to     the 
general  principles  set  forth  in  the 
report. 

The  National  Council  recom- 
mends the  adoption  of  some  such 
costume  for  hours  of  activity  or 
out-door  exercise.  This  present 
year  offers  an  exceptionally  good 
opportunity  for  the  women  who 
crave  freedom  from  the  unwhole- 


some restrictions  imposed  by  the 
conventional  dress,  to  adopt  a 
more  sensible  costume.  Women 
visiting  the  Columbian  Exposi- 
tion, where  the  costumes  of 
foreign  nations  will  show  so  much 
that  is  unconventional  to  Ameri- 
can eyes,  need  not  fear  to  attract 
unpleasant  notice  by  wearing 
there  the  short  street  dress, 
which  will  add  greatly  to  their 
comfort  in  viewing  the  Fair. 


Die  SifHtahSlam.  mHyjmiE 


This  design  comes  to  us  from 
England.  The  waist  may  be  of 
any  loose  or  lull  style  preferred.  A 
short  waist  or  Garibaldi  waist  is 
suitable,  with  or  without  a  jacket 
of  any  becoming  fashion. 

The  skirt  is  dual  at  the 
bottom, — a  fact  scarcely  visible 
when  standing.  It  requires  no 
especial  fitting,  and  there  is  no 
exact  pattern. 

Directions:  The  usual  fullness 
calls  for  two  breadths  of  double- 
width       material,       or      four      of 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL. 


387 


medium  single  width.  For  the 
length,  measure  from  under  the 
heel  to  the  usual  waist-line.  The 
divisions  begin  just  above  the 
knees,  narrow  gores  (about  nine 
inches  wide)  being  inserted  in  the 
inside  seams,  with  their  wide 
ends  uppermost  and  joined. 

Gather    or   plait   the   skirt   full 
directly  in  front  and  fuller  behind 


STSIAN  C08TUMB.— FRONT  VIBW. 

— more  scant  over  the  hips. 
There  may  be  a  pocket  in  each 
side  in  front  of  the  hips.  If 
used  as  a  skirt  to  button  to  a 
shirt  waist  only  one  opening  in 
the  back  is  needed,  on  one  side 
back  of  the    hip. 

If  made  in  one  piece  with  the 
waist  (either  by  carrying  the 
front  of  the  skirt  to    the   shoulder 


without  cutting  at  the  waist,  or  by 
sewing  waist  and  skirt  together) 
the  skirt  should  open  by  two 
short  plackets  in  the  fullness  at 
the  back,  with  a  short  band 
between  to  button  to  the  waist. 
In  front  it  may  open  at  one  side 
or  by  a  short  placket  in  the  front 
fullnecs. 

Soft    light-weight    material     is 


SYRIAN  COSTUME.— BACK  VIEW. 

suitable  for  this  skirt.  When 
made  to  wear  under  a  dress,  less 
fullness  may  be  used. 

An  outer  garment  to  wear  over 
a  scant  Syrian  skirt  may  be  some- 
thing like  the  Russian  blouse, 
made  longer,  an  easy-fitting  prin- 
cess gown,  or  something  sug- 
gested by  graceful  ulster  or 
sleeved  cloak  patterns. 
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This  dress  is  made  much  like 
the  Syrian  Costume,  but  with  the 
division  beginning  under  the  turn 
of  the  skirt.  In  cutting  it,  allow 
the  division  to  begin  lower  by 
about  ten  inclies,  than  in  cutting 
for  the  regular  Syrian.  Extra  full- 
ness must  be  taken  out  over  the 
hips,  by  means  of  several  small 
gores  on  each  side. 


THE  MODIFIED  SYRIAN.— FRONT  VIEW. 

To  the  waist  lining  is  attached 
a  pair  of  Jining  drawers,  made 
very  loose;  these  extend  to  just 
above  the  knees,  and  the  outside 
material,  instead  of  being  sewed 
to  a  band  or  having  an  elastic  to 
hold  it  in  place  above  or  below 
the  knee,  is  gored  and  sewed  to 
the  lower  edge  of  these  lining 
drawers.     Thus  all  the  weight   of 


the  costume  is  supported  from 
the  shoulders,  but  so  evenly  that 
it  is  not  felt. 

In  walking,  the  division  is 
simply  hinted  at,  not  defined  as 
in  the  Syrian,  and  the  upper  pan 
of  the  dress  is  more  conventional, 
and  therefore  attracts  less  notice. 
Any  of  the  short  costumes  which 
do  not  demand  leggins    (and   this 


THE  MODIFIED  SYRIAN  —BACK  VIEW. 

does  not),  are  improved  by  wear- 
ing extra  high  boots  with  them. 
The  suit  here  given  requires  no 
special  pattern;  the  fronts  are  cut 
in  one  piece  from  shoulder  to 
knee;  it  buttons  in  front  under 
the  fullness.  In  the  back,  the 
waist  is  separated  from  the 
trousers,  buttoning  together  at 
the   waist-line    under    the    girdle. 
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stnd  with  one  button  for  each  side 
placket,  in  a  band  under,"  where 
it   is  not  seen. 

This  costume  is  recommended 
for  house  wear  for  women 
engaged  in  very  active  occupa- 
tions and  will  be  found  a  great 
relief  from  long  skirts.  On 
slender  figures  it  is  really  beauti- 
ful. 


THB  GYMNASIUM  DRB8S.— BACK  VIEW. 

Note— The  trouser  pattern  given  with 
Butterick's  Gymnasium  Costume  (No.  4024) 
is  very  satisfactory,  except  that  it  is  wider  than 
necessary.  Many  will  prefer  this  to  the  Syrian 
as  a  pattern  for  a  dual  skirt,  and  it  is  a  pattern 
which  all  can  obtain. 

This  costume  is  so  easily  made 
that  it  calls  for  no  special  direc- 
tions. It  demands  leggins,  which 
should  be  made  of  material  the 
same  color  as  the  gown. 


This  costume,  worn  by  Bertha 
Morris  Smith  upon  the  platform 
at  a  noon  meeting  of  the  National 
W.  C.  T.  U.  at  Denver,  in 
November,  1892,  was  very  much 
admired.  The  whole  suit  is 
made  of  navy  blue  serge,  but  any 
firm  material  is  suitable. 

As  a  means  of  creating  senti- 
ment in    favor    of    sensible   dress 


THE  GYMNASIUM  DRE88,— FRONT  VIEW. 

for  women  and  T  showing  the 
interest  already''  existing  in  the 
subject,  the  National  CounciPs 
Committee  on  Dress  has  been 
circulating  the  following  paper: 
"We,  whose  names  are  signed 
below,  consent  to  give  our 
influence  in  favor  of  an  improve- 
ment in  woman's  dress  which  will 
allow  her  the   free    and    healthful 
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use  of  the  organs  of  her  body  when 
walking  or  taking  exercise.  In 
signing  this  paper  no  one  of  us  be- 
comes responsible  for  the  sugges- 
tions of  anyone  else,  nor  do  we 
promise  to  wear  or  to  endorse 
any  particular  style  of  dress. 
We  simply  give  our  influence  to 
help  start  a  strong  and  healthy 
movement    in     favor    of    freedom 


THE  AMERICAN  C08TUMB.— FRONT  VIEW. 

and  common  sense  in  dress y  leaving 
ourselves  free  to  work  for  it  as 
seems  best  to  each  one. " 

First  signers:  May  Wright 
Sewall,  Frances  E.  Willard, 
Harriet  Beecher  btowe,  Mrs. 
Henry  Ward  Beecher,  Susan  B. 
Anthony,  Lady  Isabel  Somerset, 
Clara  Barton,   Grace    Greenwood, 


Elizabeth     Stuart    Phelps    Ward, 
Rev.   Anna  H.   Shaw. 

Since  this  "consent"  started 
upon  its  rounds  in  the  summer  of 
'92,  it  has  rolled  up  a  list  of 
more  than  a  thousand  signatures. 
Among  them  are  the  names  of 
Mrs.  Mary  Wilmarth,  Elizabeth 
Boynton  Harbert,  Dr.  Eliza  ;B. 
Thirlbeg    of    Vassar,     Sarah     B. 


THE  AMERICAN  COSTUME.— BACK  YIBW. 

Cooper,  the  gand  worker  in  the 
kindergartens  of  the  Pacific  coast. 
Rev.  Anna  Garlin  Spencer,  Mrs. 
J.  K.  Barney,  Lucretia  R.  Gar- 
field of  Mentor,  Ohio,  Margaret 
E.  Sangster,  Marion  Harland, 
Alice  Freeman  Palmer,  Lucy 
Stone,  Alice  Stone  Blackwell, 
Abby     Morton    Diaz,    Dr.     Sarah 
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Hackett  Stevenson,  Rev.  Mila 
Tupper,  Anne  Whitney,  Marion 
Talbot,     Abba     Gould    Woolson, 


STREET  COSTUME.— FRONT  VIEW. 

Eliza  Sproat  Turner,  Charlotte 
Perkins  Stetson,  as  well  as  any 
number  of  college  professors,  col- 


lege girls,  physicians  and  other 
women.  It  has  lately  been 
decided  to  offer  it   for   the   signa- 


STREET  COSTUME.— BACK    VIEW. 

tures  of  men  also,  to  secure  their 
assistance  in  this  much  needed 
reform. 


LITERARY  DEPARTMENT. 


WHERE  1  WOULD  DWELL 

I   would  dwell  in  peaceful   Utah  beneath   its 
radiant  skies, 
here  sunsets  rare  and  landscapes  fair  beam 

forth  on  wondering  eyes, 
here  I  may  climb  the  mountains  grand  or 
in  some  shady  nook, 
May  linger  in  the  valley  by  cooling,  crystal 
brook. 


Where  health  and   wealth  are  teeming    and 

pure,  balmy  breezes  blow. 
Where  in  healing  waters  laving  fair  cheeks  are 

all  aglow. 
Where  weary  pilgrims  rested  and  unfurled  our 

country's  flag; 
Where  over  all  God's  blessing  hath  made  all 

nature  glad. 

R,  M.  F. 
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THE  CHILD  BRIDE. 

Far  away  in  the  eastern  part  of 
Denmark,  one  calm,  pleasant  even- 
ing in  the  latter  part  of  April,  1827, 
the  sun  was  just  sinking  below  the 
western  horizon,  and  reflecting  its 
golden  light  upon  the  distant  sky, 
when  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Simpson  were 
made*  happy  by  the  birth  of  a 
beautiful  baby  girl.  They  named 
her  Ines,  and  she  was  everbody's 
pet.  But  soon  she  was  separated 
from  her  mamma.  When  she 
was  two  years  old  a  sister  came 
to  take  her  place  as  baby,  and  as 
her  mother  was  very  weak,  it 
was  decided  that  Ines  should  live 
with  her  grandma  and  uncle,  who 
lived  at  Gonseloe,  a  short  dis- 
tance from  her  parents'  home. 
Her  grandparents  being  quite 
wealthy  people,  Ines  had  a  very 
comfortable  home.  Her  uncle 
had  a  large  farm  and  always  kept 
several  servants. 

As  the  grandmother  was  quite 
old,  she  could  not  give  her  the 
training  and  care  she  needed,  and 
therefore  Ines  grew  up  a  wild, 
frivolous  child,  riding  and  play- 
ing; while  romping  with  the 
lambs  and  other  animals  was  her 
chief  amusement.  Those  were 
her  happiest  days,  free  from  care 
and  worry.  She  would  accom- 
pany her  uncle  and  the  servants 
to  the  field,  and  while  they  were 
at  work  she  would  run  through 
the  golden  grain,  singing  with 
the  birds  and  enjoying  herself  as 
only  a  child  of  nature  can. 

At  the  age  of  seven  she  was 
sent  to  school.  This  was  some- 
thing     new      to     her,      and     she 


enjoyed  it  very  much,  as  she 
naturally  loved  to  read  and  write 
Her  uncle  was  very  fond  of  her, 
and  as  he  had  a  great  deal  of 
writing  to  do,  he  knew  that  she 
would  be  a  great  help  to  him  if 
she  could  write  well,  so  he  kept 
a  special  teacher  in  writing  for 
her.  As  she  studied  hard,  aod 
was  willing  to  do  all  she  could  to 
aid  those  she  loved,  her  uncle 
gradually  found  that  he  could  not 
get  along  without  her. 

It  was  the  custom  that  the 
people  who  rented  would  change 
places  twice  a  year,  and  then 
would  come  to  her  uncle  to  get 
registered.  During  these  days  of 
moving  there  was  very  much 
writing,  and  Ines  would  work  so 
diligently  that  her  uncle  would 
give  her  fifty  cents  as  her  day's 
wages.  How  proud  she  was  to 
earn  so  much  money  in   one    day! 

The  years  went  by  swiftly,  and 
her  day  of  examination  was 
approaching;  then  she  was  to 
leave  school,  as  was  the  custom, 
at  the  age  of  fourteen.  This,  the 
last  day  of  school,  was  a  grand 
holiday  for  the  children,  especially 
when  they  were  bright  and  active 
Ines  watched  with  eager  eyes  the 
preparation  of  her  new  and  pretty 
clothes  that  were  being  made  for 
that  occasion.  Her  uncle  bought 
her  a  pair  of  beautiful  slippers, 
with  silver  buckles  on  them,  to 
wear  that  day.  Cakes,  puddings 
and  other  dainties  were  prepared 
for  the  dinner.  Her  father  and 
mother  came,  and  were  going  to 
attend  the  examination,  to  see 
their  daughter   at    the   head    of  a 
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class  of  eighteen  girls.  Every- 
thing was  glorious  to  the  expecta- 
tion of  Ines,  and  she  retired  the 
night  before  this  grand  day  with 
a  light  and  happy  heart  awaiting 
the  glorious  morrow. 

The  morrow  dawned,  but  find- 
ing Ines  with  a  high  fever.  All 
the  good  things  that  had  been 
prepared  for  her  dinner  she  could 
not  taste.  Her  pretty  clothes  and 
slippers  were  of  no  use  to  her 
that  day.  The  examinaton  was 
held,  and  she  could  not  be  there 
with  her  associates. 

Oh  what  disappointment!  That 
all  those  long  days  of  anxious 
waiting  should  be  rewarded    thus. 

But  such  is  life,  our  brightest 
hopes  are  often  shattered.  Three 
weeks  had  passed  away  before 
Ines  was  again  permitted  to  go 
out,  and  then  she  was  pale  and 
weak.  Now  she  must  go  to  the 
priest  alone  to  be  questioned, 
and  she  felt  so  lonely,  none  of 
her  schoolmates  near;  no  nice 
dinner  was  prepared  for  her  this 
time;  her  parents  did  not  come 
to  congratulate  her;  her  new 
clothes  had  no  charm  for  her 
now;  she  was  lonely  and  sad. 
The  priest  was  kind  to  her,  which 
comforted  her  a  little,  but  the  day 
she  had  expected  to  enjoy  so 
much  was  lost  to  her  forever. 

Now  that  her  school  days  were 
ended  she  must  enter  society, 
and  be  a  lady,  although  only  a 
child.  She  must  accompany  her 
uncle  to  various  places  of  amuse- 
ment, and  very  often  was  com- 
pelled to  lead  him  home  as 
though  he  was   a   little   child,    he 


having  partaken  of  tha;t  ever 
ruinous  poison,  whisky.  Of 
course  the  grand  sociables  were 
not  perfect  without  whisky,  and 
many  of  those  known  as  gentle- 
men were  helpless  as  a  baby  at 
the  close  of  these  entertainments. 
Poor  Ines,  it  was  a  great  trial  for 
her  to  see  her  uncle  drunken. 
She  must  also  aid  him  in  keeping 
it  a  secret  from  her  grandma,  as 
it  would  doubtless  have  caused 
very  much  sorrow  to  the  poor  old 
woman.  Ines  did  everything  for 
her  uncle,  he  had  always  been  so 
good  to  her  and  seemed  to  be  her 
only  friend.  Whenever  she  was 
sad  he  would  do  all  he  could  to 
console  her,  and  she  loved  him 
very  dearly. 

Thus  was  the  winter  of  1842 
spent.  But  at  the  dawning  of 
spring  new  troubles  were  awaiting 
them.  Uncle  Nels,  as  Ines 
always  called  him,  was  taken  very 
ill  and  was  taken  to  the  hospital. 
Ines  was  permitted  to  go  and  see 
him,  but  she  could  not  nurse  him, 
nor  light  his  pipe  as  usual,  nor 
bring  him  anything  nice  to  eat, 
and  the  greatest  trial  of  all  was 
that  he  could  not  take  her  in  his 
arms  and  say  to  her  kind  and 
consoling  words  as  he  had  always 
done.  But  she  visited  him  every 
day  the  whole  summer,  and 
remained  with  him  several  hours 
when  permitted.  Every  day  he 
was  growing  weaker,  and  one 
gloomy  morning  in  October  as 
Ines  reached  the  hospital  and 
was  about  to  enter  as  usual,  she 
was  surprised  to  find  that  they 
refused  her  entrance.     She  asked 
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the  reason,  and  they  told  her  that 
her  uncle  was  no  more,  refusing 
her  entrance  for  even  a  farewell 
look. 

Slowly,  and  trembling  beneath 
her  burden  of  grief,  she  turned 
from  the  hospital  to  go  she  knew 
not  where.  That  whole  day  she 
wandered  about,  a  heartbroken 
child.  Her  father  was  sent  for, 
and  as  soon  as  he  arrived  her 
uncle  was  buried  on  the  hospital 
grounds  very  quietly,  with  only  a 
few  of  his  many  friends  present. 
Several  of  them  knew  nothing  of 
his  death  until  many  days  after 
his  burial,  and  Ines,  poor  girl, 
was  not  allowed  to  accompany 
her  uncle  to  his  last  resting 
place,  which  made  her  more 
wretched  than  ever. 

Her  father  took  hei  with  him 
home,  and  she  remained  with  her 
parents  a  few  days.  She  knew  it 
would  be  very  sad  and  lonesome 
with  her  grandma  now  that  her 
uncle  was  gone,  and  she  begged 
permission  to  stay  at  home,  but 
her  mother  said  she  had  enough 
children  to  take  care  of,  and 
couldn't  bother  with  her. 

So  Ines  was  sent  back  to  her 
grandma,  where  no  pleasure 
awaited  her.  Her  grandma  was 
seventy-six  years  of  age,  and  was 
some  burden  to  the  young  girl, 
who  must  now  take  the  responsi- 
bility of  caring  for  her. 

Many  times  she  would  seek 
some  lonely  spot,  and  there  give 
vent  to  her  grief  in  bitter  tears. 
Scarcely  a  month  had  passed 
since  her  uncle's  death  until  she 
was  sent  for  to  go  to  her  father's 


home  and  act  as  her  half-sister's 
bridesmaid.  They  had  a  grand 
wedding,  but  Ines  did  not  enjoy 
it.  Her  heart  was  sore,  and 
pleasure  in  her  home  only  added 
to  her  sorrow,  as  it  seemed  they 
had  so  soon  forgotten  the  one 
(her  uncle)  who  was  all  to  her. 
Shortly  after  this  wedding  Ines 
was  called  out  one  morning  from 
the  breakfast  table  by  her  father, 
who  informed  her  that  she  was 
soon  to  get  married,  and  that  the 
man  who  was  to  be  her  husband 
would  shortly  come  to  look  at  the 
estate,  and  that  she  must  try  to 
appear  ladylike,  and  put  on  her 
best  dress. 

Afer  telling  her  this  he  rode  off, 
without  giving  one  kind  and  affec- 
tionate word  to  his  daughter,  who 
he  had  been  bargaining  off  to 
an  old  bachelor.  Was  she  sur- 
prised? No,  she  only  thought  of 
it  as  a  dream,  or  something  in 
the  future  she  could  not  realize. 
The  last  day  of  November  found 
her  father  again  at  the  estate.  A 
gentleman  was  with  him,  whom 
Ines  found  afterward  was  a 
lawyer,  who  had  come  to  prepare 
the  papers  and  deeds  in  giving 
the  property  to  Ines  and  her  hus- 
band to  be;  Lerisman  also  came 
that  day.  Ines  being  the  heiress 
of  this  large  estate,  was  too 
young  to  manage  the  servants  and 
keep  things  going  in  their  usual 
course.  Her  grandma  was  old, 
and  the  servants  ran  at  random 
doing  just  as  they  pleased.  It 
was  of  course  necessary  for  some- 
one to  take  charge  of  the  place; 
but  to  make   a   business   arrange- 
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ment  of  it  and  compel  a  young 
girl  to  marry  a  man  she  did  not 
know  and  never  could  love  was 
something  abhcrrent  to  Ines. 
That  day  was  the  first  time  she 
had  ever  seen  James  Olsen,  her 
future  husband,  and  she  formed 
no  good  opinion  of  him  at  this  first 
meeting.  He  paid  no  attention 
to  her,  he  was  such  a  big  man 
and  she  such  a  little  girl,  and  he 
did  not  say  one  kind  word  to  her. 
His  only  thought  and  ambition 
was  the  many  acres  of  land,  the 
houses  and  barns,  the  cattle  and 
sheep,  the  horses  and  cows;  he 
never  forgot  any  of  them;  they 
were  all  found  and  talked  about 
with  much  enthusiasm;  Ines  was 
only  secondary  in  the  arrange- 
ment, and  she  felt  it  very  keenly. 
When  everything  was  arranged, 
the  wedding  day  being  announced 
for  April  18th,  1843,  he  left  with 
the  statement  that  he  would  come 
again  at  Christmas. 

Helen  Thompson. 

(TO  BB  CONTIKITED.) 


WHERE  ART  THOU  WAITING  ? 

SPlRrr  that  loved  me  ere  coining  to  earth, 
Lifelong  companion  of  heavenly  birth, 
Where  art  thou  waiting,  O.  D^here  may  I  go 
Seeking  the  love  thou  alone  canst  bestow? 
Call  to  me  tenderly,  speak  from  thine  heart, 
Angels  will  hear  and  thy  message  impart, 
And  I  will  come  ;  come  swiftly  to  thee 
O,  my  beloved,  my  own  yet  to  be  I 

Spirit  that  loved  me,  my  own  promised  bride. 
Searching  for  thee,  I  have  sought  for  and  wide  ; 
Call  to  me,  think  of  me.  while  on  I  roam, 
And  I  vrill  find  thee,  dear  one,  in  thine  home. 

If  in  this  land  or  far  over  the  sea. 

But  yearn  for  me  as  I  now  yearn  for  thee ; 

Call  me,  thou   loved    one,  and  though  far 
away. 

Onward  I'll  speed  while  thy  call  I  obey. 


When  in  thine  eyes  beams  the  love  light  divine, 
Answering  love  that  is  growing  in  mine. 
Though  but  one  glance  it  will  thrill  and  appeal 
And  to  each  spirit  its  loved  one  reveal. 
Spirit  that  loved  me  ere  coming  to  earth, 
Life-long  compianion  of  heavenly  birth. 
Where  art  thou  waiting,  O,  where  must  I  go, 
Seeking  the  love  thou  alone  canst  bestow  ? 
J,  L.  Townakend, 


SHETCH  OF  THE  LIFE  OF  JOHN  V. 
WAD8W0RTH. 

John  V.  Wadsworth  was  born 
at  Alpine,  Utah  Co.,  Utah,  March 
9th,  1852. 

His  ^mother  died  when  he  was 
but  four  years  old. 

William  Wadsworth,  his  father, 
was  born  in  New  York,  and  was 
a  fisherman  until  he  embraced 
"Mormonism,"  or  the  gospel  of 
Jesus  Christ. 

He  was  one  of  the  one  hundred 
and  forty-three  pioneers  that 
entered  Salt  Lake  Valley,  July 
24th,  1847. 

He  died  firm  in  the  faith  of  the 
gospel  at  Springville,  Utah,  18th 
of  Jan.,   1888. 

He  buried  two  wives  before 
he  embraced  the  gospel.  He 
married  the  mother  of  John  V. 
after  leaving  Nauvoo  for  the  then 
great  unknown  West.  During 
the  last  years  of  his  earthly  career 
he  was  classed  among  men  who 
were  called  "much  married,"  that 
is,  he  embraced  the  celestial  law. 

The  subject  of  this  narrative, 
being  left  without  his  natural 
mother,  very  early  in  life  became 
the  child  of  his  grand-mother  for 
a  season,  and  when  able  to  do 
good  work  as  a  boy,  returned  to 
his  father  with  whom  he  remained 
until  about  15  years  old.    On  feel- 
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ing  that  his  home  did  not  have 
enough  of  the  "sunshine  of  plea- 
santness" but  a  superabundance 
of  "shades  of  unrest"  he  thought 
he  might  find  a  more  genial  clime 
in  the  famed  land  of  Southern 
California.  Just  when  his  young, 
expanding  mind  was  yearning  for 
a  new  field  of  enjoyment  or  em- 
ployment, an  uncle  came  alon^ 
and  stopped  a  few  days  at  his 
father's  house  on  his  way  with  his 
family  to  San  Bernardino  or  some 
place  in  Southern  California. 
The  uncle  feeling  much  sympathy 
for  the  boy  and  "very  little"  for 
the  people  he  was  among, 
persuaded  John  to  leave  home 
and  seek  a  home  with  him,  where 
"Mormons  were  not." 

I  design  in  this  story,  or 
biographical  sketch,  to  portray  the 
easy  grade  or  almost  unnoticed 
departure  of  youth  from  the  plain 
and  safe  path  of  duty,  to  the 
entangling  attractions  of  the 
world,  the  deceptive  and  alluring 
pleasures  of  sin.  How  easily  the 
innocent  and  good  at  heart  are 
led  astray.  Then,  on  the  other 
hand,  I  wish  to  make  plain  the 
bitterness  of  sore  repentance,  and 
the  joy  found  in  God's  forgive- 
ness. 

If  I  am  successful  in  portraying 
all  these  points  to  the  reader, 
we  will  be  able  mutually  to  dis- 
cover the  hand  of  a  merciful 
Creator  and  Preserver  in  restrain- 
ing and  turning  aside  the  simple 
and  unwary  from  extremes  of 
human  liabilities,  especially  if 
they  are  the  children  of  His 
Elect,  so  that    they    shall    not    be 


entirely  lost.  Also  we  will  see 
the  fulfillment  of  that  promise 
to  the  faithful  Saints  of  God  that 
"they  shall  never  lack  a  repre- 
sentative on  the  earth." 

On  entering  California  the 
uncle  said  to  John,  "Never  do 
you  tell  anyone  that  you  are  a 
Mormon,  or  that  you  came  from 
Utah."  John,  full  of  confidence 
and  respect  for  his  uncle, 
received  that  as  "the  law,"  and 
necessary  to  be  obeyed. 

He  continued  for  two  or  three 
years  to  make  his  uncle's  house 
his  home,  but  got  employment 
at  different  kinds  of  labor  that 
were  not  hard  for  a  fifteen -year- 
old  boy,  and  yet  quite  remunera- 
tive, so  that  he  had  "plenty  and 
pleasure,"  with  less  hard  work 
than  he  had  known.  So  John 
became  enraptured  with  the 
country  and  the  change  he  exper- 
ienced. 

One  day  while  driving  a  stage 
into  Los  Angeles  he  had  a  very 
sociable  gentleman  passenger,  who 
asked  the  nice,  good-looking 
driver  that  John  was  (for  John 
was  as  dignified,  well-behaved 
and  pleasant  to  look  upon  as  any 
young  man  on  the  Pacific  slope, 
or  any  other  slope)  where  he 
came  from.  That  was  the  first 
time  he  had  met  that  question  in 
California.  He  hesitated  to  tell 
a  lie,  did  not  want  to  tell  the  truth, 
and  more  than  all,  his  good,  kind 
uncle  had  laid  down  a  rule,  and 
the  boy  felt  bound  to  be  governed 
by  it;  so  he  answered,  "From 
Nevada." 

"Ah  I"    exclaimed    the     gentle- 
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man,  "that  is  my  state.  What 
place  did  you  come  from?" 

John  did  not  know  or  could 
not  think  of  the  name  of  a  single 
town  or  any  place  in  Nevada,  so 
John  evaded  a  direct  answer,  for 
he  was  completely  confounded. 

Right  then  he  vowed  that  he 
would  always  tell  what  he  was 
and  where  he  was  from,  when 
asked,  no   matter   where   he   was. 

After  he  had  got  a  little  better 
acquainted  with  the  country  and 
manners  of  the  people,  and  had 
acquired  the  use  of  himself 
among  men,  and  felt  that  he  was 
pretty  smart  (and  in  no  other 
country  I  ever  was  in  have  I 
found  that  feeling  so  manifest 
among  men  and  women  as  in 
California),  he  met  with  a  well- 
dressed,  affable  man,  who  seemed 
to  be  acquainted  with  nearly 
everybody,  and  who  made  himself 
particularly  agreeable  to  the  sub- 
ject of  this  narrative. 

John  was  not  much  acquainted 
with  the  intrigues  and  allure- 
ments of  evil-designing  men,  and 
therefore  allowed  fine  clothes  and 
a  pleasant  address  to  represent  to 
him  the  spirit  and  the  body  of  the 
man,  which  we  should  not  do. 

He  did  not  understand  a  rule, 
that  is  perhaps  not  always  correct, 
a  rule  that  I  have  laid  down  to 
guide  my  mind  upon  advertise- 
ments, viz. :  The  most  flaming, 
oft-repeated,  gaudy  and  alluring 
are  the  greatest  humbugs.  But 
he  accepted  this  man  for  a 
genuine  business  man. 

He  made  propositions  to  John 
which  seemed  sure   to   make   him 


rich  in  a  short  time,  although  of 
rather  questionable  legitimacy, 
yet  it  seemed  to  afford  a  chance 
for  his  ambition,  which  was  to 
gather  money  enough  to  go  home 
in  fair,  if  not  independent  cir- 
cumstances. 

From  this  aim,  as  expressed, 
John  had  begun  to  yearn  for 
home,  for  Utah,  for  the  finer  and 
more  pure  walks  of  life. 

This  agreeable  representative 
of  a  business  man  took  John  off 
with  him  on  short  acquaintance, 
and  traveling  towards  some  antici- 
pated field  .of  adventure  they  fell 
in  with  a  freighter,  and  stopped 
with  him  on  some  nice  camp- 
ground. All  free  and  easy,  they 
soon  became  acquainted,  and  con- 
versation turned  upon  freighting, 
its  prospects,  advantages  and  dis- 
advantages. The  old  freighter 
had  a  serious  drawback  in  the 
shape  of  a  very  successful  and 
influential  rival  freighter,  who 
owned  a  large  train  of  wagons 
and  an  immense  herd  of  animals, 
and  very  casually  he  observed  that 
he  would  give  $300  if  somebody 
would  run  that  whole  band  of  ani- 
mals clean  off  to  Salt  Lake. 

Our  gentlemanly,  business  man, 
whom  we  will  designate  by  the 
title  of  "Jack  Williams,"  repeated 
the  offer  in  a  significant  voice, 
and  more  significant  look. 

"Yes,"  said  the  old  rough,  "can 
you  find  a  hand?" 

"I  think  I  could  do  it,"  said 
Jack. 

So  they  went  on  from  bad  to 
worse  plans. 

John    looked  and  listened,  said 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


398 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL. 


little  and  thought  much;  and  the 
thing  he  thought  of  most  was 
about  getting  loose  from  Jack, 
whom  he  found  was  anything  but 
a  business  man,  perhaps  a  high- 
wayman, and  the  latter  more  than 
anything  else. 

When  the  two  Jacks — a  com- 
mon nickname  for  John  —  were 
again  on  their  march  by  themsel- 
ves, John  V.  Wadsworth  was 
again  under  the  influence  of  the 
oily-tongued  Jack,  who  held  out 
such  glowing  prospects  of  certain 
wealth  to  the  extent  of  their  de- 
sires that  John  almost  lost  his  up- 
right poise  in  life's  journey,  but 
when  he  thought  of  home  and 
friends  and  the  odium  he  would 
spread  over  father,  sister  (brothers 
he'd  none),  and  his  dead  mother's 
name,  should  they  be  unfortunate 
in  their  speculations.  He  vowed 
"No,"  with  an  unalterable  decree; 
but  said  nothing  then  to  indicate 
the  secret  workings  of  that  mind 
which  was  the  mind  given  him  of 
the  Great  Jehovah  that  he  might 
be  spared  a  sin  that  would  shut 
out  the  good  Spirit  entirely. 

A  divergence  from  the  line  of 
travel  contemplated  brought  them 
to  a  place  desired  by  John,  and 
where  he  was  acquainted.  Here 
he  had  purposely  come,  hoping 
that  something  might  afford  him 
an  excuse  to  separate  from  his 
undesirable  partner,  who,  but  a 
few  days  previous  was  so  very 
pleasing. 

The  next  day  afforded  the 
opportunity,  as  he  was  recognized 
by  a  man  who  had  lived  in  Spring- 
ville    and    knew    him  at  sight,  al- 


though   he   had   grown    consider- 
ably. 

He  asked  John  if  he  knew  the 
man  he  had  been  with — this  Jack. 

He  answered  that  they  had 
accidentally  met  and  traveled  to- 
gether. 

"Well,"  said  he,  "you  had 
better  get  out  of  his  compan3'  as 
quick  as  you  can.  I  was  in  Mon- 
tana when  the  Vigilanters  gave 
him  15  minutes  to  get  out  of  the 
town;  and  he  went." 

He  then  asked  John  what  he 
was  working  at. 

John  said  he  was  not  work- 
ing— had  recently  come   in    town. 

This  man  and  friend,  was  the 
foreman  of  a  mine,  and  told  John 
to  come  into  the  mine  to  work 
next  day,  which  he  gladly  did. 

John  made  acquaintance  with  a 
man  from  Texas  who  worked  in 
the  mine  and  they  rented  a 
shanty  and  lived  "old  batch  " 
together,  and  Tex,  as  his  new 
partner  was  called,  proved  an 
agreeable  and  true  man. 

Jack  stayed  around  the  camp 
and  tried  to  find  some  place  in 
the  mine,  but  there  was  no  place 
there  for  such  as  he,  when  known 
as  he  was,  by  the  superintendent. 

Jack  soon  found  the  way  to  the 
cabin  of  John  and  Tex,  and 
enquired  into  their  affairs  a  little 
and  went  off. 

Tex  wanted  to  know  who  and 
what  that  "slick  lookin'  feller 
was?"  John  told  him  all,  and  that 
he  wanted  to  get  rid  of  him,  as  he 
didn't  want  any  such  trash  hang- 
ing around  him. 

"Well"  said  Tex,   "if  he  comes 
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here  again,  you  can  send  him 
adrift,  and  if  he  makes  any  disturb- 
ance ril  just  simply  cut  him  up 
in  slices  and  lay  him  out  to  dry, 
for  I've  no  love  for  him  any  how." 
By  way  of  explaining  that  signi- 
ficant remark  of  Tex,  I  will  say 
that  Mexicans  and  Texans  used 
to  prefer  a  knife  before  a  revol- 
ver, because  a  knife  made  no 
noise. 

Well  it  was  only  a  day  or  two, 
and  Jack  came  in  one  evening 
after  work  hours,  and  sat  down 
by  John  to  enquire  what  he  ex- 
pected to  do  in  the  way  of  busi- 
ness. 

John  told  him  that  he  was 
working  in  the  mine  for  four 
dollars  a  day,  and  calculated  to 
stay  with  it.  Jack  continued  his 
chat  rather  in  a  manner  to  provoke 
a  row,  and  Tex,  willing  to  help 
close  out  Jack,  if  needed,  quietly 
gathered  in  his  butcher  knife,  and 
took  up  a  position  a  little  to  the 
rear  of  his  intended  victim.  John 
saw  it  all,  and  felt  free  to  talk, 
and  told  Jack  he  had  done  with 
him,  that  he  was  not  a  man  of  his 
word,  and  related  the  time  and 
place  where  he  had  broken  his 
word  in  a  flagrant  manner;  and, 
furthermore,  "I  owe  you  nothing, 
you  are  not  out  a  dollar  on  my 
account.  Now,  if  you  want  any- 
thing, tell  what  it  is." 

John  felt  so  very  safe  and  inde- 
pendent, while  Tex  was  apparently 
unconcerned  in  the  background, 
that  he  gave  vent  to  a  strain  of 
feeling  so  unusual  to  Jack  that 
Jack  felt  a  little  timid  and  out  of 
place,     therefore,   to  get    into    his 


own  place,  he  arose  and  turned  to 
go,  saying  as  he  did  so,  "Pll 
reach  out  and  take  you  in  before 
I  leave  this  camp." 

Not  more  than  three  or  four 
weeks  from  that  time  the  super- 
intendent or  foreman  of  the  mine 
took  John  into  his  confidence,  and 
made  himself  a  real  friend,  or 
rather  real  friendly,  as  such  men 
think  they  are  because  they  take 
the  inexperienced  and  unsophisti- 
cated right  down  into  the  depths 
of  sin  and  infamy.  It  is  a  rather 
difficult  thing  to  find  in  mining 
camps,  about  saloons  and  various 
other  kinds  of  busrness  places, 
men  who  stand  above  others  and 
hold  prominent  positions,  who 
have  not  come  into  such  promi- 
nence through  intrigue,  craft, 
deceit,  villainy  and  crime. 

This  foreman  may  have  been  a 
very  sincere  person  of  that  class 
less  steeped  in  sin,  but  certainly 
was  well  acquainted  with  the 
ways  of  evil  men. 

One  evening  he  said  to  the 
young  man  he  sought  to  befriend 
and  show  new  sights,  "Let's  take 
a  stroll  and  see  what's  going  on 
down  below."  And  down  below 
it  was;  for  they  soon  went  into  a 
kind  of  underground,  a  half-above 
and  half-below  dive,  a  gambling 
den,  and  a  den  where  any  evil 
wanted  could  be  dug  up. 

They  stood  finally  before  a  faro 
table,  where  betting  was  lively 
and  money  changing  hands 
rapidly  with  a  seemingly  wonder- 
ful uncertainty.  The  foreman 
turned  to  John,  saying,  "Did  you 
ever    play?"         "No,"     was      the 
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answer.  He  handed  him  a  quar- 
ter, saying,  "Try  your  luck." 
John  took  the  money  and  pitched 
it  on  a  card  carelessly,  and  the 
card  won.  John  took  in  one 
quarter  and  shoved  the  other  back 
for  another  trial  of  luck.  That 
won  also,  and  so  on  until  the 
foreman  stepped  on  John's  toes 
and  started  off  to  the  bar,  where 
John  must  treat  to  brandy  and 
cigars,  and  then  went  home. 
When  John  got  in  his  cabin  he 
counted  over  what  he  had  won, 
and  saw  to  his  astonishment 
thirty  dollars. 

He  turned  into  his  bunk,  but 
not  to  sleep.  Visions  of  success 
haunted  him  until  he  felt  sure 
that  if  he  would  go  back  to  that 
table  he  could  rake  in  the  whole 
pile  and  soon  be  on  his  way 
home  with  money  bufficient  to 
buy  half  Springville.  He  rose 
and  dressed,  took  all  his  ill- 
gotten  gain  and  the  wages  he 
had  just  drawn  for  hard  work, 
and  started  back  to  a — to  a  "simple 
game  of  chance,"  as  the  man 
unacquainted  with  the  sharps  and 
cappers,  and,  still  worse,  the 
educated  in  sin  and  tricks,  would 
think  a  game  of  "try  your    luck." 

Oh  how  little  did  that  foreman 
know  of  the  results  of  his  act  of 
throwing  down  that  quarter  and 
"tr}'  your  luck"  remark! 

It  was  the  opening  of  the  gate 
to  nearly  a  lifetime  of  misspent 
and  wasted  energy,  half  a  life  of 
sin  and  wantonness. 

Drinking,  gambling,  and  the 
accompanying  vices  of  saloon  and 
gaming  tables   followed    in    quick 


succession  and  reckless  profusion, 
the  intended  act  of  confidence  and 
friendship  of  that  remark  of  "try 
your  luck." 

Poor  John  returned  to  his  cabin 
next  morning  about  daylight, 
with  not  a  penny  in  pocket,  but  a 
whole  lot  of  bad  whisky  in  store, 
which  made  him  reckless  and  no 
wiser.  From  this  time  John 
locked  arms  with  King  Alcohol, 
and  for  nearly  two  years  ran 
down  the  hill  of  destruction 
among  the  tangling  vines  of 
game  and  drink;  and  although  he 
may  think  and  appearances  indi-  j 
cate  that  he  had  little  to  do  with 
any  of  the  royal  family  previous 
to  the  time  he  tried  his  luck,  I 
still  am  inclined  to  think  that 
perhaps  he  had,  when  weary  and 
lonely  at  night,  sometimes  laid 
his  head  upon  the  downy  pillow 
of  Princess  Wine,  not  thinking  of 
the  tangling  alliance  thus  formed. 

At  the  end  of  six  months  the 
mine  changed  hands,  which 
resulted  in  giving  John  full  , 
opportunity  to  indulge  his  pro- 
pensity for  gambling.  Soon  his  i 
clothes  were  old  and  shabby,  not 
for  lack  of  money,  for  gambling 
brought  plenty,  but  for  lack  of 
care  and  consideration  for  his 
person,  and  was  willing  to  risk 
all  on  a  card,  and  seldom  won 
but  to  lose  again.  When  re- 
duced at  games,  he  took  to  min- 
ing and  renewed  his  stock  of 
cash,  and  the  first  place  he 
visited  was  the  game  table,  and 
seldom  left  it  until  he  was  helped 
to  his  bunk  through  the  kindness 
(?)  of   the   man   who   had   fleeced 
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him  or  sold  him  whisky.  He  had 
a  regular  mania  for  gambling,  and 
sometimes  he  got  hold  of  green 
hands  and  fleeced  them,  only  to 
spend  that  money  in  drink  and 
game. 

Thus  it  went  on  month  out  and 
\'ear  out  until  he  had  no  credit 
with  merchants  or  shopkeepers, 
and  when  very  dry  and  feeling 
bad  he  would  call  on  some  of  his 
old  pals,  and  finally  they  got 
tired  of  him,  and  then  he  was 
lost  for  resources,  and  concluded 
to  move  to  another  town  about 
twenty  miles  distant  across  the 
mountains,  but  forty  miles  by  the 
road. 

So  one  morning,  with  a  scanty 
breakfast  he  had  begged  of  some 
campers-out  at  the  edge  of  town, 
he  started  across  the  hills,  with 
not  a  quarter  in  his  pocket  to 
treat  himself  with  when  he 
arrived,  nor  even  a  lunch  to  eat 
on   the  way. 

Poor  soul,  his  tramp  across 
the  hills  and  gulches  must  have 
been  lonely.  He  had  been  fully 
a  year  with  nothing  to  occupy  his 
mind  but  to  find  a  few  quarters 
to  start  a  game  with,  or  get 
drunk.  His  brain  was  muddled 
as  soon  as  he  got  into  the  moun- 
tains and  canyons,  with  no  drink 
to  keep  him  up,  no  food  to 
strengthen  his  jaded  muscles. 

Presently  he  came  to  a  very 
deep  and  steep,  rocky  canyon. 
He  had  been  following  but  a  dim 
trail,  and  when  he  got  among  the 
rocks  could  see  none.  Once  at 
the  bottom  of  that  canyon,  which 
was  of  precipitous  sides  and    nar- 


row at  the  bottom,  he  could  not 
tell  where  to  get  up  the  opposite 
bank;  so,  to  save  climbing,  he 
went  down  the  canyon.  That 
was  the  easiest  road  out,  he 
thought,  and  then  it  ran  a  little 
in  the  direction  he  wanted  to    go. 

That  canyon  was  a  fair  type  of 
his  whole  life,  as  the  reader  will 
see.  He  went  down,  down  easily 
until  he  came  to  a  cliff  or  preci- 
pice of  three  or  four  feet  solid 
rock.  He  could  slide  over  that 
without  danger,  and  over  he  went. 
By  and  by  he  came  to  another, 
five  or  six  feet  deep,  but  not  so 
steep,  and  over  he  went  down  the 
smooth  rocks  that  a  thousand 
floods  had  worn  to  a  polish. 
Soon  another  a  little  deeper,  and 
next  was  a  perpendicular  fall  of 
fifty  or  sixty  feet.  Here  his 
down-hill  journey  must  end.  To 
return  up  the  canyon  he  was 
satisfied  was  impossible,  for  the 
sides  were  very  steep,  the  bottom 
was  not  more  than  ten  feet  wide; 
jump-offs  were  slick  as  glass; 
could  not  get  around  nor  climb 
them. 

Night  was  coming  on;  he  was 
hungry,  and  thirst  drove  him 
almost  mad.  He  sat  down  or  laid 
down  at  the  head  of  that  preci- 
pice of  fifty  feet  and  concluded  to 
spend  the  night.  He  was  afraid 
to  die  of  starvation,  and  knew  too 
well  the  suicider's  doom  to  throw 
himself  down  the  rocks.  All  that 
cold  night  he  watched  and  prayed. 
At  daybreak  he  saw  more  vividly 
his  terrible  condition.  If  he  died 
there  his  bones  probably  would 
never  be    found.      He    thought    of 
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his  folks  at  home,  and  the  lovipg 
pleadings  of  his  dear  father  the 
morning  he  left  a  land  of  peace, 
plenty  and  morality.  He  was 
thoroughly  humbled,  and  in  his 
humility  he  bowed  down  before 
the  loving  God,  as  he  had  oft 
knelt  in  his  father's  house,  and 
prayed  as  he  had  never  prayed 
before.  A  prayer  at  that  time 
could  be  only  with  the  whole 
heart,  and  when  he  rose  from  his 
knees  he  seemed  to  feel  no  distur- 
bance in  mind,  nor  did  he  suffer 
from  fear  of  death  by  confinement 
in  that  place,  and  with  assurance 
he  started  back,  noticing  little  of 
the  surroundings  until  he  saw  a 
long,  slanting  mark  up  the  side 
of  the  rocks  in  the  direction  he 
wanted  to  go.  He  intuitively 
started  up  that  mark,  which  was 
not  a  trail,  nor  a  crack  in  the  wall 
of  the  canyon,  nor  a  ridge,  but  a 
mark  of  some  kind  where  he 
could  climb  and  crawl  with  hard 
struggling. 

He  finally  reached  the  top, 
faint  and  exhausted  to  that  degree 
that  he  fell  to  the  ground  as  soon 
as  he  had  reached  a  place  of 
safety.  To  this  day  he  can't  tell 
what  kind  of  a  mark  he  climbed 
up,  but  he  knows  that  some 
power  helped  him  besides  his 
own  strength.  He  reached  his 
intended  town  of  destination, 
where  he  behaved  very  well  for  a 
time;  then  went  down  to  the 
lowest  level  on  the  plain  of 
degradation. 

Again  he  started  out  to  find  a 
place  where  he  was  not  known, 
and  after   he    had    reached    where 


several  roads  met  he  was  at  a 
loss  to  know  which  road  to  take. 
So  he  resolved  to  cast  lots  for  a 
road.  He  took  a  stick,  stood  it 
on  end  till  it  was  center  poise 
and  took  his  finger  off.  It  fell, 
and  the  road  it  indicated  he 
went,  and  it  led  on  until  he  came 
to  a  very  much  traveled  road,  and 
a  station  house,  where  the  hired 
hand  that  tended  it  had  lately 
gone  off  and  let  the  house  unat- 
tended. John  secured  his  place 
at  seventy  dollars  a  month. 

Located  many  miles  from  any 
town,  table  or  saloon,  he  passed 
seven  months  and  did  not  spend 
a  dollar  at  his  old  sins.  At  the 
end  of  this  time  he  drew  his 
wages  and  started  for  home,  not 
stopping  at  any  of  his  old  haunts 
until  he  reached  a  place  called 
Panamint,  a  town  among  the 
terrible  deserts  in  the  south,  and 
among  exceedingly  rich  mines. 
Here  he  thought  he  would  **take 
a  drop."  That  drop  made  him 
dry.  More,  it  dragged  him  right 
back  to  the  gambling  table. 

In  a  few  days  John  was  without 
a  dollar  again.  He  was  getting 
older,  and  pretty  well  worn  out 
with  excesses  and  dissipation. 
He  began  to  yearn  for  a  home  of 
civilization  as  he  used  to  feel  it, 
especially  while  living  with  his 
grandfather,  who  trained  him  in 
ways  he  never  forgot  during  his 
long  absence  from  the  home  of 
the  Saints.  While  in  his  boy- 
hood he  suffered  at  one  time  with 
a  severe  illness,  upon  which 
occasion  the  Elders  of  the  Church 
were  sent  for,   who   anointed   him 
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-w^ith  oil  and  prayed  for  him  as 
the  scriptures  direct,  and  he  was 
Healed,  with  such  a  certainty,  by 
the  power  of  the  gospel  ordi- 
nances that  he  always  retained 
that  testimony,  not  even  doubting 
in  his  heart  while  wandering  in 
the  paths  of  sin. 

When  again  he  returned  to 
Springville  he  was  welcomed  by 
his  aged  father,  who  was  bowed 
with  toil  and  the  load  of  years. 
John  tried  home  a  short  time; 
but  times  had  changed,  John  had 
changed,  father  had  changed, 
Springville  had  changed,  but 
there  was  one  fact  unchanged, 
and  that  was,  "There  is  no  place 
like  home." 

The  associations  of  the  Saints 
made  the  whole  land  home,  and 
although  he  was  among  the 
Saints  he  was  not  practically  a 
Saint  himself.  He  had  enjoyed 
the  pleasures  of  wandering  among 
new  and  strange  scenes  and 
peoples  for  a  season,  until  the 
old  familiar  ways  and  people  of 
Utah  had  a  newness  and  attrac- 
tion more  enjoyable  now  than  the 
far-off  land. 

The  seven  years  he  had  passed 
in  California  had  brought  him 
from  boyhood  to  manhood,  to 
that  period  of  life  when  young 
men  have  a  natural  desire  to  pass 
into  mature  manhood  by  .  the 
agreeable  aids  that  a  family 
affords. 

His  attention  was  affectionately 
drawn  to  a  very  young  widow, 
and  whether  he  felt  more  zeal  in 
"visiting  the  widow  and  the 
fatherless,"  as     the    gospel    com- 


mands, and  providing  her  a 
home,  or  following  the  plain  path 
of  human  nature,  it  is  not  impor- 
tant for  us  to  know;  but  it  is 
plain  that  he  accomplished  both 
these  objects  by  a  solemn  vow 
and  by  fulfilling  the  same. 

O.  B,  Huntington. 

(TO  DB  CONCLUDED.) 


THE  GOLDEN  RULE. 

Of  all  the  precious  kernels  of 
wisdom^  the  priceless  gem,  which 
dropped  as  words  from  the  lips  of 
the  Master,  none,  methink,  will 
cirumscribe  more  admirable  quali- 
ties, nor  wield  a  more  potent 
influence  for  good,  should  they 
be  observed,  than  that  one  little 
sentence,  appropriate!)'  termed 
"The  Golden  Rule.." 

Let  us  for  a  moment  reflect 
upon  it,  analyze  it,  and  consider 
its  several  parts.  We  discover 
that  its  prime  factor  is  the  divine 
principle  of  justice,  a  quality 
which  forms  one  of  the  corner 
stones  of  the  character  of  the 
Godhead,  without  which  God 
would  not  be  God,  "the  Mighty 
Avenger, "  "  the  Powerful  to  Save. " 
He  who  is  the  same  yesterday, 
today,  and  forever,  the  God  of 
the  scriptures  and  of  this  last 
dispensation,  is  a  Being  of  equity 
and  love,  though  we  have  met 
persons  professing  Christianity 
who  believe  that  that  Being,  so 
full  of  mercy  and  justice,  will 
condemn  to  endless  misery  count- 
less millions  jof  His  children  who 
have  not  been  privileged  to  hear 
of  and    believe   on    the    name    of 
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His   Only    Begotten.       Could    we 
worship    a   Deity   so   deficient    in 
this    necessary    principle?     Could 
we  look  upon  Him  as  the  embodi- 
ment   of   all     that    is    good,    and 
great     and     wise?      Methinks   we 
might    fear    Him;     but   would    as 
soon    worship    the    Hindoo    gods 
of  wood  and  stone,  or  the   mytho- 
logical gods  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
so  lacking    in    moral    qualities    as 
to  prostrate  ourselves  in  adoration 
before  one  so  deficient    in    justice 
and    mercy.       But    our    God     has 
said,    satisfying    thought,    that    in 
His  judgment  mercy  shall  not  rob 
justice,  nor  justice    mercy.     Then 
if  the  death  of  this   quality    is    so 
destructive  to  our    idea    of  Deity, 
how  shall  the    lack   of   it    in    our- 
selves cause  us  to   appear   in    the 
eyes    of     Him     who     is     perfect! 
Nothing    so    hurts     our    feelings, 
our    sense     of     right,      as      does 
injustice.        When      we    wish     to 
present  the  climax   of    injury,    we 
are    wont     to     say,      "It     was     so 
unjust."     But    an  equitable   edict 
has  gone  forth  which  behooves  us 
to    beware;  for    with    what    judg- 
ment we  judge   we   sliall    in    turn 
be  judged.      Let   us   now    look   at 
mercy,   another   essential   element 
of  this  golden  precept,    which    in 
the  Godhead    is    found     in    equal 
proportion  with  justice.      But  alas 
for  poor  humanity,   there    are   few 
of  us  equally  balanced,  and  mercy 
is    seldom    the   overweight   which 
brings  down  the  scale.     We    are, 
in  fact,  too  often    weighed  in    the 
balance  and  found  wanting  in  this 
divinely  beautiful  attribute.      The 
poet  has  said: 


The  quality  of  mercy  is  not  strained  ; 

It  droppeth  as  the  gentle  dew  from  heaven 

Upon  the  place  beneath. 

It  is  twice  blessed,  it  blesses  him  that  gives 

and  him  that  takes ; 
'Tis  mightiest  in  the  mightiest ; 
It  becomes  the  throned  monarch  belter  than 

his  crown. 

We  remember  having  heard  of 
a  circumstance  in  the  life  of  Eng- 
land's present  queen  wherein  this 
quotation  was  truly  verified;  and 
we  learn  that  the  Golden  Rule 
illuminated  the  threshold  of  Vic- 
toria's public  career.  She  was 
but  a  girl  of  eighteen  summers 
when  she  assumed  the  regal  power 
and  responsibility,  and  one  of 
the  first  official  requiremeots 
made  of  her  was  her  signature  to 
the  death  warrant  of  a  soldier. 
She  read  the  charge,  was  filled 
with  compassion  for  the  con- 
demned, and  looking  up  asked, 
"Can  no  one  speak  a  good  word 
for  this  poor  fellow?"  Someone 
replied  that  he  had  been  a  faith- 
ful soldier,  whereupon  the  queen 
exclaimed,  "Thank  you;  thank 
you!"  and  immediately  signed 
his  reprieve.  "Blessed  are  the 
merciful  for  they  shall  obtain 
mercy. " 

We  are  next  led  to  consider 
honesty  as  one  of  the  necessary 
parts  of  the  subject  under  con- 
sideration. 

Who  is  there  that  does  not 
prize  this  quality,  and  require  its 
existence  in  those  with  whom 
they  deal?  We  cannot  but  esteem 
and  admire  the  possessor  of  it,  be 
he  friend  or  foe.  It  is  a  neces- 
sary element  of  society,  of  civili- 
zation and  progress,  and   may  be 
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termed  the  lubricating   oil    of   the 
wheels  of  trade. 

A  dishonest  person  is  avoided 
as  is  a  small-pox  patient,  and 
when  once  spotted,  may  bid  adieu 
to  the  trust  or  esteem  of  honest 
folk.  *Tis  just  that  dishonesty 
is  shunned,  if  only  for  the  reason 
that  it  often  proves  the  coagulator 
of  the  machinery  of  business; 
for  through  the  failure  of  one 
dishonest  person  to  meet  his 
obligations,  a  half  dozen  honest 
men  may  be  thrown  out  of  their 
calculations,  and  be  placed  in 
false  positions,  perhaps  be  made 
to  appear  that  which  they  most 
abhor.  *Tis  said  that  "by  one 
man's  disobedience  many  are 
made  sinners;"  and  it  might  as 
well  be  said  that  by  one  man's 
dishonesty  many  are  made  dis- 
honest, while  on  the  other  hand 
one  person's  promptness  may 
redeem  a  dozen  from  the  stigma 
of  neglect. 

An  anecdote  is  related  of  a 
company  of  friends  who  were  tak- 
ing dinner  together.  The  meal 
had  been  dispensed  with,  and 
during  the  after-dinner  chat  it 
suddenly  occurred  to  one  of  them 
that  he  was  debtor  hve  dollars  to 
his  right-hand  friend,  whereupon 
he  produced  the  amount,  and 
with  thanks  redeemed  himself. 
This  promptness  reminded  the 
person  receiving  the  money  that 
he  also  was  debtor  the  amount  to 
another  friend  who  was  present, 
and  handed  the  five  to  him, 
when,  strange  to  say,  the  man 
last  paid  suddenly  bethought  him 
that  he   had    borrowed    the    same 


amount  from  his  friend  on  ihe 
opposite  side  of  the  table.  And 
so  the  one  five  dollars  went  the 
entire  round,  and  was  at  last 
handed  back  in  payment  to  the 
one  who  had  first  given  it  out. 
They  had  all  been  paid  with 
this  one  five  dollars. 

Any  individual  possessing  a 
spark  of  self  respect,  or  regard  for 
his  reputation,  will,  if  possible, 
meet  the  honest  obligations 
required  of  him;  but  we  some- 
times meet  with  honesty  which  is 
of  a  higher  type,  and  while  it 
astonishes  us,  it  does  not  fail  to 
increase,  at  a  ten  fold  ratio,  our 
faith  and  confidence  in  humanity. 
A  story  is  told  of  a  poor  German 
peasant  of  the  last  century,  who 
was  one  of  many  sufferers  from 
the  devastations  of  war,  which 
on  every  hand  was  displaying  its 
multitude  of  horrors;  and  the 
golden  rule  might  supposedly 
have  been  the  idea  most  remote 
from  such  scenes.  However,  this 
man  of  simple  honesty,  being 
commanded  by  a  captain  of 
dragoons  of  the  invading  army  to 
show  him  a  field  where  he  might 
obtain  forage  for  his  troops, 
straightway  took  the  lead  of  the 
company  to  comply  with  the 
captain's  bidding.  They  soon 
arrived  at  a  field  of  waving  grain, 
and  the  captain  called  a  halt; 
but  the  peasant  urgently  requested 
him  to  proceed  yet  a  little 
farther,  saying  that  it  would  be 
all  right.  Arriving  at  another 
field  some  little  distance  along, 
the  troops  dismounted  and  pro- 
ceeded to  cut  down  the    grain    for 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


406 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAi* 


\ 


their  animals,  without  the  least 
objection  from  the  peasant.  The 
captain,  not  being  able  to  see 
through  the  philosophy  of  coming 
thus  far,  when  they  might  have 
procured  that  which  they  sought 
nearer,  said  to  the  man,  "My 
friend,  why  did  you  bring  us  so 
far?  The  other  fipld  was  as  good 
as  this."  "That  is  all  very  true," 
replied  the  peasant,  "but  it  was 
not  mine." 

Like  a  refreshing  oasis  in  the 
desert  of  degeneracy  is  an 
example  of  this  kind.  It 
strengthens  our  trust  in  our  fel- 
low-man, and  kindles  a  hope  for 
the  ultimate  predominance  of 
right. 

We  have  in  the  life  of  Sir  Wal- 
ter Scott  a  noble  example  of  this 
sterling  quality.  To  liquidate  a 
debt  which  he  had  not  contracted, 
but  nevertheless  felt  responsible 
for,  he  toiled  at  his  writing 
unceacingly,  and  taxed  his 
strength  beyond  the  point  which 
his  declining  years  could  with- 
stand. And  though  he  well  knew 
that  his  vital  powers  were  giving 
way,  yet  he  ceased  not  his  labors, 
but  literally  made  a  martyr  of 
himself  to  his  exalted  sense  of 
honor.  This  almost  unprecedented 
example  in  a  man  of  letters  is  as 
lofty  and  commendable  as  is  his 
name  and  fame  in  a  literary  sense. 

Such  men  stand  as  monumental 
in  a  world  of  fraudulence  and 
scheming  as  do  the  towering  pyra- 
mids amid  the  sands  of  Egypt. 

The  quality  of  sympathy  as  a 
component  part  of  the  Golden 
Rule    now  claims    our   attention. 


Deep  down  in  the  heart  of  i 
humanity  is  a  great,  hungry  spot, 
which  can  only  be  satisfied  by 
sympathy,  pure  and  genuine. 
'Tis  this  yearning  that  makes  us 
so  dependent  on  each  other  for 
support,  for  happiness;  'tis  the 
"one  touch  of  nature  that  makes 
the  whole  world  kin." 

Sympathy  is  the  magic  power 
that  reaches  the  inmost  heart, 
lightening  life's  weary  burdens, 
and  making  its  sorrows  seem 
almost  sweet. 

We  all  crave  sympathy,  for  we 
are  all  in  need  of  its  divine 
influence.  Yet  too  often  are  its 
life-giving  rays  obscured,  as  the 
sun  behind  a  cloud,  leaving  the 
sad  heart  desolate,  the  drooping 
spirit  unconsoled. 

Sympathy  enlarges  our  hearts, 
ennobles  and  beautifies  our  lives, 
and  raises  us  neaier  the  sphere 
from  whence  we  came.  Let  us 
consider,  then,  that  which  is  so 
necessary  to  our  own  well-being, 
is  also  essential  to  the  well-being 
of  others;  and  give  not  stintingly 
or  grudgingly  of  that  which 
enriches  ourselves  in  the  bestow- 
ing, and  blesses  immeasurably 
those  who  receive. 

Love,  patience,  and  forgiveness 
are  also  embraced  in  this  subject. 
Who  is  there  so  utterly  miser- 
able as  that  person  whom  nobody 
loves?  Can  we  picture  a  more 
desolate  condition  than  a  life 
unblessed  by  the  benign  influence 
of  love?  That  which  is  the 
soul  of  the  universe,  and  lends  to 
earth  the  only  semblance  which 
it   bears     to    heaven.       "Love     is 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL. 


407 


heaven  and  heaven  is  love,"  for 
our  Father  is  the  personification 
of  that  quality. 

Love  is  the  illuminator  of  this 
troubled  sphere,  that  which 
lends  to  life  the  rainbow  tints, 
the  sunset  hues,  and  makes  our 
lives  worth  living. 

Inasmuch  then  as  this  quality 
is  so  requisite  to  our  real  happi- 
ness, we  should  strive  to  cultivate 
those  qualities  of  sympathy, 
patience,  kindness  and  cheerful- 
ness, which  we  know  cannot  fail 
to  make  us  lovable;  and  forget 
not  to  mete  to  others  the  full 
measure  of  love  which  they  merit. 
Seek  for  lovable  qualities  rather 
than  for  those  which  would  call 
out  censure;  for  love  begets  love, 
and  as  it  is  a  purifying,  ennobl- 
ing element,  cannot  fail  to  work 
a  revolution  to  the  extent  that  it 
is  indulged  in.  Besides  this,  it 
will  make  the  world  seem  brigh- 
ter, and  all  nature  will  assume  a 
diviner  aspect;  for  heaven  will  be 
nearer  and  life  more  complete. 

Patience  and  forgiveness  we 
should  all  strive  to  cultivate  for 
we  are  but  poor,  weak  mortals, 
even  at  our  best,  and  prone  to  do 
that  which  we  should  not  do. 
We  are  continually  supplicating 
our  Father  for  patience  and  for- 
giveness, and  dream  not  that  He 
will  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  our  plead- 
ing. Yet  we  must  remember  that 
Christ  has  said,  "If  ye  forgive 
not  men  their  trespasses,  neither 
will  your  heavenly  Father  forgive 
you  your  trespasses."  Herein  we 
see  the  justice  and  mercy  of  God; 
for  in  self-defense  we  must  comply 


with  the  golden  precept.  None 
need  feel  too  large,  too  great  or 
too  wise  to  humble  themselves 
and  ask  forgiveness  of  one  they 
have  injured.  This  is  but  just 
and  right,  and  what  we  would 
expect  from  another.  'Tis  the 
only  way  of  maintaining  confi- 
dence and  love,  and  avoiding  a 
separating  gulf  to  widen  and 
deepen  between  friend  and  friend. 
"Then  as  ye  would  that  men 
should  do  to  you,  do  ye  likewise 
unto  them." 

What  a  blessed  revolution 
would  be  brought  about  in  this 
world  of  trouble  and  sin  should 
the  children  of  earth  but  heed  this 
gentle  precept!  We  have  an 
example  of  its  magic  working 
power  in  the  city  Enoch,  where 
the  earth  became  as  Eden,  for 
each  loved  his  neighbor  as  him- 
self. 

As  the  chosen  people  of  God, 
from  whom  much  will  be  expected 
we  should  strive  to  hasten  that 
glorious  time,  the  promised  reign 
of  righteousness,  when  sorrow 
shall  be  done  away,  and  all  shall 
live  in  peace  and  love.  This 
noble  cause  each  one  may  aid  by 
heeding  the  divine  precept  of  the 
Perfect  One,  in  making  the 
Golden  Rule  the  law  of  life. 

Gladys  Woodmansee, 


A  TOUCHING  INCIDENT. 

LITTLE  JENNIE. 
All  mortal  faith  and  works  had  been  in  vain, 
The  precious  soul  is  free  from  earthly  pain, 
The  little  one  is  resting  peaceful  now, 
No  shade  of  anguish  on  her  marble  brow. 
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The  casements  opened  to  admit  the  breeze, 
Sighing  a  requiem  in  the  leafy  trees, 
•It  entered  in  and  touched  the  little  form. 
That  all  had  sought  to  shield  from  every  harm. 

The  father  saw  and  with  a  sudden  start. 
And  cry  that  touched  afresh  each  weeping  heart, 
"It  is  too  cold  for  her,  oh  it  is  too  cold, 
Our  little  blossom,  oh  it  is  too  cold!'' 

He  could  not  yield  her  to  death's  icy  touch. 
But  sobbed   and   moaned,  "Oh  'tis  too  much, 

too  much;" 
And  sought  to  keep  her  warm  that  long,  sad 

night, 
Then  bowed  at  last  and  gave  to  God  His  right. 

Oh  little  one,  so  helpless  and  so  weak. 
Oh  mighty  love  that  language  cannot  speak, 
Frail  little  hands  but  oh  so  strong  their  hold, 
Gently  they  lead  her  loved  ones  to  the  lold. 

Hope 


THORBORG. 

[CONCLUDED  FROM  PAGE  861.] 

Thorborg  was*  very  warmly 
received  by  both  Miss  Hog  and 
her  feeble  old  brother  and  after 
having  drank  coffee  out  in  the 
large  greenhouse,  the  pastor  lit 
his  pipe  again  and  began  to 
question  Thorborg  about  the 
news,  and  lastly  if  she  went  dili- 
gently to  church.  Thorborg  was 
prepared  for  this,  but  said,  with 
some  hesitation,  that  she  had  not 
been  there  as  often  of  late  as  she 
used  to. 

"I  hope,  my  dear  Thorborg, 
that  you  are  not  letting  the  world 
come  between  you  and  your 
Savior?" 

Thorborg  was  silent. 

"You     have     not    forgotten    the  | 
Lord's    prayer,     nor      the      three 
articles  of  faith,  have  you?" 

"No,  sir." 

"That's  right;  never  forget 
them. " 


"Do  you  think,  Pastor  Hog." 
began  Thorborg  after  a  while, 
"that  our  religion  is  the  true 
Church  of  Christ?" 

The  old  gentleman  looked 
amazed. 

"Surely,  my  child;  there  is 
not  a  doubt  in  my  mind  as  to 
that.  What  evil  spirit  has  been 
sowing  the  seed  of  doubt  in  your 
heart?" 

"I  have  heard  so  much  lately. 
There  are  so  many  religions,  and 
they  all  declare  to  be  the  only 
true  Church." 

"Are  not  the  scriptures  verified 
in  this,  my  dear,  where  it  sa\s 
that  in  the  latter  days  many  shall 
aribe  and  cry  here  is  Christ,  or 
there  is  Christ?"  "Did  you  ever 
hear  of  the  Mormons?"  inquired 
Thorborg  abruptly. 

Pastor  Hog's  eyebrows  went 
up  and  his  pipe  went  down. 

"Thorborg,  my  child,  promise 
your  old  minister  that  whatever 
you  do  you  will  never  listen  to 
anything  they  may  want  to  say  to 
you;  for  be  sure  they  are  the  very 
anti-Christ  that  is  spoken  so 
much  about  in  the  Bible.  Let 
me  implore  you,  child,"  and  the 
old  gentleman  raised  his  voice  in 
much  alarm,  "to  keep  away  from 
the  wicked  people.  I  do  not 
even  consider  it  proper  to  speak 
of  them  to  a  young  and  innocent 
girl. " 

"But  they  claim  to  have  the 
gifts  and  powers  that  attended 
the  former-day  Saints." 

"If  they  have  them,  which  I 
doubt,    they   work   their   miracles 
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by  the  power  of  the  devil  and  no 
other;  of  that  you  may   be   sure." 

The  old  minister  went  on  at 
some  length,  denouncing  the 
Mormons  very  vehemently,  and 
Thorborg  had  never  seen  him  so 
roused.  She  said  no  more  on  the 
subject,  but  she  was  much  disap- 
pointed. She  had  hoped  to  get 
some  light  on  the  subject  in  a 
kindly  way,  and  only  found  that 
even  he,  her  good,  kind  old 
minister,  was  up  in  arms  against 
a  people  he  knew  very  little 
about.  She  went  home  dis- 
appointed and  no  wiser  than  she 
came;  and  as  luck  would  have  it 
she  •  met  young  Ibsen  going 
through  the  park.  They  at  once 
entered  into  conversation,  and  he 
walked  with  her.  She  told  him 
where  she  had  been  and  what  her 
errand  had  been.  He  could  not 
help  smiling  when  he  heard  it, 
and  told  her  that  the  Church  of 
Christ  had  no  worse  enemies 
than  the  ministers  of  the  different 
denomintions.  She  could  not 
understand  that,  and  wondered 
why  these  men,  who  were  well 
versed  in  scripture,  should  not 
know  the  gospel  when  it  came. 

"Miss  Thorborg,  were  not  the 
Pharisees  and  the  scribes  well 
vers«d  in  scripture;  had  they 
not  spent  all  their  lives  in  study- 
ing about  the  prophecies  of 
the  coming  Messiah,  yet  when 
He  came  did  they  know  Him? 
Did  they  not  persecute  Him  from 
the  very  beginning  until  they  had 
crucified  Him?" 

Thorborg  was  struck  with  this 
argument. 


"Yes,  yes,"  she  said,  "but  your 
words  frighten  me;  they  almost 
convince  me  that  your  religion  is 
from  God,  and  how  can  I  bear  to 
leave  my  loved  ones,  my  old 
associates,  my  mode  of  living  and 
thmking!  How  could  I  bear  the 
world's  scorn!" 

"Do  you  remember  the  young 
man  who  came  to  Jesus  and 
asked  Him  what  he  must  do 
to  be  saved,  and  when  the 
Lord  told  him  to  sell  his  goods 
and  follow  Him  he  went  away 
sadly,  for  he  had  much  goods. 
It  is  harder  for  those  who  have 
any  of  this  world's  goods  to 
follow  the  Savior.  But  I  know 
that  if  you  would  pray  earnestly 
to  the  Lord  for  His  assistance 
and  help  to  bear  these  things,  He 
would  help  you." 

He  spoke  with  much  earnest- 
ness; his  words  had  such  power 
that  Thorborg  could  but  be  well 
impressed. 

She  sought  the  Lord  that  night 
in  earnest  prayer  that  she  might 
know  if  this  religion  was  from 
Him.  She  met  her  brother  next 
morning  with  red,  swollen  eyes, 
and  when  he  anxiously  inquired 
for  the  cause  of  her  distress,  she 
had  slept  very  little  that  night, 
and  she  had  cried  a  good  deal  over 
the  sorrow  she  was  about  to  inflict 
on  her  parents.  Emil  was 
thoroughly  alarmed,  and  wanted 
to  know  what  she  meant;  and 
Thorborg  told  him  that  she  was 
going  to  become  a  Mormon.  He 
was  much  frightened,  and  be- 
sought her  to  not  do  such  a  thing 
before   considering     it    well.      He 
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felt  a  good  deal  of  remorse  for 
having  taken  her  to  some  of  the 
meetings.  "But  it  never  occurred 
to  me,  Thorborg,  never  once, 
that  you  could  fall  in  with  their 
ideas,"  he  concluded  regretfully. 
He  advised  her  to  say  nothing 
about  it  till  she  had  thought  more 
about  it. 

Thorborg  had  some  trying  days 
now.  She  felt  the  conviction  of 
the  truth  growing  on  her,  but  the 
love  of  this  world  came  often  near 
gaining  the  mastery  of  her.  How 
often  she  sat  in  her  beloved 
greenhouse  and  looked  dreamily 
out  over  the  sea,  wondering  how 
she  should  get  strength  to  brave 
the  storm  of  opposition  she 
knew  would  rage  against  her  as 
soon  as  she  should  embrace  Mor- 
monism.  Then  she  thought  of  the 
wild  West,  where  she  would  have 
to  make  her  future  home.  How 
dreadful  it  would  be  to  live  with- 
out the  sea,  these  lovely  woods, 
teeming  with  flowers  of  every 
kind,  these  vales  and  dales,  where 
every  foot  of  ground  was  culti- 
vated and  bore  fruit  of  some  sort! 
How  unattractive  and  wild  Utah 
must  be!  Then  came  a  soft, 
secret  whispering,  so  soft  and 
faint  that  Thorborg  bent  low  her 
head  to  hear  it,  "He  will  be  there 
to  cheer  me."  And  when  she 
thought  of  the  anger  of  her 
parents  it  comforted  her  to 
remember  that  he  was  here  to 
help  her  bear  it.  The  "he"  was, 
of  course,  Mr.  Ibsen,  whom  poor 
Thorborg  secretly  loved,  and  she 
was  almost  sure  that  deep  in  his 
heart    he    loved     her     too.        She 


didn't  know  why  she  thought  so. 
she  could  not  think  of  anything 
he  had  ever  said  or  looked  that 
might  have  led  her  to  think  it 
Perhaps  it  was  just  her  own  love 
that  made  her  see  more  than  ordi- 
nary friendship  in  his  kind    ways. 

She  had  another  talk  with 
Ibsen,  and  went  again  to  meeting 
the  following  Sunday.  She  had 
contrived  so  far  to  keep  it  secret; 
but  she  knew  quite  well  that  she 
was  liable  to  be  discovered  any 
moment,  and  she  feared  it  would 
be  before  she  had  been  baptized, 
and  then  she  might  not  have  the 
courage  to  have  it  done  right  in 
the  face  of  her  parents'  wrath. 

Thorborg  sat  one  afternoon  at 
the  window  sewing  when  she  saw 
the  postman  and  Mr.  Ibsen  come 
to  the  gate-  simultaneously.  The 
former  handed  a  letter  to  Mr. 
Ibsen,  and  she  saw  him  with  a  glad 
smile;  and  thinking  she  should 
meet  him  on  the  stairs  and  per- 
haps arrange  with  him  for  her 
baptism,  she  hurried  out,  feeling 
secure,  as  her  mother  was  taking 
her  afternoon  nap.  She  did  not 
meet  Mr.  Ibsen  on  the  stairs, 
however,  and  concluded  he  had 
changed  his  mind  and  gone  out 
in  town  again.  She  proceeded 
downward,  though,  and  thought 
she  would  take  a  turn  in  the 
garden,  it  being  one  of  summer's 
last  and  beautiful  days.  At  the 
entrance  of  her  greenhouse,  which 
had  now  changed  to  loveliest  red 
and  yellow,  she  was  startled  to 
find  Mr.  Ibsen.  He  had  of  late 
sometimes  joined  her  and  Emil 
there  of  an    evening;    and    it  was 
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not  the  fact  that  he  was  there 
which  startled  her,  but  the  posi- 
tion in  which  she  found  him. 
Flung  nearly  half-way  across  the 
table,  his  face  downward,  he  lay 
weeping  and  sobbing  as  if  his 
heart  would  break.  He  had  evi- 
dently not  heard  her,  and  Thor- 
borg  stood  irresolutely  wondering 
what  she  had  better  do,  run  away 
again  and  leave  him  to  his  grief; 
but  her  heart  went  out  to  him. 
She  was  on  the  verge  of  weeping 
herself.  How  she  longed  to  com- 
fort him!  She  stretched  out  a 
hand.  Oh  if  she  only  dared  lay  it 
on  his  head  and  ask  him  to  let 
her  share  his  sorrow;  but  modesty 
forbade  her.  She  came  a  little 
nearer.  He  heard  her  and  looked 
up.  "Forgive  me  for  intruding, 
Mr.  Ibsen,  but  I  thought  you 
might  need  my — some  comfort, 
and  I  had  no  idea  you  were  here 
till  I  came.  He  had  looked  half 
annoyed,  half  ashamed  when  he 
first  saw  her;  now  he  smiled 
kindly  and  said  it  was  he  that 
ought  to  beg  pardon  for  taking 
possession  of  her  greenhouse. 
She  begged  to  let  her  try  and 
help  him  in  his  griet  if  it  was  in 
her  power.  At  this  he  blushed 
violently,  and  stammered  that  it 
was  not  grief  but  joy  that  had 
overcome  him  so.  Thorborg  felt 
relieved,  and  yet  a  little  bit 
disappK)inted,  and  drew  back 
involuntarily. 

"Don't  go.  Miss  Landsho; 
since  you  have  manifested  such 
sympathy  for  my  sorrow  perhaps 
it  would  interest  you  to  hear  the 
cause    of    my      joy?"      Thorborg 


assured   him     it    would,     and     he 
proceeded  with    some    hesitation: 

"You  see  we  were — I've  never 
told  you.  Miss  Landsho;  it  was 
my  own  affair,  and  I  thought  it 
could  have  no  interest  for  you — 
but  I  have  the  sweetest,  kindest, 
best  little  wife  in  the  world.  We 
were  married  a  little  over  a  year 
ago,  and  now  she  writes  me  that 
she  has,  that  we  have,  a  son,  you 
know.  Its  our  first-born,  and  I 
have  fretted  a  great  deal  about 
being  away  like  this;  but  now  its 
all  over,  and  they  are  both  well 
and  doing  nicely. " 

Hfe  looked  up,  and  was  struck 
with  the  white  face  and  unsteady 
lip  of  the  young  girl. 

"Oh  I  can  so  easily  understand 
your  emotion,  and  how  thankful 
you  are,  "she  said,  sympathetically, 
though  her  voice  sounded  con- 
strained. "And  now  let  me  wish 
you  much  joy,"  she  continued, 
holding  out  her  hand.  "I  hope 
this  boy  may  be  a  great  blessing 
to  j'ou. "  He  shook  her  hand 
and  tried  to  say  something,  but 
could  not,  fumbling  with  the 
letter  his  eyes  were  blinded  again 
by  tears,  and  Thorborg  hurriedly 
left  him. 

"There,  the  illusion  is  gone; 
the  bubble  has  burst;  good-by 
now  to  Mormonism,  to  love  and 
all.  I  am  thankful  this  happened 
before  I  had  gone  farther.  1  see 
now  it  was  all  wrong.  I  thought 
it  was  Mormonism  I  believed  in, 
but  it  was  sheer  selfish  love  for  a 
man  who  never  gave  me  a 
thought.  This  is  my  punishment; 
may  I  bear  it  patiently!" 
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She  did  bear  it  patiently.  She 
was  quiet  and  a  little  pale,  but 
performed  her  duties  as  usual. 

When  she  heard  the  church 
bells  next  Sunday  morning  she 
went  to  church,  thinking  they 
were  calling  her  particularly. 

Mr.  Langman  officiated  again 
today,  and  made  his  usual  long 
prayer  in  his  earnest,  pious  way. 
Thorborg  sat  looking  at  the  altar- 
piece,  taking  no  notice  of  what 
the  curate  said  or  did.  The 
prayer  and  singing  were  over;  the 
sermon  had  begun,  and  still  she 
sat  rigidly  looking  at  the  painting 
representing  the  Lord's  Supper. 
She  wondered  that  Peter,  who 
looked  so  brave,  so  manly,  could 
deny  his  Master.  She  could 
easily  imagine  that  Jesus  had 
loved  John  more  than  the  rest,  if 
he  had  looked  anything  like  this 
picture  of  him,  as  he  lovingly 
leaned  against  his  divine  Master. 
She  noticed  the  sneaking  expres- 
sion of  Judas,  and  smiled  as  she 
thought  she  recognized  Mr.  Lang- 
man  in  some  of  his  features.  She 
looked  up  toward  the  pulpit  to 
ascertain  that  the  likeness  really 
was  there,  and  Mr.  Langman 
looked  straight  at  her,  and  said, 
as  if  it  was  meant  for  her: 

"And  to  one  was  given  the  gift 
of  prophecy;  to  another  the  gift  of 
tongues;  to  another  the  gift  of  in- 
terpretation; and  again  to  another 
the  gift  of  healing."  Thorborg  sat 
up  straight  in  a  second.  What 
mockery  was  this?  How  dared 
he  stand  there  and  proclaim  to 
the  people  that  these  things 
belonged  to  the  Church  of    Christ 


in  former  days?  Why  did  they 
not  belong  to  the  Church  today? 
Was  it  possible  that  they  were  all 
stupid  enough  to  swallow  this  with- 
out remonstrating?  She  looked 
around  on  the  audience.  They 
all  sat  placidly  enough;  there  was 
no  sign  of  indignation  at  his 
words  that  there  was  no  necessity 
for  these  gifts  now-a-days.  If 
such  things  were  wrought  in  our 
days  it  was  done  by  the  power 
of  the  evil  one.  "Blasphemer!" 
whispered  Thorborg  under  her 
breath;  "there  is  no  truth  in  you. 
To  think  that  I  have  sat  here 
time  and  again  listening  to  his 
tales  without  ever  seeing  the 
absurdity  of  it."  Should  she  sit 
quietly  by  now  and  by  her 
presence  sanction  what  must  be 
abominable  in  the  sight  of  the 
Lord!  Such  perversion  of  the 
truth!  She  looked  at  Peter  once 
more;  then  she  arose  quietly  and 
walked  out  of  the  church. 

In  the  afternoon  she  took  out 
the  Doctrine  and  Covenants, 
which  Mr.  Ibsen  had  lent  her, 
but  in  which  she  had  not  yet 
looked.  She  was  much  affected 
by  what  she  read.  It  sounded 
like  the  commands  of  a  just  and 
indignant  God,  who  demanded 
obedience.  So  different  from  the 
weeping,  pleading  Jesus  of  the 
Lutherans.  She  was  awed  and 
frightened.  The  end  was  near, 
and  J  still  she  lingered  on  the 
enemy's  ground,  afraid  of  what 
people  would  say.  It  should  not 
be  so.  What  were  other  people 
to  her?  What  was  the  world's 
opinion    compared   with    her    own 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL, 


413 


salvation!  She  would  have  to 
brave  the  storm  alone  now;  but 
the  Lord  was  strong,  He  would 
help  her.  She  wept  for  fear  of 
the  coming  trouble;  but  she 
prostrated  herself  before  God  and 
sought  His  help  for  what  was 
before  her,  and  asked  Him  to 
strengthen  her  in  her  resolve  to 
become  one  with  His  people.  And 
she  was  strengthened. 

A  few  evenings  later  she  stole 
unobserved  awa}'  from  home,  with 
a  little  extra  clothing,  and  pre- 
sented herself  before  Mr.  Ibsen, 
who  was  holding  a  small  meeting 
at  one  of  the  Saints'  homes,  and 
asked  him  to  baptize  her.  There 
was  great  rejoicing,  but  she  asked 
the  Saints  to  keep  it  secret  as  long 
as  they  could. 

It  was  not  a  sefcret  very  long, 
however,  and  when  it  leaked  out 
and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Landsho  got  a 
hold  of  it,  poor  Thorborg  had 
need  of  all  her  strength. 

It  would  be  painful  to  relate  all 
she  had  to  go  through  at  home. 
It  was  even  worse  than  she  had 
feared.  Her  father  raged,  plead 
and  threatened;  her  mother  fell  ill 
with  excitement  and  anger,  and 
her  m*arried  brothers  and  sisters 
beseeched  her  with  prayers  to 
have  pity  on  them  and  their  aged, 
respected  parents  and  not  bring 
this  awful  shame  on  them.  But 
Thorborg  was  firm  and  stayed  by 
what  she  believed  to  be  right, 
though  she  often  very  nearly 
dropped  with  fatigue. 

The  curate  raged  against  the 
Mormons  both  publicly  and  in 
private,  arid  stirred  people   up   to 


Violent  measures  against  them. 
The  Saints  had  to  suffer  a  good 
deal  through  it,  both  individually 
and  collectively. 

When  it  was  found  that  Thor- 
borg was  not  to  be  moved,  it  was 
thought  best  to  send  her  to  Utah 
as  soon  as  possible  and  get  the 
matter  hushed  up. 

So  it  happened  that  Thorborg 
came  to  Copenhagen,  where  she 
was  to  meet  with  other  Saints 
who  were  going  that  same  fall. 
She  went  to  meeting  the  same 
evening  she  came,  and  what  was 
her  surprise  to  find  the  young 
man  who  offered  up  prayer  to  be 
no  other  than  her  old  friend 
Severin  Stephensen.  She  could 
hardly  believe  her  own  senses, 
and  he  was  just  as  astonished  to 
see  her.  He  told  her  that  he  had 
believed  Mormonism  while  at 
home  in  F.,  but  fear  of  people's 
scorn  had  driven  him  away  to 
Copenhagen,  where  he  thought 
he  could  join  the  Church 
unknown  to  his  people.  He  was 
going  to  emigrate  to  Utah  now, 
and  was  overpleased  to  have  her 
company.  Stephensen  had  shook 
off  his  shyness,  and  Thorborg 
liked  him  much  better  this  way. 
He  asked  her  to  go  with  him 
next  evening  to  hear  "Mignon," 
which  she  accepted. 

Thorborg's  brother  came  a  day 
later  to  see  her  off,  and  he  told 
her  of  the  grief  that  reigned  at 
home.  The  home  seemed  to  be 
broken  up,  and  he  didn't  know 
how  they  would  ever  get  recon- 
ciled to  her  absence.  One  of  the 
married  sisters  had  to  come  home 
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and  stay  till  the  first  sorrow  was 
over.  Their  father  had  almost 
collapsed,  and  Mr.  Ibsen  had 
been  obliged  to  seek  other  lodg- 
ings, as  all  the  tenants  had 
threatened  to  move  if  he  was 
allowed  to  remain.  Emil  .was 
much  affected  at  the  parting  with 
his  sister,  and  begged  of  Stephen- 
sen  to  take  care  of  her  on  the 
way. 

Thorborg  was  going  to  Mr. 
Ibsen*s  home  in  one  of  the 
smaller  towns  in  Utah,  and 
Stephensen  was  bound  for  Salt 
Lake  City. 

They  had  a  very  pleasant  jour- 
ney, and  young  Stephensen  was 
most  attentive  to  Thorborg  all 
the  way.  She  traveled  interme- 
diate, but  tor  all  that  there  were 
many  things  to  put  up  with;  but 
Thorborg  took  it  as  it  came,  and 
made  herself  very  useful  to  the 
Saints  generally,  and  she  was 
quite  a  favorite  on  board  ship, 
as  well  as  on  the  railroad. 

She  and  Stephensen  used  to  sit 
and  talk  over  their  childhood  days 
and  later  days  also.  Little  inci- 
dents remembered  by  both 
became  of  great  interest.  And 
their  home,  its  beautiful  surround- 
ings, the  park  and  Slotz-sea, 
where  Thorborg  had  dreamed  her 
sweetest  dreams,  made  a  theme  for 
daily  conversation.  She  often 
grew  sad  when  she  thought  of  her 
home  and  parents,  and  one  of  her 
young  dreams  which  had  come  to 
so  little.  But  there  was  some- 
thing within  her  which  helped 
her  bear  all  disappointments,  and 
without  that   she   could   not    have 


stood,  for  there  were  many  trials 
and  disappointments  in  store  for 
her. 

Before  the  journey  was  over 
Stephensen  had  told  Thorborg 
what  she  already  knew,  that  he 
had  loved  her  since  his  boyhood, 
and  asked  her  to  share  life's  ups 
and  downs  with  him.  And  Thor- 
borg thought  that  as  she  could 
not  get  the  one  she  wanted,  she 
would  rather  marry  Stephensen 
than  anyone  else  she  knew.  She 
told  him  so,  and  he  was  content 
with  what  little  she  had  to  give, 
hoping  that  time  and  his  love 
would  change  her  feelings  for 
him.      He  was  not  mistaken. 

Thorborg  has  gone  through  a 
good  deal  of  both  one  kind  and 
another.  She  who  was  raised  in 
a  comfortable  home,  where  every- 
thing was  plentiful,  has  tasted  the 
bitterness  of  poverty.  Sickness 
and  death  have  come  to  her  as  to 
many  others;  but  she  has  the 
most  devoted  husband,  whom  she 
loves  better  than  she  thinks  she 
could  ever  have  loved  anyone  else 
in  this  world.  He  has  grown 
quite  handsome  now,  and  they 
often  laugh  together  over  the 
recollections  of  their  youth,  'when 
he  used  to  suffer  untold  tortures  at 
Langman's  gushing  conversation, 
knowing  how  unable  he  was  to 
cope  with  him. 

Thorborg's  mother  had  died 
shortly  after  her  departure  from 
home,  and  Mr.  Landsho  was  liv. 
ing  with  one  of  his  married 
daughters,  whose  eldest  child,  a 
girl  who  was  much  like  Thorborg, 
he  idolized.     Emil  was  postmaster 
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now,  and  married  to  the  prettiest 
girl  in  F.  Langman  was  the 
curate  still,  and  was  also  married, 
and  said  to  be  as  sour  and  irate 
now  as  he  had  been  sweet  before. 


Thorborg  often  tells  her  chil- 
dren of  F.,  and  the  grand  palace 
and  lovely  sea  where  she  spent 
so  many,  pleasant  hours  in  her 
youth. 


HISTORICAL  SKETCH  OF  THE  CHURCH, 

FROM  THE  TIME  OF  THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  THE  PROPHETS  JOSEPH  SMITH 

AND  HYRUM  SMITH. 


XVIII. 

A  CIRCULAR  letter  from  the 
quorum  of  the  Twelve  Apostles, 
dated  November  1st,  1845, 
appeared  in  the  Times  and  Seasons, 
from  which  we  find  the  following 
extracts: 

"A  crisis  of  extraordinary  and 
thrilling  interest  has  arrived. 
The  exodus  of  the  nation  of  the 
only  true  Israel  from  these  United 
States  to  a  far  distant  region  in 
the  West,  where  bigotry,  intol- 
erance and  insatiable  oppression 
will  have  lost  its  power  over  them, 
forms  a  new  epoch,  not  only  in 
the  history  of  the  Church,  but  of 
this  nation.  *  *  *  Jesus 
Christ  was  delivered  up  into  the 
hands  of  the  Jewish  nation  to 
save  or  condemn  them,  to  be  well 
or  maltreated  by  them  according 
to  the  determinate  council  and 
foreknowledge  of  God.  And 
regard  not  that  event  in  the  light 
of  a  catastrophe  wholly  unlooked 
for.  The  spirit  of  prophecy  has 
long  since  portrayed  in  the  Book 
of  Mormon,  what  might  be  the 
conduct  of  this  nation  towards 
the  Israel  of  the  last  days.  The 
same  spirit  of  prophecy  that  dwelt 


richly  in  the  bosom  of  Joseph  has 
time  and  again  notified  the  coun- 
selors of  this  Church  of  emergen- 
cies that  might  arise,  of  which 
this  removal  is  one,  and  that,  too, 
in  which  all  the  Latter-day  Saints 
throughout  the  length  and  breadth 
of  all  the  United  States  should 
have  a  thrilling  and  deliberate 
interest.  *  *  *  You  all  know 
and  have  doubtless  felt  for  years 
the  necessity  of  a  removal,  pro- 
vided the  government  should  not 
be  sufficiently  protective  to  allow 
us  to  worship  God  according  to 
the  dictates  of  oui  own  con- 
sciences, and  of  the  omnipotent 
voice  of  eternal  truth.  Two  can- 
not walk  together  except  they  be 
agreed.  Jacob  must  be  expatriated 
while  Esau  held  dominion.  It  was 
wisdom  for  the  child  of  promise 
to  go  far  away  from  him  that 
thirsted  for  blood.  Even  the  heir 
of  universal  kingdoms  fled  into  a 
distant  country  until  they  that 
sought  to  murder  were  dead. 
*  *  *  We  have  told  such 
tales  to  our  father  the  President, 
and  to  all  the  high-minded  Gover- 
nors, until  we  are  weary  of  it. 
We    look     far     beyond    those    by 
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whom  offenses  come,  and  discover 
a  merciful  design  in  our  Heavenly 
Father  towards  all  such  as 
patiently  endure  these  afflictions 
until  He  advises  them  that  the 
day  of  their  deliverance  has  come. 
It  is  our  design  to  remove  all  the 
Saints  as  early  next  spring  as  the 
first  appearance  of  thrifty  vegeta- 
tion. *  *  *  WTe  therefore 
invite  the  Saints  abroad  generally 
so  to  arrange  their  affairs  as  to 
come  with  their  families  in  suffi- 
cient time  to  receive  their  endow- 
ments, and  aid  in  giving  the  last 
finish  to  the  house  of  the  Lord, 
previous  to  the  great  emigration 
of  the  Church  in  the  spring.  A 
little  additional  help  in  the  heat 
of  the  day  from  those  abroad  to 
those  here  who  have  been  often 
driven  and  robbed  will  sweeten 
the  interchanges  of  fellowship, 
and  so  far  fulfill  the  law  of  Christ 
as  to  bear  one  another's  burdens. 
*  *  *  Wake  up,  wake  up, 
dear  brethren,  we  exhort  you, 
from  the  Mississippi  to  the  Atlan- 
tic, and  from  Canada  to  Florida, 
to  the  present  glorious  emergency 
in  which  the  God  of  heaven  has 
placed  you,  to  prove  your  faith  by 
3'our  works,  preparatory  to  a  rich 
endowment  in  the  temple  of  the 
Lord,  and  the  obtaining  of 
promises  and  deliverances  and 
glories  for  yourselves  and  your 
children,  and  your  dead.  *  *  * 
In  doing  so  the  blessings  of  many 
ready  to  perish  like  silent  dew 
upon  the  grass,  and  the  approba- 
tion of  generations  to  come,  and 
the  hallowed  joys  of  eternal  life 
will  rest  upon  you. " 


In  a  conference  held  in  the  citv 
of  New  York,  November  12th, 
1845,  the  leading  question  dis- 
cussed was  the  importance  of 
moving  to  the  West.  Many  were 
present  from  Long  Island,  Con- 
necticut, and  New  Jersey.  Elder 
Orson  Pratt  exhorted  the  Saints 
to  a  union  of  action  for  the  benefit 
of  the  poor,  that  they  might  not 
be  left  behind.  That  as  long  as 
the  Church  remained  among  the 
Gentiles  the  fullness  of  the  Gos- 
pel would  not  be  taken  from 
them,  and  the  Book  of  Mormon 
be  fulfilled.  Many  resolutions  in 
the  interest  of  the  Church  were 
adopted  by  the  conference,  among 
them  the  following: 

"Resolved,  That  we  hail  with 
joy  the  proclamation  of  our 
brethren  from  the  City  of  Joseph 
to  make  preparations  for  our 
immediate  departure,  and  give 
thanks  and  praise  to  our  Heavenly 
Father  that  the  day  of  our  deliver- 
ance is  so  near  at  hand. 

"Resolved,  That  the  Church  in 
New  York  City  move,  one  and  all, 
west  of  the  Rocky  Mountains, 
between  this  and  next  season, 
either  by  land  or  water;  and  that 
we  most  earnestly  pray  all  our 
brethren  in  the  Eastern  countr>' 
to  join  with  us  in  this  determina- 
tion, and  carry  it  out  effectually, 
to  the  delivery  of  the  people  of 
God  from  the  daughters  of 
Babylon,  and  not  one  left  behind. 

*'  Resolved,  That  there  are  no 
apologies  required  of  those  who 
do  not  go,  but  old  age,  sickness, 
infirmities,  and  poverty;  'for  he 
that  will    not    forsake   father    and 
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mother,  houses  and  lands,  wives 
and  children  for  me  and  my 
name's  sake,  is  not  worthy  of 
me.*" 

The  same  spirit  rested  upon 
the   churches  in  the  British  Isles. 

Apostle  Wilford  Woodruff 
wrote  a  letter  to  Apostle  George 
A.  Smith,  under  date  of  Decem- 
ber 18th,  1845,  from  Liverpool, 
England.  He  was  influenced  to 
breathe  the  same  spirit  as 
expressed  by  Elder  Pratt.  Says 
he: 

"I  have  concluded  to  return 
immediately  myself  to  America, 
and  get  my  child  in  Maine,  my 
father  and  mother  in  Connecticut, 
and  hasten  to  Nauvoo  as  speedily 
as  possible,  so  as  to  be  enabled 
to  join  the  camp  in  their  exodus 
in  the  mountains  and  the  wilder- 
ness. This  is  the  only  way  1  can 
discover  a  deliverance  for  my  own 
children  and  my  father's  house- 
hold, and  as  all  the  quorum  of  the 
Twelve,  except  myself,  are  in 
Nauvoo  to  go  with  the  camp 
(having  received  no  council  to 
tarry  here),  I  thought  I  would 
arrange  my  affairs  here  so  as  to 
accompany  them,  that  the  chain 
of  the  quorum  of  the  Twelve 
might  be  unbroken  as  they  go  out 
at  the  head  of  the  most  interest- 
ing camp  that  ever  moved,  Moses 
at  the  head  of  Israel,  and  Joshua 
with  the  Priests  and  the  rams' 
horns  not  excepted.  My  wife  and 
family,  with  Elders  Sheets  and 
Hater,  also  Brother  and  Sister 
Clark,  and  probably  some  others, 
will  leave  here  about  the  1st  of 
January,     1846,    for    Nauvoo,    by 


way  of  New  Orleans,  and  im- 
mediately after  I  shall  take  ship 
for  New  York,  accompanied  by 
Elder  Stratten,  and  shall  be  in 
Nauvoo  as  soon  as  possible.  I 
called  a  special  conference  of  all 
the  churches  in  the  British  Isles, 
which  met  at  Manchester  on  the 
14th  inst.  We  had  a  most  in- 
teresting conference.  The  follow- 
ing is  the  result  of  the  representa- 
tion of  the  churches — Eleven 
thousand  and  seventy-two  mem- 
bers, eight  High  Priests,  three 
hundred  and  ninety-two  Elders, 
five  hundred  and  ninety  Priests, 
three  hundred  and  eleven 
Teachers,  and  one  hundred  and 
eighty-eight  Deacons;  added 
since  last  conference,  one  thous- 
and five  hundred  and  seventy-five 
(being  a  period  of  eight  months). 
The  Staffordshire  Conference  was 
not  included  in  this  representa- 
tion, which  would  have  made 
several  hundred  more.  It  is  the 
largest  representation  ever  known 
in  this  country.  The  exodus  of 
the  Saints  from  Babylon  has 
given  the  Saints  in  this  country 
an  onward  spur;  they  seem  to  be 
more  than  ever  determined  to  be 
diligent  in  fulfilling  their  duty. 
*  *  *  1  have  circulated  twenty 
thousand  'Proclamations,'  com- 
mencing  with  the  Duke  of  Wel- 
lington, Sir  Robert  Peel,  and 
Lord  John  Russell,  and  so  on 
through  all  the  officers  of  the 
government,  and  the  clergy,  as 
well  as  many  of  the  Jewish 
Rabbis.  We  are  thoroughly 
known  now  throughout  England." 
How  natural,  how  simple,    how 
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beautiful,  how  unlike  ■  the  pomp, 
stiff  formality,  and  false  dignity 
which  the  Pharisaic  portion  of 
the  present  world  display  is  mani- 
fested in  the  sentiments  expressed 
by  the  Apostles! 

Elder  Orson  Pratt,  in  his  fare- 
well message  to  the  Saints  of  the 
Eastern  and  Middle  States,  dated 
at  New  Ifork,  November  8th, 
1845,  says:  "The  time  is  at  hand 
for  me  to  take  a  long  and  lasting 
farewell  to  these  Eastern  coun- 
tries, being  included,  with  my 
family,  among  tens  of  thousands 
of  American  citizens,  who  have 
the  choice  of  death  or  banishment 
beyond  the  Rocky  Mountains.  I 
have  preferred  the  latter.  *  *  * 
If  we  die  in  the  dens  and  caves 
of  the  Rocky  Mountains  we  shall 
die  where  freedom  reigns  trium- 
phantly. Liberty  in  a  solitary 
place  and  in  a  desert  is  far  more 
preferable  than  martyrdom  in 
these  pious  States.  *  *  * 
The  Lord  requires  a  sacrifice,  and 
he  that  is  not  willing  will  fail  of 
the  blessing.  *  *  *  Who 
then,  for  a  moment's  gratification, 
will  sacrifice  an  eternal  kingdom, 
where  pure  virtue,  and  love  and 
affection  shall  beam  forth  like 
the  rays  of  the  morning  sun  from 
every  joyful  .countenance?  O, 
Virtue!  How  amiable  thou  art! 
Strength  and  beauty,  excellency 
and  dignity,  and  honor  and 
immortality  are  thine  offspring! 
Gentle  peace,  pure  affection, 
unbounded  love  and  omnipotent 
power  shall  reign  triumphantly  in 
thy  habitations  forevermore. " 
The       Prophet      Moses,      who 


demanded  the  freedom  of  the 
Israelites  from  the  land  of  Egypt 
and  at  last  prevailed,  conferred 
his  ministry  of  gathering  the 
house  of  Israel  on  the  Prophet 
Joseph  Smith,  and  he  conferred  it 
on  the  Twelve  Apostles.  They 
labored  diligently  as  a  unit  to 
gather  the  Saints  to  the  Rocky 
Mountains,  to  enjoy  rest  for  a 
season,  and  to  be  sheltered  from 
the  storms  created  by  the  wicked, 
and  to  lay  a  broader  foundation 
for  future  usefulness.  They  felt 
like  the  Psalmist  when  he  said: 
"My  heart  is  fixed,  O  God,  my 
heart  is  fixed."  Their  Prophets 
lately  murdered  for  the  word  of 
God,  and  now  being  compelled 
to  leave  their  homes,  one  would 
have  thought  their  hearts  would 
flutter,  but  no,  they  were  calm, 
firm,  happy,  resolute,  established. 
They  were  resolved  to  trust  God, 
to  serve  and  praise  Him.  As  a 
poet  said: 

Sing,  though  sense  and  caraal  reason 
Fain  would  stop  the  joyful  song : 

Sing,  and  count  it  highest  treason 
For  a  Saint  to  hold  hb  tongue. 

Without  fixed  principles,  the 
slightest  temptation  will  prove 
sufficient  to  frustrate  the  object 
and  arrest  the  design.  It  is  not 
sufficient  to  begin  life  with  the 
holiest  resolutions,  but  to  con- 
tinue following  on,  to  uphold  and 
maintain  the  principles  of  the 
gospel.  To  serve  God  is  not  to 
be  done  by  mere  abstract  reason- 
ing, or  strong  resolves,  but  by 
constant  reference  to  the  divine 
will,  a  deep  sense  of  personal 
obligation,     steady     discipline   of 
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the  heart,  and  a  growing  desire  to 
know  and  to  do  the  will  of  God. 
The  object,  grave  as  it  is,  will  be 
soon  lost  sight  of  if  there  be  not 
deep  earnestness  and  perseverance 
in  its  accomplishment.  If  we  are 
not  habitually  striving  after  con- 
formity to  God,  where  is  the  evi- 
dence of  self-consecration?  To  do 
all  to  the  glory  of  God  is  the  test 
of  our  fidelity.  We  must  labor  to 
realize  the  divine  presence,  and 
to  walk  as  in  His  sight,  as  seeing 
Him  who  is  invisilbe  to  our  unin- 
spired eyes.  If  we  value  the  sal- 
vation of  one  soul  more  than  the 
attainment  of  any  earthly  good, 
we  shall  not  fail  to  put  forth  the 
most  strenuous  efforts  to  perform 
the  mission  committed  to  our 
charge  by  the  great  Head  of  the 
Church.  Why  is  this  glorious 
work  confined  comparatively  to 
the  few,  who  have  professed  to 
forsake  all  and  follow  Christ? 
Why  are  not  all  who  belong  to 
the  Church  eager  to  make  known 
the  glad  tidings  of  the  gospel  to 
the  ignorant  and  unenlightened? 
Is  it  to  be  attributed  to  lukewarm- 
ness  and  cold  indifference?  We 
owe  allegiance  to  divine  author- 
ity; we  profess  to  yield  obedience 
to  the  will  of  our  Father.  We 
are  to  be  co-workers  with  Him  in 
the  great  work  of  redemption. 
We  are  apt  to  leave  to  others 
what  we  should  do  ourselves,  and 
to  frame  an  excuse  that  we  are 
not  qualified  for  the  work  of  spiri- 
tual teachers.  We  can  all  do 
more,  far  more  than  we  think,  in 
the  full  dependence  on  the  Spirit 
of  God;  and   however   feeble   and 


imperfect  our  services,  we  shall 
in  the  attempt  enjoy  the  satisfac- 
tion that  we  have  done  something 
to  promote  the  interest  of  the 
Church  of  Christ.  Is  it  not  said 
to  us,  by  one  who  cannot  err, 
"Occupy  till  I  come?"  The 
examples  given  us  in  the  ministry 
of  God's  servants  in  this  age 
should  stimulate  us  to  perform 
our  part  in  the  spot  we  are  placed, 
faithfully  and  without  reserve, 
and  to  commend  the  gospel,  not 
only  by  our  example,  but  by  self 
consecration  to  the  truth.  May 
it  not  be  said  to  us,  "  What  owest 
thou  to  thy  Lord?"  From  the 
Times  and  Seasons,  of  December 
1st,  1845,  we  find  the  following: 
"Peace  and  union  reign  at 
Nauvoo,  and  as  to  business,  ever)' 
Saint  that  means  to  keep  the 
commandments  of  the  Lord,  and 
prepare  for  the  revelation  of  Jesus 
Christ,  is  earnestly  employed  in 
fitting  out  for  the  intended 
removal  next  spring;  or,  as  a 
willing  and  obedient  people,  many 
are  engaged  upon  the  temple, 
determined  to  finish  that  glorious 
structure  of  Latter-day  Saints' 
faith  and  works  as  a  monument 
that  they  were  industrious,  noble- 
minded  and  sincere.  *  *  * 
The  mob,  as  usual,  are  busy  in 
manufacturing  lies  about  the 
Saints;  and  what  they  lack  is 
gratuitously  supplied  by  apos- 
tates, who  naturally  drop  down 
among  the  dregs  of  society,  as  a 
fall  from  a  slaughter  house,  and 
are  devoured  up  by  beasts  of 
prey.  We  believe  also  that  the 
mob  keep   up    the   old    system   of 
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plundering  and  crying  mad  dog, 
in  order  to  prejudice  the  com- 
munity against  the  Saints;  but 
God,  who  never  fails  to  bless  the 
righteous,  is  our  friend,  and  we 
live,   and    blessed    be   His    name. 

"We  can  say  in  the  voice  of 
truth,  brethren,  be  just,  be  wise, 
be  watchful,  be  prayerful,  and  put 
away  all  evil,  and  He  that  said  to 
the  raging  waves  'peace,  be  still,' 
will  say,  *  Well  done,  good  and 
faithful  servants,  enter  into  the 
joy  of  your  Lord.*'* 

The  High  Council  of  the 
Church  at  Nauvoo  issued  a  circu- 
lar of  instructions  to  the  members 
of  the  Church,  dated  January 
20th,  1846,  from  which  we  clip 
the  following: 

"We,  the  members  of  the 
High  Council  of  the  Church,  by  the 
voice  of  all  her  authorities,  have 
unitedly  and  unanimously  agreed, 
and  embrace  this  opportunity  to 
inform  you,  that  we  intend  to 
send  out  into  the  Western  country 
from  this  place,  some  time  in  the 
early  part  of  the  month  of  March, 
a  company  of  pioneers,  consisting 
mostly  of  young,  hardy  men,  with 
some  families.  These  are  des- 
tined to  be  furnished  with  an 
ample  outfit,  taking  with  them  a 
printing  press,  farming  utensils 
of  all  kinds,  with  mill  irons,  and 
bolting  cloths,  seeds  of  all  kinds, 
grain,  etc.  *  *  *  Our  pioneers 
are  instructed  to  proceed  West 
until  they  find  a  good  place  to 
make  a  crop,  in  some  good  valley 
in  the  neighborhood  of  the  Rocky 
Mountains,  where  they  will  not 
infringe  upK)n  any  one,  and  be  not 


likely  to  be  infringed  upon. 
*  *  *  We  also  further  declare, 
for  the  satisfaction  of  some  who 
have  concluded  that  our  griev- 
ances have  alienated  us  from  our 
country,  that  our  patriotism  has 
not  been  overcome  by  fire,  by 
sword,  by  daylight  nor  by  mid- 
night assassinations,  which  we 
have  endured;  neither  have  they 
alienated  us  from  the  institutions 
of  our  country.  Should  Hostilities 
arise  between  the  government  of 
the  United  States  and  any  other 
power,  in  relation  to  the  possess- 
ing the  Territory  of  Oregon,  we 
are  on  hand  to  sustain  the  claim 
of  the  United  States  government 
to  that  country.  It  is  geographi- 
cally ours;  and  of  right  no  foreign 
power  should  hold  dominion 
there;  and  if  our  services  are 
required  to  prevent  it,  those  ser- 
vices will  be  cheerfully  rendered 
according  to  our  ability.  We  feel 
the  injuries  that  we  have  sus- 
tained, and  are  not  insensible  of 
the  wrongs  we  have  suffered;  still 
we  are  Americans,  and  should  our 
country  be  invaded,  we  hope  to 
do  at  least  our  part.  *  *  * 
We  agreed  to  leave  the  country 
for  the  sake  of  peace,  upon  the 
condition  that  no  more  vexatious 
prosecutions  be  instituted  against 
us.  In  good  faith  we  labored  to 
fulfill  this  engagement.  *  *  * 
But  there  are  some  who  are 
unwilling  that  we  should  have  an 
existence  anywhere.  But  our 
destinies  are  in  the  hands  of 
God,  and  so  also  theirs.  *  *  * 
Men  who  wish  to  buy  property 
very  cheap,  to  benefit  themselves. 
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and  are  willing  to  benefit  us,  are 
invited  to  call  and  look,  and  our 
prayer  shall  ever  be  that  justice 
and  judgment,  mercy  and  truth 
may  be  exalted,    not   only   in   our 


own  land,  but  throughout  the 
world,  and  the  will  of  God  be 
done  on  earth  as  it  is  done  in 
heaven. " 

David  John. 


ETIQUETTE. 


ETIQUETTE. 

HINTS  ON  THE    ETIQUETTE    AND  COMFORT 
OF  TRAVELING. 

A  GREAT  number  of  people  are 
contemplating  a  trip  to  the 
World's  Fair  or  somewhere  else 
this  summer,  and  as  many  of  the 
girls  who  will  go  on  various  jour- 
neys are  inexperienced,  and  per- 
haps are  already  wondering  what 
are  the  best  things  to  do  in  pre- 
paration, we  may  be  able  to  drop 
an  idea  or  two  that  \vill  prove 
helpful.  With  this  in  view,  I 
asked  one  of  our  sisters,  who  for 
many  years  has  traveled  on  long 
and  short  journeys,  under  almost 
all  conditions,  what  she  thought 
the  most  essential  thing  to  know 
in  traveling.  She  answered 
promptly,  "It  is  to  know  how  to 
get  along  with  a  very  few  parcels 
and  as  little  luggage  as  possible." 

Most  people,  women  in  particu- 
lar, burden  themselves  or  their 
friends  with  altogether  too  many 
unnecessary  things,  and  some- 
times ignore  those  most  essential. 
First,  then,  you  should  carry  just 
as  little  luggage  into  the  car  as 
possible,  and  all  separate  pieces 
should  have  your  name  and 
address  plainly  written  or  printed 
upon  them,  which  will  insure 
their  being   forwarded   to   you    in 


case  they  are  left  upon  the  seat. 
Your  traveling  habit  should  be 
suitable  in  warmth  to  the  season, 
of  durable  texture,  not  easy  to 
crease,  of  some  subdued  shade, 
and  above  all  made  plain  and 
comfortable.  An  over-dressed, 
fussy  appearance  while  on  a  jour- 
ney is  vulgar.  Bright  ribbons 
lace  and  jewelry  show  lack  of 
good  taste  no  matter  what  wealth 
you  possess.  Always  carry  a  good 
warm  shawl  and  very  light  rub- 
bers— the  real  article  is  very 
flexible  requiring  little  space;  also 
a  pair  of  soft  slippers  for  a  long 
distance  securing  ease  and  rest  for 
the  feet,  that  become  cramped  and 
numb  from  inaction. 

There  should  be  carried  a  small 
satchel,  with  all  the  necessary 
toilet  articles,  among  which  be 
sure  and  place  a  generous  roll  of 
soft  white  rags,  ready  for  daily 
use  or  emergencies.  Thus  armed, 
you  are  safe  from  many  embar- 
rassments that  might  arise. 
Never  leave  home,  especially  if 
going  out  of  the  Territory,  with- 
out carrying  a  small  bottle  of  con- 
secrated oil.  You  have  then  a 
remedy  for  every  known  ill,  and 
one  which  God  has  chosen  for 
your  use  and  benefit.  One  lady 
accustomed  to  traveling  remarked, 
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"One  of  the  greatest  comforts  on 
a  journey  is  a  number  of  pockets. 
They  are  the  only  things  I  enjoy 
in  man's  apparel."  Put  two  or 
three  into  your  underskirt,  and 
make  them  broad  and  deep,  or 
button  them  on  to  a  band  around 
the  waist.  Here  they  are  safe 
and  handy.  An  air  cushion  will 
be  found  indispensible  to  com- 
fort for  a  delicate  person.  It  can 
be  used  for  the  head,  back  or 
feet,  and  is  sold  at  any  drug 
store.  Don't  read  much  on  the 
train;  it  is  injurious  to  the  eyes; 
but  if  you  must  read  procure 
books  of  large  print,  and  if  the 
eyes  are  weak  carry  smoked 
glasses  for  protection  against 
cinders  and  the  strain  of  sight- 
seeing. If  you  have  plenty  of 
money  there  is  little  that  need  be 
said,  but  to  ordinary  mortals  a 
good  deal  of  care  and  forethought 
is  necessary  in  order  that  one 
may  secure  all  the  comfort  possi- 
ble from  a  limited  amount;  and 
here,  "To  be  forewarned  is  to  be 
forearmed. " 

Now  we  will  consider  the  in- 
dispensable lunch  basket  to  the 
ordinary  traveler.  If  your  return 
is  not  to  be  immediate,  a  large, 
strong  pasteboard  box  is  the  best, 
and  can  be  discarded  at  any  time. 
If  your  journey  is  a  long  one, 
take  only  fresh  bread  or  sand- 
wiches, enough  to  last  the  first  or 
second  day  out.  Have  nicely 
shortened  biscuits,  fresh  crackers 
or  some  kind  of  bread  stuff  that 
will  not  easily  dry.  Some  of  the 
various  kinds  of  dried  or  prepared 
meats,  roast  or   pressed   chicken. 


uncut,  boiled  tongue,  hard  boiled 
eggs,  etc.,  a  bottle  of  good  pickles; 
chow  chow  is  too  mussy.  Saratoga 
chips  are  very  nice,  and  good  fruit 
cake,  jelly  and  bottled  fruits  are 
all  acceptable.  A  can  of  evapo- 
rated cream,  a  miniature  alcohol 
lamp,  and  a  pint  cup  afford 
accommodations  for  tea,  cocoa  or 
any  warm  drink  desired.  A 
bottle  of  good  Jamaica  ginger  or 
some  simple  remedy  for  cramps 
or  nausea,  is  a  necessity  for  one 
not  used  to  journeying.  Be  sure 
and  have  a  supply  of  large  nap- 
kins, and  for  the  one  who  pre- 
sides over  the  meals,  a  large 
apron  is  the  best  protection, 
especially  when  children  are  in 
charge.  If  you  do  not  occupy  a 
berth,  it  is  wise  to  have  a  soft 
silk  cap,  made  in  any  style  to 
suit  the  taste,  as  a  protection  to 
the  head  and  hair  at  night  from 
draughts,  dust  and  cinders. 

These  are  all  small  items, 
requiring  little  space,  but  they 
free  the  mind  from  many  a  use- 
less care,  and  enhance  our 
pleasures  abroad.  The  inexper- 
ienced traveler  is  readily  known 
by  his  flurry  and  mistakes.  If  a 
lad}'  is  unaccustomed  to  travel 
she  reveals  the  fact  by  a  general 
impatience,  restlessness  and 
absentmindedness.  In  her  lack 
of  self-possession  she  forgets 
several  things  she  intended  to 
bring,  and  her  continual  fault- 
finding at  flies,  dust,  heat,  delay 
and  other  trials,  all  betray  the 
fact  that  she  has  not  hitherto 
been  accustomed  to  these  difficul- 
ties. 
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The  true  lady  or  gentleman 
will  always  consult  the  con- 
venience of  others  while  travel- 
ing. Care  should  be  exercised 
that  no  one  be  incommoded  by 
your  opening  doors  or  windows 
in  a  railway  coach.  Avoid  much 
talking,  as  an  undue  effort  will 
be  required  to  talk  above  the 
noise  of  the  train,  and  be  cautious 
of  the  subjects  chosen  in  conver- 
sation. Avoid  eating  at  irregular 
times  on  the  journey,  and  do  not 
drop  any  refuse  on  •  the  floor  of 
the  car,  nor  throw  fruit  parings 
in  the  aisles  to  endanger  passen- 
gers. Be  very  careful  about 
exposing  your  money  or  any 
valuables.  Avoid  undue  haste  and 
excitement  by  forethought.  Have 
a  plan  matured,  and  when  the 
time  comes  to  act  you  will  know 
what  to  do.  Ladies  and  gentle- 
men who  are  strangers,  being 
thrown  into  the  company  of  each 
other  for  a  long  journey,  need 
not  necessarily  refuse  to  speak  to 
each  other,  while  the  lady  should 
be  guarded.  A  speaking  acquaint- 
ance may  be  made  with  certain 
reserve,  a  modest  demeanor;  and 
dignified,  refined  bearing,  is  a 
woman's  best  protection  while 
traveling,  as  on  all  other  occa- 
sions. 

For  the  benefit  of  the  lady  who 
may  be  traveling  alone  the  follow- 
ing suggestions  are  made: 

"The  lady  should  enter  a  hotel 
by  the  ladies*  entrance.  When 
the  parlor  is  reached  she  should 
send  for  the  proprietor  or  clerk, 
present  her  card,  and  state  the 
length  of  time  that  she  designs  to 


remain.  To  make  the  time  spent 
at  the  hotel  pass  agreeably,  care 
should  be  taken  to  obtain  a 
pleasant  room  that  will  allow  the 
entrance  of  sunshine  and  fresh 
air.  By  requesting  the  waiter  to 
do  so,  he  will  meet  the  lady  at 
the  entrance  of  the  dining  room 
and  conduct  her  to  a  seat,  thus 
saving  her  the  necessity  of  cross- 
ing the  room  without  an  escort. 
Meeting  friends  at  the  table,  the 
lady  should  converse  in  a  voice 
so  low  and  quiet  as  not  to  attract 
attention  from  strangers,  particu- 
larly should  she  avoid  loud 
laughter,  or  any  conspicuous  evi- 
dence of  commenting  upon  others. 
Orders  at  the  table  should  be 
given  in  a  low  yet  clear,  distinct 
voice.  In  the  interval  while 
waiting  to  be  served,  it  is  allow- 
able to  read  a  paper.  Staring 
about  the  room,  handling  of  the 
knife,  spoons,  or  other  articles 
upon  the  table  should  be  avoided. 
Do  not  point  to  a  dish  wanted; 
a  look  in  the  direction  of  the 
article  desired,  and  a  request  to 
the  waiter  that  it  be  passed,  will 
secure  the  dish  without  trouble. 
The  lady  in  the  dining  room 
should  avoid  dressing  in  an  ela- 
borate cosiiime.  Unless  accom- 
panied by  a  gentleman,  a  very 
modest  dress  is  in  best  taste, 
and  no  lady  will  take  her  supper 
in  the  dining  room  late  in  the 
evening  without  an  escort.  It  is 
in  better  taste  to  have  the  meal 
sent  to  her  room.  She  should 
also  avoid  loitering  in  the  halls  or 
standing  alone  at  the  hotel  win- 
dows.      Unless    invited,     a    lady 
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should  not  play  upon  the  piano 
in  the  hotel  parlor,  nor  sing  if 
there  are  others  in  the  room, 
neither  should  she  sing  or  hum 
tunes  when  passing  through  the 
halls.  Trunks  and  rooms  should 
be  carefully  locked  when  leaving 
them,  and  valuables  should  be 
given  into  the  hands  of  the  pro- 
prietor for  deposit  in  the  safe, 
the  guest  ringing  whenever  she 
requires  them  during  her  stay. 
The  lady  in  her  unattended  con- 
dition will  probably  require  con- 
siderable assistance  from  some 
of  the  waiters,  who  should  be 
suitably  remunerated  when  she 
leaves.  Instead  of  scolding  at 
servants  who  are  neglectful  of 
their  duty,  complain  to  the 
housekeeper  or  proprietor.  Polite 
requests  of  the  servants  will, 
however,  usually  secure  an 
immediate  and  pleasant  response. 
When  intending  to  leave  upon  a 
special  train,  care  should  be 
taken     to     have     trunks     packed, 


tickets  purchased,  and  all  ar- 
rangements made  sufficiently  long 
before  the  time  of  starting  to 
avoid  hurry  or  mistakes." 

While  traveling,  train  yourself 
to  observe  keenly  and  carefully 
all  you  see.  Note  well  the  places 
you  visit,  the  names  of  cities, 
stations,  hotels,  public  buildings, 
and  all  places  and  things  of  inter- 
est, so  that  upon  your  return  home 
when  qustioned  about  these  things 
you  will  not  be  obliged  to  say, 
"Oh  I  did  not  notice,"  or  "Oh  I 
can't  remember  where  it  was." 

Form  the  habit  of  fixing  in  your 
mind  and  making  note  on  paper 
of  every  incident  of  interest  to  you 
with  a  view  to  repeating  it  for  the 
pleasure  or  profit  of  your  friends, 
thus  will  you  live  over  and  over 
again  what  once  interested  you, 
and  at  the  same  time  will  you  be- 
come a  benefactor  by  broadening 
the  views  of  others. 

Selia  Wesiwood. 


SAYINGS  OF  THE  PROPHET  JOSEPH  SMITH. 


Sister  Susa  Young  Gates: 

A  SAYING  of  the  Prophet  has 
just  come  to  my  mind,  and  1  sit 
right  down  and  pencil  it  off.  I 
heard  him  say  that  he  hoped  the 
spirit  of  invention  and  improve- 
ment would  rest  upon  this  people, 
as  it  was  upon  the  Gentiles,  for 
unless  it  did  there  would  many  very 
useful  and  important  inventions  be  | 


lost  to  the  world  when  the  great 
destruction  of  nations  comes,  and 
then  it  will  probably  take  hun- 
dreds of  years  to  reproduce  them 
again  among  men;  yes,  and  per- 
haps thousands  of  years  before 
they  will  get  back  upon  the  earth. 
He  spoke  as  though  there  was 
a  continued  repetition  of  God's 
works  among  nations,  and  noth- 
ing  was    new,    as    though    "what 
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has  been  will  be,  and  what  will  be 
has  been." 

Sister  Zina  D.  Young,  "Aunt 
Zina,"  as  she  is  familiarly  called 
by  young  people,  and  some 
women  old  enough  to  be  her 
mother  call  her  the  same,  was  at 
my  house  a  day  or  twp  in  the  last 
week,  and  related  a  miracle  that 
took  place  about  the  year  1835,  at 
or  near  Sackett's  Harbor,  New 
York,  near  our  home  at  that 
time,  under  the  administration  of 
David  Patten,  the  martyred 
Apostle,  one  of  the  first  Twelve 
that  was  chosen  by  the  Prophet 
Joseph  Smith. 

A  sister  in  the  Church  by  the 
name  of  Childs  went  to  hear  the 
Apostle  preach,  and  while  at 
meeting  a  little  girl,  about  five 
years  old,  at  home,  by  some 
accident  had  her  clothing  take 
fire,  and  burned  her  body  so 
badly  that  it  was  feared  she 
might  die.  Some  of  the  neigh- 
bors thought  it  served  the  parents 
right  if  she  did  get  burned,  for 
they  had  no  business  at  a  Mor- 
mon meeting. 

Such  was  the  unpopularity  of 
Mormonism  then,  and  such  the 
bitter  feeling  against  a  gospel 
that  held  that  miracles  could  be 
performed  now  as  in  the  days  of 
Jesus  and  His  Apostles. 

The  parents  of  the  girl  under- 
stood Mormonism  and  believed 
it  to  be  the  same  gospel  that 
Jesus  preached,  and  accordingly 
sent  for  the  Mormon  Elder  to 
come  and  administer  to  their 
child.  The  Elder,  or  Apostle 
that  he  was,    came    and    anointed 


the  child  with  oil,  laid  his  hands 
upon  its  head,  prayed  for  the 
little  sufferer,  and  promised  that 
as  a  testimony  that  the  gift  of 
healing  had  been  restored  to  the 
earth,  promised  that  that  child 
should  get  welJ,  and  that  the 
burned  place  should  always  be  of 
another  color  from  the  rest  of  the 
body. 

This  promise  was  verified,  and 
Sister  Zina  afterwards  saw  the 
burned  place  upon  the  girl's 
body,  which  was  of  a  bright  pink 
color,  and  the  skin  was  raised  a 
little  above  the  other  skin. 

There  had  been  no  sore  place  to 
leave  a  scar,  but  the  skin  dried  and 
healed  over  without  more  pain. 

Whenever  Sister  Zina  comes  to 
my  house  it  is  generally  an  occa- 
sion for  a  family  gathering  of  my 
children  and  grand-children.  I 
have  five  children  with  families 
living  within  half  a  mile  of  my 
house.  On  these  occasions  of 
gathering  to  visit  her,  we  have 
some  wonderful  rehearsals  of  old- 
time  events  in  Kirtland,  Missouri, 
Nauvoo,  and  from  there  along  the 
road  to  Utah. 

1  believe  there  are  very  few 
families  in  the  Church  that  enjoy 
more  private  historical  sketches, 
involving  gifts  of  the  gospel, 
manifestations  of  the  power  of 
the  Lord,  and  hardships  of  Saints 
in  early  times.  Sometimes  we  are 
favored  with  very  spicy  and  amus- 
ing bits  of  primitive  ways  and 
original  manners. 

Kindly  yours. 

Oliver  B.  Huntington. 

Springville,  March  24th,  1893. 
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EDITOR'S  DEPARTMENT. 


TONGUE. 

If  there  is  one  thing  more  dis- 
agreeable than  another  it  is  to 
have  your  intimate  friend  or  your 
daily  companion  a  person  who 
talks  of  nothing  but  their  own 
woes  and  the  various  sicknesses 
and  trials  of  their  children.  How 
well  I  remember  Aunt  Eliza 
Snow's  admirable  advice,  whether 
I  take  it  or  not  is  another  thing, 
but  it  is  good  enough  to  repeat 
every  day.  She  used  to  say, 
"  Never  tell  any  body  if  you  are  sick 
or  sorry.  Don't  make  others  weary 
with  your  complainings. "  Presi- 
dent Young  said  once  in  a  sermon 
that  he  kept  his  troubles  to  him- 
self, and  bothered  no  man  with 
any  recital  of  his  difficulties. 
This  was  so  true  of  him  that  if  a 
member  of  his  family  ever  asked 
how  he  was  if  he  happened  to  be 
sick,  they  were  sure  to  be 
answered  with  some  witty  jest 
which  made  them  almost  ashamed 
of  having  enquired.  No  one  ever 
heard  that  remarkable  man  tell 
his  daily  and  hourly  trials  as  no 
one  that  I  ever  knew  of  ever 
heard  Aunt  Eliza  Snow  say  she 
was  sick  or  felt  ill.  Do  you 
know  the  woman  who  occupies 
your  whole  time  when  calling 
upon  you,  or  when  you  call  upon 
her,  with  wonderful  tales  of  how 
Janie  was  at  death's  door  the 
night  before  while  just  then  Janie 
is  engaged  in  devouring  green 
apples  on  the  back  stoop?  Or 
who  tells  you  of  the  terrible   time 


she  had  with  her  own  especial 
weakness,  all  was  ending  with  the 
assertion  that  she  knows  "  there  is 
something  wrong  with  her  inside." 
If  there  is  nothing  wrong  any- 
where else  there  is  something 
certainly  going  to  be  wrong  in 
her  brain,  and  she  will  sooner  or 
later  get  the  disease  she  has 
been  holding  out  invitations  to 
for  years.  If  you  exercise  your  I 
faith,  or  in  other  words  keep  tell- 
ing yourself  and  others  that  you 
know  you  are  going  to  have  such 
and  such  a  disease,  you  will 
finally  get  it  in  all  its  strength. 
Why  can't  we  talk  of  something 
good  or  bad  that  is,  of  something 
which  needs  to  be  talked  about? 
Now  if  ever  we  have  had  an 
experience,  whether  it  was  good 
or  bad,  whether  it  was  in  sick- 
ness or  in  health,  if  that  bit  of 
experience  will  help  someone  else 
to  learn  a  lesson,  if  it  will  add 
one  grain  to  another's  needed 
knowledge,  then  let  us  draw  it 
forth  and  tell  just  how  it  all 
happened.  I  know  of  people, 
one  or  two,  who  never  think  of 
blaming  their  troubles  on  anyone 
or  anything,  but  who,  the  moment 
sickness  or  trouble  overtakes 
them,  ask  themselves  at  once, 
what  have  I  done  to  break  the 
law,  or  if  I  have  done  nothing 
what  is  the  lesson  my  Father 
wants  me  to  learn  in  this  matter? 
All  sorts  of  trials  to  such  people 
are  of  the  utmost  value,  for  they 
are  just  so  much  experience-capi- 
tal to  put  to  the  utmost  good  use 
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in  whatever  time  and  place  the 
Spirit  seems  to  direct.  Depend 
upon  It  your  Father  knows  as 
much  about  your  present  circum- 
stances as  you  do,  and  He  is  try- 
ing to  get  you  to  learn  some 
lesson.  Of  what  use  is  it  then 
to  constantly  talk  and  think  of 
the  temporal  side  of  the  trial  or 
sickness,  while  you  never  give 
the  spiritual  cause  a  moment's 
thought?  Another  part  of  this 
is,  that  the  influence  of  mind 
over  matter  is  so  great  that  if  we 
can  once  learn  to  hold  our 
tongues  about  what  we  are  going 
through,  whether  it  be  in  sickness 
or  in  other  trials,  we  shall  have 
a  vastly  increased  amount  of 
power  to  overcome  and  gain  the 
victory.  A  strong  mind  rarely  if 
ever  talks  of  what  is  to  be  done, 
but  may  speak  of  what  has  been 
done.  If  I  hear  anyone  say  they 
are  going  to  do  such  and  such  a 
thing,  I  am  about  sure  they  will 
do  nothing  of  the  sort.  Words 
are  the  weakest  as  well  as  the 
strongest  things  on  earth.  They 
are  weak  when  they  betray  our 
spirits,  and  they  are  strong  when 
they  obey  an  intelligent  will. 
Are  you  the  slave  of  your 
tongue?      Then    from     this    very 


moment  try,  don't  say  what  you 
are  going  to  do,  but  quietly  and 
prayerfully  set  to  work  to  over- 
come your  master  weakness. 
Paul  the  Apostle,  knew  what 
deadly  power  lurked  under  the 
tongue  and  gave  the  strongest 
advice  to  conquer  its  subtle 
power.  Temptation  is  weak  if 
the  power  over  the  tongue  be, 
strong,  and  a  man  of  few  words, 
whatever  else  he  may  or  may  not 
be  has  a  power  undreamed  of  by 
the  talkative  man.  Anger,  vice, 
wickedness  of  nearly  every  form 
generates  and  breeds  swarms  of 
other  sins  when  rolled  over  a 
heedless  tongue.  Let  me  warn 
my  dear  girl  readers.  Seek  to 
control  that  tongue.  If  you  suc- 
ceed in  repressing  just  once  a 
foolish  expression  or  an  angry 
word,  next  time  when  you  try 
you  will  find  it  doubly  easy  to 
do.  And  then,  if  you  should  fail, 
don't  be  discouraged.  Remem- 
ber my  frequent  advice— there  is 
no  failure  only  when  you  give  up 
trying  altogether.  One  failure, 
two,  or  half  a  dozen  must  not 
prevent  your  trying  again  and 
still  again.  Never  give  up,  and 
don't  say  to  anyone  what  you 
mean  to  do,  but  just  do  it. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


Palmer  House,  Chicago. 

May  20,  1893. 
Dear  Journal: 

It  goes    without   question   that 
you  are  interested   in    the   sisters 


who  came  to  this  great  congress 
of  women  as  representatives  from 
our  own  loved  Utah. 

Well,  the  day  upon   which   our 
meetings  were  held  was   the   19th 
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of  this  month.  It  dawned  clear 
and  warm,  for  which  we  were 
thankful,  as  it  has  been  very  cold 
nearly  all  the  time  since  our 
arrival. 

At  ten  a.m.  one  of  the  large 
halls,  designated  as  Hall  VH,  was 
well  filled  with  an  intelligent  and 
interested  audience.  As  you  have 
no  doubt  read  our  programme,  it  is 
needless  to  repeat  it  here.  Our 
president,  Zina  D.  H.  Young,  pre- 
sided in  her  sweet,  motherly  way, 
and  gave  a  brief  but  pleasing  ad- 
dress of  welcome. 

First  Vice-President  Jane  S. 
Richards  gave  her  report,  which 
was  one  to  be  proud  of,  in  a  clear 
and  business-like  manner. 

Sister  Home  followed  with  her 
graphic  description  of  the  early 
days  of  Utah's  settlement,  and 
tedious  journey  there.  The  papers 
speak  of  her  as  beaming  on  the 
audience  like  a  rose  in  winter. 

The  Primary  and  Sunday 
School  Organizations,  with  all  of 
Zion's  "best  crop,"  were  well 
represented  by  Sister  Zina  Young 
Card,  and  as  she  wore  a  home- 
made silk  dress,  the  audience 
were  informed  of  the  fact,  and 
many  favorable  comments  were 
passed  upon  this  added  proof  of 
Utah  womens'  skill. 

Sister  Nellie  Little's  paper  on 
the  Amusements  of  the  Early 
Days  was  very  well  read,  and 
received  favorable  comment  from 
the  press. 

Sister  Emmeline  S.  Wells 
talked  to  them  of  our  authors  and 
journalists,   and,    what    interested 


them  most,  of  the  unique  system 
of  grain  saving  by  our  sisters. 

But  the  gem  of  the  morning 
meeting  was  Dr.  Hughes  Can- 
non's paper  on  "Types  of 
Women."  The  rendering  and 
subject  matter  were  all  given  in  a 
grand  and  masterly  manner. 

Sister  Electa  Bullock  read  in  a 
captivating  manner  her  paper  on 
"Industrial  Women,"  and  merited 
the  rounds  of  applause  she  re- 
ceived. 

A  striking  feature  was  the  com- 
ing to  the  stand  of  our  old-time 
friend  and  champion,  Mrs.  Eliza- 
beth Sele  Saxon,  who  paid  as 
high  a  tribute  and  told  more  truth 
about  us  than  it  has  ever  been 
my  good  fortune  to  hear  from  any 
friend.  Of  course  we  could  not 
agree  that  all  she  said  was  strictly 
in  accord  with  our  sentiments  and 
belief;  but  she  told  of  the  sweet 
charities,  the  true,  pure  lives  led 
by  the  sisters  of  our  Church. 

The  music  was  the  most  attrac- 
tive feature,  and  elicited  great 
praise,  and  every  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A. 
member  can  be  justly  proud  of 
the  vocal  and  instrumental  efforts 
of  their  sisters,  who  represented 
them  at  this  great  assemblage. 

Sister  Sarah  Kimball  made  a 
prayer  that  was  a  sermon  to  begin 
with  and  Sister  E.  S.  Taylor 
concluded  the  meeting  by  one  as 
soul  stirring,  and  the  people 
gathered  round*  at  the  close 
eagerly  and  respectfully  soliciting 
introductions  and  information 
from  one  and  all  of  our  party  who 
could  lend  a  listening  ear. 

The      evening       meeting      was 
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crowded  to  the  halls  and  door- 
ways even.  The  song  "God  is 
Love**  (music  by  Joseph  J. 
Daynes),  created  quite  a  sensa- 
tion, as  it  floated  through  the 
throng,  and  breathless  attention 
was  the  reward,  Miss  Kate  Rom- 
ney  beng  complimented  especially 
for  the  beautiful  manner  in  which 
she  played  the  organ,  a  very 
grand  one  of  two  key  boards 
being  secured  for  the  meetings. 

The  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.  exercises 
were  a  success  every  way.  The 
articles  of  Sisters  May  Talmage 
and  Mattie  Tingey,  with  Miss 
Farnsworth,  were  the  most  strik- 
ing. Mrs.  Isabella  Beecher  Hooker 
and  Mrs.  Solomon  Thatcher  ex- 
pressed a  willingness  to  address 
the  assemblage,  and  both  ex- 
pressed their  surprise  and  pleasure 
over  the  exalted,  refined,  and  pure 
sentiments  uttered  by  our  young 
girls;  but  the  organizations  that 
existed  amongst  us  were  the  points 
of  deepest  interest,  and  truly  we 
lead  the  world  in  this  particular 
feature. 

Apostle  John  Henry  Smith, 
Brother  Romney,  Dr.  Talmage 
and  Bishop  Taylor  gave  us  their 
approval  at  its  close,  and  all  were 
cognizant  of  the  fact  that  God  was 
with  us.  A  Member. 


HOW  I  BOUGHT  THE  TOY  LAMB  FOR 
THE  BABY. 

It  was  baby's  birthday.  1  was 
in  Chicago,  hundreds  of  miles 
from  home  and  my  baby  sister, 
but  that  was  small  excuse  for 
neglecting     the    usual    gift.      So, 


accompanied  by  a  lady  friend, 
we  went  down  to  Seigle  & 
Cooper's,  the  largest  retail  store 
in  the  world,  so  Chicagoans  say, 
where  anything  from  a  hairpin  to 
a  piano   can  be  bought. 

A  pair  of  new  shoes  had  caused 
me  much  discomfort  on  my 
travels  thitherward:  so  I  went 
first  to  the  shoe  counter,  and 
asking  for  a  size  larger,  was 
assured  that  the  ones  fitted  to 
my  feet  would  prove  as  easy  a.<5 
a  glove. 

Then  the  search  for  something 
for  baby  began.  Dresses,  caps, 
sashes  and  toys  took  us  from 
counter  to  counter,  and  we  found 
ourselves  at  last  in  the  upper 
story  of  the  mammoth  building,  in 
the  farthest  corner,  looking  at 
dolls,  rattles  and  animals.  As 
baby's  t"»y  collection  was  rather 
extensive,  I  found  it  hard  to 
decide,  but  at  last  chose  a  large, 
white,  wooly  lamb,  which  nodded 
its  fleecy  head  in  quite  a  lamb- 
like fashion  and  emitted  quite  a 
lamb-like  ba-a,  ba-a,  as  its  head 
sprung  back  into  place. 

On  the  way  down  stairs  a 
student's  cap  and  a  cute  little 
red  English  walking  hat  attracted 
me  and  the  two  hats  were  bought 
to  send  on  to  the  two  little  boy 
brothers.  Reaching  the  lower 
floor  I  asked  to  be  directed  to 
the  office  so  that  I  might  give 
the  address  for  the  package  to 
be  expressed  to  my  western 
home.  I  was  directed  to  a  man 
who  was  doing  up  all  sorts  of 
bundles. 

"I  wish  to   have  these    sent    to 
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Salt  Lake  City,  Utah,"  I  said 
courteously  to  him. 

"You  will  have  to  take  the 
parcels  back  to  the  clerks  who 
sold  them  to  you  and  have  them 
packed  properly." 

"But,  my  dear  sir,  I  can't  go 
back  all  over  this  immense  build- 
ing.     I  am  in  a  great  hurry." 

"Did  the  clerk  who  sold  you 
this  lamb  know  you  wanted  it 
sent  away  by  express?" 

"I  think  she  did." 

"Then  take  me  to  her,  and  she 
shall  be  corrected  severely  for 
not  attending  to  her  business. 
You  see,  madam,  each  depart- 
ment has  the  facilities  for  packing 
their  own  goods.  Now  there  is 
nothing  at  all  suitable  for  pack- 
ing a  toy  lamb  anywhere  but  in 
that  department." 

"Haven't  you  a  boy  you  can 
send  up  there  after  the  box?"  I 
exclaimed. 

"My  dear  madam,  come  with 
me,  and  I  will  deal  with  this 
cleik. " 

"  Pray  save  yourself  the  trouble. 
The  girl  put  on  her  hat  while 
we  were  waiting  to  have  the  lamb 
wrapped  up,  and  told  the  others 
she  was  going  to  her  dinner. 
Haven't  you  some  sort  of  a 
wooden  box  that  will  do?" 

"Well,  you  see,  madam,  each 
department  does  its  own  work 
and  no  other.     You  see " 

"What  a  ridiculous  concern 
this  must  be!"  I  said  impatiently. 
"Not  able  to  box  up  a  lamb  for 
shipment  except  in  only  one 
place. " 

"It     is      the      most      complete 


establishment  in  the  whole  world. 
You  see,  madam,  each  depart- 
ment  " 

"Isn't  there  an  errand  boy  who 
can  go  up  after  this  box?"  I  in- 
terrupted. 

"Each  boy  has  his  own 
separate  work  to  do,  madam;  and 
you  see " 

"I  see  that  the  whole  place  is 
a  humbug,"  I  exclaimed  out  of 
all  patience.  "Here  I  am,  with 
no  time  to  lose,  enough  monej' 
to  pay  promptly  for  the  shipment 
of  these  things  to  my  home,  and 
I  can't  get  it  done.  What  sort 
of  a  business  establishment  do 
you  call  that,  pray?" 

"This  is  the  finest  establish- 
ment in  this  world,"  went  on  the 
calm  voice  of  the  stolid  clerk. 
"You  see  that  toy  lamb  came 
from  a  special  department " 

"My  dear  sir,"  I  said,  pressing 
upon  him  the  white,  woolly  lamb, 
with  its  plaintive  ba-a  and  docile 
nod,  "take  this  toy  lamb.  I 
present  it  with  my  choicest  com- 
pliments to  the  head  of  this  firm. 
It  shall  be  his  Christmas  gift." 

"My  dear  madam,  my  dear 
madam, " 

"Take  the  lamb,  my  dear  sir. 
I  would  not  carry  it  about  with 
me  all  over  the  United  States 
for  all  Seigle  and  Cooper's  store." 

"My  dear  madam,"  exclaimed 
the  now  thoroughly  aroused  clerk. 

"Haven't  you  a  shipping 
department?"  my  friend  asked 
quietly. 

"To  be  sure;  you  must  have,"  I 
said  with  triumph.     "Let  me  give 
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you  the  money  and  the  address," 
producing  my  purse  with  alacrity. 

"Wait,  madam;  I  will  send 
down  for  the  head  of  the  shipping 
department. " 

A  ten  minutes  wait,  which 
began  to  be  painful,  because  of  a 
newer  pair  of  new  shoes,  was  at 
last  terminated  by  the  appearance 
of  another  quiet-voiced  individual. 

"This  lady  wants  this  toy 
lamb  and  these  caps  sent  to  her 
home  in  the  west,"  said  the 
bundle- tier. 

"Well,  then,  why  wasn't  that 
lamb  done  up  in  Department  A, 
on  Floor  B,  in  Section  C?"  calmly 
inquired  the  head  of  the  shipping 
department. 

"Sir,"  I  interposed  hastily, 
"haven't  you  a  wooden  box 
downstairs  suitable  to  hold  this 
lamb  and  its  wool,  or  isn't  there 
a  carpenter  in  the  establishment, 
or  an  errand  boy,  who  can  go  up 
to  Department  A  and  Section  C? 
What  sort  of  an  establishment  is 
this  anyway?"  I  asked  in  the 
impressive  language  of  the  street. 

"This  is  the  finest  establish- 
ment," he  began. 

Wild  with  impatience,  I  cried 
"Can  this  woolly  lamb  be  shipped 
to  my  home  or  can  it  not?  If 
not,  then  I  shall  either  give  it 
straightway  to  you  as  a  free-will 
donation  or  offer  it  upon  the  altar 
of  demolition  and  go  my  way. 
My  train  leaves  in  one  hour  and 
a  half." 

"Oh  well,  let  me  see,"  he  said 
deliberately.  "Now  you  want 
this  lamb  sent;  anything  else?" 

"You      can    send      a     hundred 


pounds   as  well    as   ten,"    put    in 
the  bundle-tier. 

"Then  send  the  caps,  yes  and 
the  other  shoes  too,"  though  I 
fear  I  have  exchanged  bad  for 
worse,"  I  exclaimed  to  my  friend, 
looking  ruefully  at  my  cramped 
toes. 

"What  is  your  address?" 

Then  away  went  the  two  clerks, 
and  as  there  were  no  seats  near, 
we  stood  about  anxiously  waiting 
to  know  how  much  the  express 
charges  were,  and  afraid  to  move 
away  lest  the  clerk  should  fail  to 
find   us. 

Gradually  my  shoes  became  an 
instrument  of  slow  torture, 
increasing  in  distress  with  every 
moment.  And  how  the  moments 
did  drag.  Surely  it  was  fifteen, 
twenty,  thirty  minutes  and  no 
sign  of  the  returning  clerks. 

People  were  changing  places 
every  instant,  and  I  feared  I 
should  forget  the  face  of  the 
absent  clerk. 

Too  impatient  to  wait  a 
moment  longer  I  asked  the  clerk 
nearest  where  he  supposed  the 
bundle-tier  had  gone. 

"What  was  his  name?"  he 
inquired. 

"I  am  sure  I  don't  know  his 
name."  Explaining  the  circum- 
stances which  had  taken  place  a 
half  hour  ago,  this  clerk  went 
about  trying  to  find  out  who  was 
the  bundle-tier  that  had  waited 
upon  me.  At  last  someone  said 
it  was  "Jack."  He  inquired 
about  for  "Jack,"  and  came  back 
with  the  cheerful  intelligence 
that  "Jack"  had  gone   to   dinner. 
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How  long  was  "Jack"  at  his  din- 
ner? Not  much  over  an  hour. 
Then  inquiries  for  the  head  of 
the  shipping  department  elicited 
the  information  that  he  too  had 
gone  to  dinner. 

I  wanted  but  half  an  hour  to  my 
train  time;  we  were  weary  and 
hungry;  my  feet  were  tortured 
with  the  newest  new  shoes  it  has 
ever  been  my  lot  to  wear;  not  a 
chair  was  in  sight  to  rest  upon, 
and  those  two  men  were  placidly 
eating  their  dinner  miles  away. 

I  could  have  stood  the  loss  of 
the  lamb,  only  that  the  two  caps 
and  the  other  new  shoes  were  in 
the  same  place,  and  I  didn't  care 
to  lose  them  all.  Was  ever 
woman  so  annoyed? 

I  must  have  scowled  effectively, 
for  one  or  two  clerks  began  rush- 
ing about,  and  the  excitement 
helped  to  pass  another  fifteen 
minutes. 

I  was  just  turning  away  in 
despair,  having  given  up  the 
whole  thing,  when  I  espied  the 
shipping  clerk  in  the  distance. 

"There's  the  man,"  I  ex- 
claimed. A  half  dozen  clerks 
ran  after  him  and  he  came  up  as 
deliberately  as  ever. 

"I  gave  you  a  toy  lamb,"  I 
began,  when  he  ran  to  an  inner 
office  and  hurrying  back,  brought 
the  shoes,  caps,  the  white  woolly 
lamb,  ba-a,  nod  and  all. 

I  sank  into  my  friend's  arms. 

"Here  is  your  lamb,  madam. 
You  see,  madam " 

"Are  you  going  to  ship  that  or 
not?     and  what  are  the  charges?" 


"You  see,  madam!  Didn't  a 
girl  bring  you  a  message;  I  sent 
one  an  hour  ago." 

"Of  course  she  didn't.  I  have 
barely  time  to  catch  my  train, 
and " 

"What  did  you  say  was  your 
address,  madam?" 

Writing  it  out  in  unmistakable 
English,  I  drew  on  my  gloves 
and  drew  out  my  purse. 

"The  charges?" 

"One  dollar."  Modest  sum  to 
convey  one  lamb,  two  caps  and  a 
pair  of  shoes  a  few  hundred 
miles. 

When  I  caught  my  train,  as  I 
luckily  did,  I  said  to   my    friend: 

"Three  hours  of  most  valuable 
time,  eight  dollars  and  fifty-eight 
cents  in  cash,  and  a  whole  book- 
ful  of  experience  represents  this 
morning's  time.  Talk  about  the 
delights  of  shopping!  I  don't 
wonder  the  American  woman  is  a 
nervous  invalid  and  I  do  wonder 
she  lives  so  long  out  of  the 
lunatic  asylum!" 

I  learned  afterwards  that  with 
several  days'  necessary  delay, 
caused  no  doubt  by  time  spent  in 
finding  Box  A,  under  Counter  B, 
in  Department  C,  in  Section  D, 
on  Floor  E,  in  Plat  F,  of  the 
Chicago  City  Survey  the  package 
reached  home  all  right,  and  baby 
got  her  lamb,  white  fleece,  nod, 
ba-a  and  all  complete.  I  hope  it 
gave  her  as  much  pleasure  in  the 
receival  ot  it  as  I  had  pain  in  the 
sending  of  it.  Ba-a  on  such 
shopping! 

Homespun, 
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PHYSICAL  CULTURE. 


There  are  fashions  in  studies 
as  there  are  in  almost  everything 
else  in  this  mundane  sphere.  The 
reaction  against  the  ultra-classical 
courses  has  brought  every  practical 
subject     into     great    prominence. 

The  body,  its  care  and  preserva- 
tion, form  the  basis  of  all  the 
modern  fads,  if  I  may  so  term 
these  fashions.  In  the  near 
future,  no  doubt,  each  part, 
spiritual  and  physical,  will  receive 
its  proper  and  suitable  attention. 
For  each  is  of  equal  importance. 
To  train  the  mind  without  paying 
any  attention  to  the  body  is  as 
foolish  and  as  productive  of  bad 
results  as  to  train  the  body  while 
leaving  the  mind  idle.  The  true 
method  is  to  divide  our  time  and 
studies  into  about  equal  parts, 
giving  the  mental  or  spiritual,  or 
rather  the  intellectual  the  half, 
while  the  body  receives  the  other 
half  of  our  time  and  study. 

These  thoughts  are  occupj'ing 
the  minds  of  our  best  and  most 
foremost  educators.  Already,  in 
Germany,  Sweden,  and  England, 
the  principles  underlying  this 
have  been  adopted  into  the  educa- 
tional methods  and  work  of  those 
countries.  In  America,  we  are 
rapidly  striding  to  the  front  ranks, 
for  all    of   the  Eastern  cities  have 


reached  out  widely  into  these  new 
fields  of  study  and  effort.  We  West- 
erners are  never  slow  in  grasping 
the  most  advanced  ideas,  and  we 
are  in  fact  a  little  apt  to  become 
too  enthusiastic  in  any  given  sub- 
ject. But  while  this  is  often  un- 
wise, in  the  matter  of  physical 
culture,  it  can  hardly  be  said  to  be 
at  all  unsafe  for  us  to  give  way  to 
all  the  enthusiasm  we  can  muster, 
for  there  has  been  so  little  effort 
made  in  this  direction  by  our 
educators,  while  they  have  swiftly 
jumped  into  the  lead  in  all  intel- 
lectual lines,  that  we  need  a  big 
impetus  to  help  us  to  establish  a 
proper  equilibrium  between  the 
mental  and  physical. 

One  year  ago,  I  went  to  Har- 
vard to  take  a  Summer  Course  in 
Rhetoric.  I  had  read  a  great 
deal  about  the  new  science  of 
Physical  Culture,  and  resolved,  if 
I  had  time,  to  take  the  course 
given  in  that  study  at  the  Univer- 
sity. I  found  that  it  was  possible 
for  me  to  take  the  practical  part 
of  Physical  Culture,  which  em- 
braced all  the  drills,  class  exer- 
cises, and  mechanical  appliances 
for  special  work.  But  I  could 
not  take  the  theoretical  part, 
which  consisted  of  lectures  j  and 
special  instructions  in  all  subjects 
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connected  with  the  development 
of  the  body.  I  did  not  realize 
what  I  lost  through  not  bein^  able 
to  take  the  theory  until  I  learned 
more  of  the  necessity  and  beauty 
of  the  science  from  actual  exper- 
ience. 

However,  I  was  so  impressed 
with  the  benefit  I  derived  from  my 
own  work  in  that  direction  and  so 
deeply  convinced  of  the  need  for 
this  being  introduced  into  our 
schools  here,  that  one  day  I  casu- 
ually  remarked  to  the  young  lady 
who  taught  Voice  Culture  and  Del- 
sarte,  that  I  wished  it  were  pos- 
sible to  get  some  one  to  come 
here  and  teach  this  in  our 
schools. 

She  was  interested  in  a  moment, 
and  said  half  seriously  that  per. 
haps  she  would  better  go,  as  she 
had  always  wanted  to  go  out  West. 
I  eagerly  took  up  the  argument, 
and  pressed  her  to  think  seriously 
of  my  words,  for  I  knew  it  would 
be  an  excellent  thing  for  my  be- 
loved Utah  if  we  could  get  so  fine 
a  teacher  as  Miss  Babcock  to  lay 
the  foundation  in  this  science. 
The  lady  seemed  as  interested  as 
I  was,  and  in  half  an  hour  she  had 
promised  to  write  to  her  parents 
for  permission  while  I  had  agreed 
to  write  to  several  of  my  friends 
at  home  for  help  in  the  matter.  I 
wrote  to  Dr.  Romania  B.  Pratt, 
and  asked  her  to  do  all  she  could 
for  me. 

Through  the  Doctor,  the  matter 
came  to  the  ears  of  Elder  C.  W. 
Penrose  then  editor  of  the  Deseret 
News,  and  the  second  day  after  my 
return  I  happened  into   the   News 


office.  "Ah,"  said  Brother  Pen- 
rose, "you  are  just  the  young 
woman  I  want  to  see.  What 
about  that  Boston  lady  who  is  a 
Bachelor  of  Elocution?  They 
want  a  teacher  of  Elocution  at  the 
University,  and  I  have  recom- 
mended her  to  the  Principal." 

I  knew  that  fine  elocutionist  as 
Miss  Babcock  was,  that  her  chief 
interest,  as  well  as  my  own,  was 
in  establishing  Physical  Culture 
in  our  schools.  She  was  chosen 
to  teach  in  Harvard  because  of  her 
superior  ability  in  Elocution  and 
Delsarte.  Beautiful  and  necessary 
as  are  both  of  these  studies,  I 
knew  that  her  hopes  were  for  a 
larger  good,  a  wider  sphere.  So, 
with  hearty  thanks  to  Editor  Pen- 
rose, who  had  been  so  thoughtful 
and  kind,  1  hurried  to  Principal 
Kingsbury  to  see  what  could  be 
done.  This  gentleman,  too,  was 
most  kind,  and  accepted  my 
word  for  the  proficiency  of  the 
lady.  I  told  him  frankly  what  my 
further  object  was,  and  asked  him 
for  some  time  to  be  set  apart  in 
the  University  that  a  start  in 
Physical  Culture  might  be  made 
by  Miss  Babcock.  It  was  granted, 
and  I  telegraphed  to  n^  distant 
friend,  for  such  she  was  and  is. 
She  accepted  my  proposition  made 
in  behalf  of  the  University  and 
started  from  her  Eastern  home  in 
a  week  from  that  day. 

Arrived  here,  she  proved  herself 
so  worthy  of  all  patronage  in  her 
work,  that  in  a  very  short  time  she 
had  in  addition  to  her  position  in 
the  Territorial  University  places 
offered  her   in  the   B  Y.   Academy 
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at  Provo,  and  at  the  L.  D.  S. 
College  in  Salt  Lake  City.  She 
formed  several  private  classes  in 
addition  to  these,  and  spent  the 
winter  in  working  nine  or  ten 
hours  a  day. 

What  about  the  results  of  all 
this  work?  Let  us  ask  first,  what 
does  the  work  purpose  doing  for 
those  who  are  fortunate  enough  to 
take  it?  It  will  increase  health  and 
strength  in  those  who  are  reason- 
ably  well — few   are   perfectly  well 


— it  will  help  the  weakly  to  get 
strength  and  vigor,  it  will  ^ive 
the  sickly  their  best  chance  for 
recovery,  it  will  restore  the  invalid 
especially  the  woman  who  has 
weaknesses  peculiar  to  her  sex,  it 
will  keep  you  well  when  you  are 
well  and  will,  in  short,  be  the 
means  of  making  the  body,  that 
"temple  of  the  soul,"  a  fit  dwelling 
for  the  immortal  spirit  within.  As 
to  what  Physical  Culture  is,  we 
will  discuss  that  next  month. 


LITERARY  DEPARTMENT. 


SKETCH  OF  THE  LIFE  OF  JOHN  V. 
WAD8W0RTH. 

[CONCLUDED  FROM  PAGB   403.] 

Women  are  magicians,  but  they 
are  not  aware  that  such  is  the 
case  to  the  extent  that  lookers-on 
men  are,  and  I  think  it  well,  prob- 
ably, that  they  are  not. 

It  has  often  been  said  among 
certain  classes  of  professional  men 
that  "secrecy  and  mystery"  are 
equal  to  laws  in  controlling  men. 

I  think  that  saying  will  apply 
as  appropriately  to  the  works  of 
the  Great  Creator  as  to  the  man- 
ners and  management  of  men. 

We  see  with  what  avidity  man- 
kind rush  into  certain  conditions 
of  life,  especially  among  the  sexes; 
whereas  if  one  part  of  the  Crea- 
tor's designs  were  known  to  man- 
kind without  a  knowledge  of 
another  part  of  God's  plans  for 
replenishing  the  earth,  very  few 
would    willingly    help  the  Creator 


in  carrying  out  His  designs  for 
the  perpetuity  of  the  race. 

God  knew  all  this  in  the  begin- 
ning, and  through  that  principle 
of  "secrecy  and  mystery"  as  one 
link  of  His  designs  and  as  another 
link  He  planted  in  woman  the  in- 
nate power  of  magic  over  man, 
which  she  wields  at  times  with 
ponderous  influence,  more  to  the 
benefit  of  man  than  otherwise, 
provided  normal  conditions  exist. 

Now,  that  John  was  married, 
he  was  under  this  magic  influence 
to  the  great  benefit  of  the  family. 
He  tried  to  conform  completely  to 
the  new  associations  and  to  become 
a  good  man  among  a  good  people, 
but  occasionally  the  tempter  was 
more  tempting,  and  took  him  into 
secret  opportunities  of  indulging 
the  old  mania  for  gambling  and 
strong  drink. 

There  was  a  secret  place  in 
Springville,     notwithstanding      it 
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was  a  prohibition  city,  where 
these  evils  were  accessible  to  a 
certain  class,  of  "reliable  men," 
men  who  could  be  depended  upon 
as  true  to  their  friends  and  cause, 
however  evil  both  might  be.  And 
notwithstanding  John's  little  ma- 
gician was  close  to  observe  indica- 
tions of  relapse  into  the  old  ways, 
and  made  constant  efforts  to 
avert  evils,  she  was  often  de- 
feated, and  had  to  pass  a  night, 
or  the  largest  half  of  it,  alone, 
on  which  occasions  John  would 
come  home  sad  and  silent,  having 
been  "fleeced;"  or  else  he  would 
return  with  cheering  and  exulting 
speeches  to  his  patient  watcher, 
he  having  "fleeced"  some  unfortu- 
nate victim. 

In  either  case  he  was  sure  to  be 
"full"  a  common  phrase  to  signify 
slightly  drunk. 

So  time  passed  on,  month  after 
month,  and  year  after  year,  some- 
times under  a  promise  to  reform, 
yet  hardly  daring  to  promise  when 
honest  work  was  resumed  and 
honest  money  earned  for  a  season. 
And  these  returns  to  fair,  square 
methods  of  living  and  sobriety 
were  in  good  faith  with  John,  and 
received  in  good  faith,  hope  and 
charity,  by  his  trusting  "Sade,"  as 
he  always  called  his  wife,  the 
"magician,"  as  we  may  call  her  to 
indicate  an  agent  in  the  hands  of 
the  Lord,  to  hold  the  subject  of 
this  narrative  on  a  balance,  until 
he  should  arrive  at  a  certain 
period  in  life's  experience  when  he 
could  see  by  the  light  of  the  Holy 
Spirit,  and  resolve  by  the  power 
given  him  from    above.     Until  he 


could  be  ripened  in  experience, 
fitted  for  teal  usefulness  in  a  more 
than  common  sphere  of  life. 

He  has  often  said,  "I  believe 
I  was  foreordained  to  pass  through 
the  very  life  I  have  led  and  the 
experience  I  have  gained." 

Six  years  of  married  life  had 
passed  and  he  was  not  yet  the 
man  his  wife  had  tried  to  help  him 
to  become,  nor  was  he  the  man  he 
really  wanted  to  be,  the  man  he 
tried  to  be,  and  in  a  faint  way 
had  prayed  to  be. 

One  Saturday  night  "the  fates" 
had  made  it  very  convenient  for 
John  to  enter  that  renowned  pro- 
hibition city  "dive,"  where  there 
were  cards  and  good  drink  to 
cheer  those  that  came  in.  On 
this  occasion.  John  was  the  "real 
old  John"  again.  He  played  and 
drank  and  drank  and  played  until 
a  little  before  day,  when,  as  usual, 
it  was  neessary  for  the  "dive"  to 
empty  itself  and  go  home. 

John  was  asleep  as  soon  as  he 
fell  on  the  bed,  if  not  before;  and 
slept  until  about  nine  in  the  morn- 
ing, when  his  good  "Sade"aroused 
him  to  breakfast,  which  he  had 
very  little  appetite  for,  and  soon 
was  done  with.  Then  he  excused 
himself  to  go  for  something  he 
had  left. 

The  truth  was  be  had  left  a 
drink  at  the  "dive"  and  wanted 
it,  he  was  dry  as  dry  could  be, 
but  as  he  went  along  his  con- 
science smote  him  for  his  folly, 
his  inability  to  comply  with  his 
reason.  He  wanted  to  reform — 
to  vow  a  vow  that  should  be 
irrevocable.       He     believed    that 
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he  would  one  day  get  strength  to 
change  his  course  entirely,  and 
he  asked  himself  "when,  when 
will  I?"  He  could  form  no  idea 
when,  and  became  discouraged 
in  his  feelings,  and  with  an  effort 
he  threw  the  subject  from  his 
mind. 

The  direct  course  to  the 
"dive"  led  him  past  the  meeting- 
house, and  the  meeting  had  com- 
menced. As  he  got  opposite  the 
house  he  could  hear  the  speaker, 
the  door  being  open.  Some 
influence  or  power  said  to  him, 
"Go  in  there."  He  turned 
instantly  and  then  hesitated, 
thinking  of  his  condition,  half-full 
as  he  was  even  then  from  the 
previous  night's  orgies  and 
dressed  in  his  poor  clothes. 
By  a  power  it  was  said  which 
made  him  to  feel  the  ^rords,  "  Go 
in  there,"  and  while  going  in  he 
thought  to  himself,  "Til  go  in 
and  see  if  I  can  hear  anything 
that  will  make  an  impression 
upon  my  mind." 

As  soon  as  he  was  inside  he 
slid  into  the  first  seat  and  set 
down  right  in  the  very  corner  of 
the  house,  as  far  from  the  speaker 
as  he  could  get.  Bishop  William 
Bringhurst  spoke  during  the  ser- 
vices, and  in  his  remarks  advised 
the  brethren — "Elders  in  Israel," 
he  called  them — to  have  a  chari- 
table feeling  towards  the  wayward. 
Said  there  were  lots  of  boys, 
young  men,  going  the  downward 
road,  and  if  let  alone  might  go  to 
destruction.  He  wanted  the 
brethren  to  take  them  by  the  hand 
and  be  sociable  and  friendly  with 


them  and  not  give  them  the  cold 
shoulder  and  turn  away  from 
them  as  though  the}'  were 
unworthy  of  attention.  He  said 
that  if  the  Elders  would  try  and 
induce,  not  by  censure  but  by 
kindness,  the  wayward  and  reck- 
less, to  take  a  new  and  better 
course,  they  will  be  able  to  save 
some  and  turn  them  into  a  channel 
of  usefulness.  He  said  that  some 
of  the  young  men  through  such  a 
course  would  become  earnest  and 
faithful  Latter-day  Saints,  some 
of  whom  will  have  to  bear  the 
responsibilities  of  this  Church. 
"And,"  said  he,  "I  will  call  the 
name  of  one  that  will  become 
such — I  see  him  here  today — that 
is  John  Wadsworth. " 

When  his  name  was  called  his 
eyes  met  the  gaze  of  the  speaker, 
and  there  was  a  stream  of  light 
from  the  Bishop's  to  his  own 
eyes  which  made  him  feel  very 
strange.  He  never  can  describe 
his  feelings  just  at  that  time. 
John  had  not  seen  Bishop  Bring- 
hurst to  speak  to  him  for  thirteen 
years  previous  to  that  day,  and 
thought  himself  unrecognized. 

As  soon  as  meeting  was  closed 
with  "Amen"  he  went  out  of  the 
house,  not  quite  on  the  run,  but 
was  the  first  one  out,  and  when 
outside  forgot  that  he  was  cfry 
and  did  not  go  towards  the 
"dive,"  but  went  straight  home. 
The  words  of  Bishop  Bringhurst,* 
those  burning  words,  never  left 
his  mind;  they  haunted  him  and 
went  with  him  everywhere.  They 
were  the  means  of  turning  the 
drift  of   his   whole    life,    together 
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with  the  patient  pleadings  of   the 
little   "magician." 

Previous  to  that  memorable 
Sunday  he  had  spent  three  years 
in  the  mines  of  Nevada,  his  wife 
with  him,  who  was  always  unwill- 
ing to  leave  him  to  himself. 
After  that  Sunday  "the  fates" 
took  them  to  the  mines  in  the 
Sevier,  and  again  they  returned  to 
Springville.  Again  he  left  home 
and  went  to  work  in  a  marble 
quarry,  in  which  he  owned  an 
interest.  Just  previous  to  going 
there  he  was  re-baptized,  and 
started  out  in  a  new  line  and 
with  fresh  determinations.  While 
there  alone  he  had  ample  oppor- 
tunity to  study  and  reflect  upon 
the  life  he  knew  he  ought  to  live 
and  the  life  he  had  led  for  many 
years,  resolving  at  times  to  try 
and  do  better.  While  living 
alone  at  this  marble  quarry,  work- 
ing a  little,  merely  to  stay  on  and 
hold  the  claim,  he  wrote  a  letter 
to  his  wife,  a  copy  of  which,  or 
a  part  of  it,  will  exhibit  his  mind 
and  resolution  better  perhaps 
than  any  words  of  mine: 

"Marble  Quarry,  April,    1888. 

"My  dear  best  of  wives,  Sade, 
—  I  am  all  alone  today,  and  it  is 
storming.  I  thought  I  should 
write  a  few  words  to  you;  in  fact 
I  will  write  my  thoughts.  Some- 
times I  feel  discouraged,  for  it 
looks  as  though  there  was  nothing 
in  this  world  for  me;  but  I  will  not 
let  such  thoughts  enter  my  head. 
It  is  you,  Sade,  and  the  little 
children  I  have  been  thinking 
about  of  late;  they  are  sweet, 
helpless  little  ones,  who  will  look 


to  me  for  their  support.  How 
foolishly  my  life  has  been  spent. 
When  I  come  to  look  it  over  1 
almost  shudder.  Sade,  there  is 
one  thing  I  have  found  out  to  be 
a  fact,  and  that  is,  there  is  a 
great  Comforter  in  this  world, 
and  that  is  God  our  Eternal 
Father,  the  one  who  has  given  us 
our  being.  To  Him  I  have 
appealed,  here  in  my  lone  home, 
and  by  Him  I  have  been  com- 
forted. My  dear  wife,  Sade,  let 
us  not  forget  Him.  He  should 
be  our  guide,  and  I  do  know  I 
have  felt  His  influence. 

"Sade,  1  don't  think  you  will 
ever  shed  any  more  tears  over  one 
of  my  greatest  faults,  and  that  is 
drinking.  O  what  a  curse  that  has 
been  to  me!  I  have  made  a 
covenant  with  my  Heavenly 
Father  that  if  He  will  forgive  me 
of  the  past  I  would  quit  drinking. 
Sade,  I  mean  to  keep  that 
promise.  Already  I  feel  better, 
because  I  know  the  breastwork  I 
have  built  against  that  thing  can- 
not be. torn  down  this  time. 

"I  never  formed  a  solid  resolu- 
tion before.  Sade,  I  will  leave 
you  to  judge  whether  it  will  be 
for  our  benefit  or  not.  I  look 
back  into  the  past  and  find  that 
in  every  instance  where  I  have 
grossly  erred,  whisky  has  been 
the  cause.  I  want  to  kill  the 
whole  thing  at  once,  so  I  com- 
mence at  the  head. 

"I  hope  things  will  come  out  all 
right  financially,  but  I  believe  I 
could  be  happy  in  a  mud  hole  if  I 
only  knew  you  were  all  right.  Let 
us  pray  to  God  that  our  way  may 
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be  opened,  and  I  know  He  will 
answer  our  prayers.  If  the  veil 
was  only  lifted  from  our  eyes  we 
would  not  step  on  so  many  thorns 
as  we  do.  Life  is  short,  and  I 
hope  we  may  so  live  from  this 
time  that  we  can  have  life  eternal 
is  my  constant  wish. 
"From  your  husband, 

John  V.  Wadsworth." 

Most  of  the  time  at  the  quarry 
he  lived  to  gain  a  firm  standing 
close  to  the  Lord.  He  prayed 
while  at  work  and  when  not  at 
work.  His  whole  being  was 
entirely  changed  from  former  life. 

While  he  was  relating  to  me 
his  spiritual  labors  and  experience 
at  the  marble  quarry,  a  thought 
came  very  forcibly  to  my  mind, 
and  I  asked  him,  "Was  your 
father  dead  then?"  "Yes,"  was 
the  reply,  "he  died  the  18th  of 
January  previous." 

I  asked  him  if  it  ever  occurred  to 
his  mind  that  perhaps  his  father 
was  looking  after  him. 

"Why,  certainly  it  did,"  was 
the  reply.  "During  his  last  ill- 
ness father  said  to  me  that  when 
he  was  gone  things  will  go 
difterently  with  you."  He  said 
more,  and  John  was  a  little  back- 
ward in  telling  what  more  he 
said,  but  finally  brought  it  out. 
"He  said  that  through  life  he 
had  had  a  pretty  hard  row  to  hoe, 
and  had  not  looked  after  his  wife 
and  children  as  he  would  after  he 
was  gone." 

The  old  gentleman  seemed  to 
think  that  it  would  require  care 
and  labor  to  look  after  his  family 


in  the  next  state  of  existence,  and 
that  he  would  have  it  to  do. 

The  next  line  of  labor  for  John 
was  cutting  railroad  ties.  In 
undertaking  that  kind  of  work  he 
went  into  it  with  another  young 
married  man,  who  had  led  a  life 
for  several  years  wandering  over 
the  surrounding  territories,  but 
had  just  resolved  to  be  settled  or 
"settled  be,"  as  Benjamin  Frank- 
lin puts  it  in  some  of  his  poetical 
advice  where  he  says  that. 

An  oft  removed  plant 
Or  oft  removed  tree, 
Never  thrives  so  «rell 
As  those  that  settled  be. 

Well,  John  and  Frank  started 
out  on  a  heavy  tie  contract,  but 
before  they  started  John  went  out 
alone  to  pray  to  Him  who  knows 
all  our  hearts,  and  told  Him 
where  he  was  going,  and  that  he 
wanted  help  to  make  money 
enough  to  get  out  of  debt  and  put 
his  family  in  a  more  comfortable 
condition,  and  that  whenever 
he  ought  to  stop  and  go  home  he 
wished  Him  to  let  him  know, 
because  during  the  next  winter  he 
desired  to  put  himself  in  a  con- 
dition to  study  and  learn  more 
than  he  had  yet  found  out  of  God 
and  His  ways.  He  wanted  to 
learn  something  of  the  gospel. 

Just  before  starting  out  into 
the  mountains  to  find  timber  he 
met  his  father,  who  seemed  to  be 
in  quite  a  hurry.  John  wanted  to 
talk,  and  asked  some  questions, 
which  the  father  did  not  heed, 
only  to  say  that  he  had  been  on  a 
long  journey  and  wanted  to  get 
back. 
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It  was  early  spring  or  winter 
when  these  two  young  reformed 
men  started  up  the  canyons  to 
hunt  a  place  to  cut   railroad   ties. 

The  second  day  out  they  were  in 
deep  snow,  and  found  wagon 
loads  of  men,  who  had  been  out 
on  the  same  errand  as  they, 
returning  home,  who  advised 
them  to  return,  as  snow  was  so 
deep  that  it  was  impossible  to 
find  timber.  But  John  and 
Frank  went  on,  and  after  an 
ineffectual  attempt  were  led  in  a 
wonderful  manner  into  a  canyon, 
where  scarcely  anybody  else 
would  have  tried,  and  found  it 
easy  to  work  through  the  snow 
right  into  the  timber,  where  they 
cut  about  2000  ties  before  the 
flood  of  wood-choppers  came  again. 
They  kept  at  that  business  all 
summer  and  late  into  the  fall, 
moving  about  the  mountains  into 
various  groves  of  timber.  They 
had  prayers  night  and  morning, 
and  asked  the  blessing  on  their 
food.  They  were  blessed  in  a 
wonderful  manner  to  other  tie- 
choppers,  who  happened  occa- 
sionally to  come  near  them.  During 
that  summer  I  frequently  heard 
from  the  two,  and  how  very 
exemplary  they  continued  in  that 
rough  life,  where  good  Saints  are 
often  so  weary  and  perplexed  that 
they  sometimes  take  up  the  hard 
words  that  seem  everywhere  float- 
ing in  the  mountains  like  gnats, 
flying  into  men's  mouths,  and 
which  they  will  spit  out  in  haste. 

Early  in  the  summer  John's 
family  came  up  and  kept  them 
company,  his  wife  being  cook  for 


the  camp,  as  they  necessarily  had 
to  hire  men  to  "snake"  out  and 
haul  the  ties  to  the  line  of  the 
railroad  building  on  its  way  to 
Salina.  During  that  season  John 
cut  7000  ties,  and  with  his  own 
work  and  a  little  profit  made  on 
hired  men  he  cleared  $600. 

When  the  fall  snows  fell  first 
upon  them  they  were  doing  a 
lively  business,  and  he  had  500 
ties  in  the  timber  cut  and  ready 
for  hauling.  About  this  time  his 
father  appeared  to  him  again,  but 
now  his  face  shone  so  brightly 
that  John  could  not  look  upon 
him.  His  father  seemed  very 
glad  to  meet  him  and  took  him  in 
his  arms.  No  conversation  ap- 
pears to  have  taken  place  at  this 
interview;  he  only  embraced  him. 

A  few  days  after  this  meeting 
John  suddenly  felt  moved  upon  to 
go  home,  having  first  prayed  to 
know  if  he  should  do  so,  realizing 
that  he  had  put  in  a  good 
summer's  work,  therefore  he  re- 
solved to  go  and  take  his  family 
home,  and  leave  the  woods. 
Accordingly  he  sent  them  down 
by  a  young  man  who  was  going 
with  an  empty  wagon  and  could 
take  them  as  well  as  not.  John 
thought  he  would  .stay  a  day  or 
two  in  connection  with  some  other 
young  men  of  Springville,  and 
help  get  out  some  of  the  ties  that 
were  cut.  But  in  this  everything 
went  crooked — he  was  unfortunate, 
and  on  one  occasion  two  dry  trees 
fell  at  the  same  moment,  one  on 
either  side  of  him,  and  not  more 
than  three  feet  from  him. 

Just   about   that   time    an    offer 
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was  made  to  him  and  Frank  to 
work  all  winter  in  that  country, 
only  farther  from  home,  at  very 
good  wages.  John  was  strongly 
tempted  to  take  the  offer,  notwith- 
standing he  had  been  warned  in 
the  spirit  almost  every  day  to  keep 
his  promise  made  with  the  Lord 
in  the  spring  or  winter  before, 
which  was  to  go  home  whenever 
he  was  warned  to  do  so. 

But  that  500  ties  ought  to  be 
out,  he  thought,  and  the  sequel 
of  that  500  is  this,  that  the  railroad 
company  in  a  few  weeks  gave 
orders  to  receive  no  more  ties 
from  that  canyon,  so  they  might 
as  well  have  been  left  in  the 
woods,  and  had  better  be  left 
there. 

Just  then  Frank  received  a  note 
to  come  home  as  quick  as  possible 
to  his  wife  who  was  very  low  and 
liable  to  die. 

When  Frank  was  gone,  John 
wanted  to  go  once  more  into  the 
canyon,  and  finish  a  certain  piece 
of  work  in  company  with  two  or 
three  other  Springville  men. 
While  finishing  that  one  little 
needless  job  he  stuck  his  double 
bitted  ax  into  a  small  log,  one 
edge  of  the  ax  in  the  log  and  one 
edge  standing  up  (an  ax  I  never 
liked  to  look  at)  and  climbed  up 
a  little  bank  or  steep  place  for 
some  purpose,  from  which  he  fell 
— I  say  fell.  He  says  that  it 
seemed  to  him,  he  was  picked  up 
and  dropped  upon  that  ax.  He 
sat  down  on  it  with  all  his  weight. 
His  first  thought  was  "well  now  I 
am  ready  to  go  home,  if  I  can  get 
home. " 


He  called  to  the  other  men  who 
were  not  far  off,  and  while  they 
were  coming  he  put  his  hand 
back  to  feel  if  he  had  any  place 
left  to  sit  down  on,  and  thrust  his 
hand  through  the  flesh  to  the  bone. 

"Boys,"  he  said,  "I  want  you 
to  lay  hands  on  me. " 

They  were  both  young  Elders, 
and  had  neither  of  them  ever 
officiated  in  that  capacity,  so  made 
some  excuses,  but  he  said  to 
them,  "There  is  no  use  making 
excuses,  you  have  got  it  to  do, 
and  do  it  quick."  But  before 
they  officiated  he  made  this  re- 
quest, "I  want  you  to  ask  that  I 
shall  not  suffer  any  pain. " 

Some  weeks  after  that  incident 
I  visited  him  at  his  home,  and  in 
his  relating  the  whole  event  to 
me  he  said,  "As  sure  as  I  live  I 
have  not  suffered  one  hour  of  pain 
from  the  mere  wound  itself." 
When  the  gash  was  sewed  up, 
and  it  received  other  external 
pressure  he  realized  a  hurt  and 
then  only.  The  gash  was  made  by 
the  whole  blade  of  the  ax,  in  the 
thickest  of  the  flesh,  leading  up 
from  the  back  part  of  the  leg, 
and  severing  all  the  cords  and 
nerves  of  sensation  from  the  foot, 
which  was  left  so  destitute  of  feel- 
ing that  when  healed  sufficiently 
so  that  he  could  sit  up,  his  foot 
accidentally  got  on  the  stove, 
which  burned  the  sock  through, 
and  his  foot  also  to  a  blister,  but 
he  did  not  feel  it.  Now  he  walks 
lame  but  little. 

He  passed  that  winter  in  the  best 
school  that  the  good  Lord  could 
send  him  to,  the  school  of  suffer- 
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ing,  to  learn  of  Him  the  very 
things  he  had  told  the  Lord  he 
wanted  to  learn,  and  for  the  very 
purpose  he  said  he  wanted  to 
earn  money. 

The  end  he  sought  was  ob- 
tained, but  by  an  unexpected 
series  of  events. 

He  is  now  as  earnest  and  intelli- 
gent in  serving  the  Lord  as  he 
was  formerly  wild  and  reckless. 
Was  ordained  an  Elder,  and  has 
done  work  in  the  Temple  at 
Manti  for  his  father. 

Last  winter  he  was  ordained  a 
Seventy,  and  although  he  may 
seem  to  some  too  zealous  to  hold 
out  long,  I  think  he  is  more  in 
dread  of  any  of  his  old  evil 
habits  than  any  man  can  be  of 
the  ocean,  who  has  been  thrice 
wrecked  upon  sand  bars. 

John  V.  Wadsworth*s  exper- 
ience ought  to  teach  us  to  not 
despise  a  person  because  his  cloth- 
ing is  shabby.  We  ought  to 
despise  low-down  and  wicked  ac- 
tions, and  are  justified  in  warning 
against   sin  and  evil. 

We  should  feel  in  our  hearts 
sympathy  for  them  that  are  men- 
tally or  morally  unfortunate,  and 
give  them  an  act,  a  word,  or  a 
look  of  kindness  which  may  pos- 
sibly be  a  key  that  will  unlock  to 
them  a  new  world  of  thought  or 
effort,  just  as  we  have  seen  some- 
thing of  in  the  foregoing  article. 
In  my  life's  experience  I  have  seen 
many  unfortunates  that  have  been 
looked  down  upon,  and  passed  by 
as  not  worthy  of  notice  by  those 
more  fortunate,  by  those  that  were 
"on    top     of     the     wheel,"     who 


thought  every  one   that  sinned  as 
fallen  to  rise  no  more. 

We  need  not  descend  to  their 
level  to  help  and  bless  them,  nor 
need  we  increase  their  loads  of 
sorrow  by  neglect. 

George  P.  Stiles,  who  in  the 
early  history  of  Utah  was  a  dis- 
trict judge  of  considerable  excel- 
lence, rather  above  the  average  of 
those  officials.  I  was  acquainted 
with  him  when  a  small  boy,  and  he 
was  not  a  bright  boy,  but  looked 
upon  by  us  boys  as  a  "leather- 
head.  " 

We  have  abundance  of  examples 
to  teach  us  to  treat  all  mankind 
with  fairness  and  favor,  not  know- 
ing but  we  may  fall  under  their 
power,  or  fall  far  short,  at  some 
period  in  life,  of  the  le  el  of  those 
we  have  "looked  down  upon." 

I  often  remember  the  saying  of 
the  Prophet  Joseph  Smith,  that 
"Every  man  will  fail  some  time." 

We  may  be  on  top  the  wheel  of 
time  today,  but  just  as  sure  as  the 
wheel  turns,  so  sure  we  will  be 
down  at  the  half  revolution,  and 
he  that  was  down  will  be  up. 

O.  B.  Huntington. 


THE  CHILD  BRIDE. 

[OONTINUBD  FROM   PAGE  S96.1 

Christmas  morning  arrived, 
and  all  the  servants  were  amusing 
themselves  in  the  large  dining 
room.  Ines  was  with  them,  and 
one  among  them  who  always 
loved  to  joke,  arose  and  went  to 
the  window,  turning  around  to 
Ines   he  said,   "Why  there   comes 
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James  Olsen. "  As  she  heard  the 
name  she  turned  deathly  pale  and 
fainted  in  her  chair. 

The  servants  never  mentioned 
his  name  to  her  after  that.  When 
she  again  sat  up,  and  found  that 
he  had  not  come  but  that  the  man 
was  onl)'  joking  she  felt  greatly 
relieved,  but  she  left  the  room, 
nought  her  own  and  spent  Christ- 
mas day  weeping. 

The  winter  passed  slowly  to  her, 
yet  April  came  all  too  soon.  Pre- 
parations were  being  made  for  the 
wedding,  and  there  was  quite  an 
excitement  at  the  Gonsolo  estate 
but  Ines  took  no  part  in  it. 

The  day  before  the  wedding 
Olsen's  older  sister  Mary  came  to 
^ee  Ines.  She  took  her  to  another 
room  and  spoke  kindly  to  her, 
and  also  gave  her  advice  as  to 
how  she  must  act  and  what  to  say 
on  her  wedding  day,  so  she  would 
not  make  any  mistakes.  As  she 
was  a  kind  woman,  she  soon  won 
Ines*  heart,  and  the  poor  child  felt 
•somewhat  comforted. 

The  morning  of  April  18th 
dawned  bright  and  beautiful,  but 
Ines  arose  with  a  heavy  heart. 
Her  aunt  came  to  dress  her  in 
her  wedding  garments,  so  that  she 
might  be  ready  when  the  bride- 
groom came.  At  about  noon  if 
you  had  peeped  into  the  sitting 
room  at  Gonsolo,  you  would  have 
seen  a  pale-faced,  slender  little 
girl  attired  in  a  black  gown,  with 
a  white  apron  tied  with  large 
bows  in  front,  a  white  dainty  lace 
collar  around  her  neck.  Her  hair 
was  braided  and  sewed  up  in  an 
-odd  style.  She  wore  a  red  cap  with 


a  large  bow  of  ribbons  at  the  back, 
and  also  to  tie  it  on  with,  and  she 
also  wore  her  silver- buckled  slip- 
pers that  her  uncle  had  given  her. 

This  was  Ines  in  her  wedding 
costume,  as  was  the  custom  of 
her  country  then.  She  looked  very 
sweet  with  her  two  pretty  brides- 
maids beside  her,  who  were 
attired  in  a  somewhat  similar 
manner.  She  looked  anxious, 
however,  and  when  a  servant 
announced  that  James  Olsen  and 
company  were  coming,  she  arose 
paler  if  possible,  and  tremblingly 
walked  with  her  mother  out  to 
the  yard  to  welcome  him  and  his 
guests,  there  being  sixteen  car- 
riages all  loaded.  When  she  had 
saluted  them  all,  they  were  escort- 
ed into  the  dining-room  and  ate  a 
hearty  dinner.  Then  they  all 
accompanied  the  bride  and  groom 
to  the  little  church  some  distance 
away.  The  first  carriage  contained 
the  groom  and  one  of  his  grooms- 
men; the  next  the  bride,  with 
her  parents;  then  the  bridesmaids 
with  his  other  groomsmen;  after 
that  his  sister  and  all  the  rela- 
tives; and  then  friends  followed, 
as  many  as  a  funeral  procession. 
Twenty-three  carriages  drove  up 
to  the  little  church  at  B.  All 
alighted  and  entered,  the  brides- 
maids accompanying  Ines  inside 
the  church.  After  the  ceremony 
was  performed  all  returned  home, 
a  merry  crowd.  It  was  a  calm, 
lovely  evening.  The  birds  were 
singing  and  all  nature  seemed  to 
smile  uppn  the  fair   young    bride. 

Ines  forgot  her  strange  condi- 
tion during  the  pleasant  ride.     It 
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seemed  so  much  like  the  old  days, 
and  she  thought  of  her  dear  uncle, 
wondering  if  things  would  have 
been  so  had  he  lived. 

When  they  were  again  at  Gon- 
solo  congratulations  were  next 
offered,  and  Ines  accepted  them 
graciously,  but  was  timid  and 
quiet. 

Then  a  grand  supper  was  en- 
joyed, and  Ines  had  to  sit  at  the 
head  of  the  table  with  her  hus- 
band. At  ten  the  dance  began,  and 
after  the  first  dance,  which  she 
must  dance  with  her  husband, 
while  everybody  was  looking  on, 
she  enjoyed  herself  very  much, 
being  naturally  full  of  life  and 
fun. 

But  another  disagreeable  thing 
was  awaiting  her.  That  evening 
at  twelve  o'clock  it  was  the  cus- 
tom for  the  bridegroom  to  change 
the  head-dress  of  his  wife  from  red 
to  a  black  cap,  as  all  married 
ladies  must  wear  black:  and  after 
placing  the  black  cap  on  her  head 
he  must  kiss  her.  This  Ines 
dreaded  very  much,  but  it  was  ac- 
complished at  last.  Now  the 
responsibilities  of  a  wife  began  to 
rest  upon  this  child  bride;  but  in 
the  beginning  until  Ines  became 
accustomed  to  work  and  manage- 
ment, something  she  had  never 
before  bothered  herself  about,  his 
sisters  would  come  once  or  twice  a 
week  to  give  orders;  but  these 
visits  soon  became  distasteful  to 
both  Ines  and  the  servants,  as 
they  always  had  so  many  faults  to 
find  and  complaints  to  make,  when 
they  came  to  the  master,  and  so 
Ines  tried   very  hard   to  attain  to 


that  standard  where  she  should 
need  no  orders  from  these  women 
but  could  do  her  work  and  manage 
alone.  She  has  two  friends, 
and  she  often  called  to  see 
Hans  Hogensen  and  wife,  they 
being  very  pious  and  good  people, 
and  Mrs.  Hogensen  often  came 
to  the  house  of  her  young  friend 
and  helped  her  to  do  the  work  she 
did  not  understand  herself,  and 
also  gave  her  motherly,  good 
counsel,  which  the  young  wife 
appreciated  very  highly. 

Their  dwelling  house  being 
rather  old  and  not  large  enough  to 
suit  Mr.  Olsen,  Ines'  grandma 
was  removed  to  a  small  house 
some  distance  away  to  live  while 
a  new  one  was  building.  While 
there  she  was  taken  very  ill  and 
died  at  the  age  of  77.  This  was 
a  great  joy  to  Ines'  husband,  as 
he  was  now  relieved  from  the  sup- 
port and  care  of  the  old  lady,  but 
Ines  was  sad  indeed  as  now  all 
except  her  servant  girl  were  gone 
of  those  she  had  lived  with  and 
loved  in  by-gone  days. 

Ines,  having  now  grown  to 
maturity,  was  looked  upon  by  all 
as  a  beautiful  young  woman.  Her 
chief  pastime  was  reading  novels 
her  husband  obtained  for  her  at  a 
library.  Poor  girl,  all  the  love 
she  knew  of  she  read  in  those 
novels.  She  had  never  exper- 
ienced anything  of  the  kind 
herself,  hence  it  was  a  feast  to 
her.  There  was  a  longing  in  her 
bosom  for  something  nobler  and 
deeper  than  the  life  she  led.  Dur- 
ing the  long  winter  evenings,  one 
continual  flow  of   festivities   were 
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indulged  in.  Ines  either  had  a 
sociable  at  her  own  home  or  was 
out  to  one  elsewhere  every  night; 
and  their  chief  pastimes  at  these 
gatherings  were  the  playing  of 
cards  and  drinking  of  whisky  for 
the  men;  and  the  women  some- 
times joined  in  both.  Dancing 
was  also  indulged  in  quite  exten- 
sively, generally  they  would 
remain  till  nearly  morning. 

Quite  often  a  few  gentlemen 
would  come  to  Ines'  home  to 
spend  the  evening  with  her  hus- 
band in  card  playing,  and  al- 
though this  made  extra  work  for 
her  she  was  pleased  to  have  them 
come,  because  at  such  times  her 
husband  always  treated  her  very 
kindly,  and  would  be  in  his  best 
mood.  Sometimes  he  would  be 
angry  for  weeks  and  never  speak 
except  when  giving  commands, 
and  then  he  spoke  as  harshly  as 
he  possibly  could,  except  when 
his  friends  would  come  for  the 
evening,  when  his  whole  conduct 
was  changed  from  harshness  to 
sweetness,  and  sometimes  she 
would  think  that  perhaps  he  had 
forgotten  his  anger  when  he  had 
had  a  pleasant  evening;  but  she 
was  sadly  disappointed,  for  as 
soon  as  his  friends  had  left  the 
house  he  was  the  same  cross  mute 
again. 

Whenever  they  were  invited  to 
attend  a  sociable  it  would  depend 
upon  his  mood  if  she  would  be 
permitted  to  accompany  him  or 
not.  If  she  ever  asked  him  about 
it  his  answer  always  was,  "Wait 
until  then  and  you  will  find  out;" 
and  if  he  was  not  in  good   humor 


he  would  go  alone  and  leave  her 
at  home.  But  she  was  not  sorry 
when    he      left     her      at     home. 

After  supper  she  would  have 
the  table  and  all  movable  things 
removed  from  the  dining-room, 
and  then,  with  their  voices  as 
music,  she  and  the  servants  would 
enjoy  a  lively  dance.  When  they 
were  tired  of  that  they  would  play 
cards,  thus  amusing  themselves 
until  bedtime.  Then  Ines  would 
retire,  quite  forgetting  that  she 
was  deprived  of  a  pleasant  time 
abroad. 

The  second  year  of  their  mar- 
riage they  attended  a  notable 
wedding  of  his  relatives,  eating, 
drinking,  dancing,  playing  cards 
and  making  merry  the  whole  night, 
returning  home  in  the  morning  at 
about  six  o'clock  to  rest  until 
three  in  the  afternoon,  then  they 
again  returned  to  the  halls  of 
pleasure.  This  routine  was  kept 
up  for  eight  nights,  the  time 
designed  for  the  wedding  cere- 
monies to  last. 

The  summer  following  Mrs. 
Hogensen's  brother  returned 
home  from  college,  where  he  had 
been  for  some  years.  He  had 
always  been  fond  of  Ines  when 
she  was  a  little  girl  going  to 
school,  and  now  when  he  came 
home  and  found  her  a  beautiful 
but  married  woman  he  was  sorry, 
as  he  expressed  himself,  for  com- 
ing too  late,  but  they  often  met, 
and  Ines  grew  to  long  for  his 
visits  and  to  go  where  he  might 
be;  but  fate  was  good  to  her  this 
time.  She  was  warned  in  time  of 
her    danger,     and    escaped    what 
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might  have  been   serious   trouble, 
and  he  soon  left  borne  again. 

During  the  summer  of  1849  her 
mother  was  taken  very  ill  and 
although  she  had  been  almost  as 
a  stranger  to  her  daughter,  Ines 
still  was  very  anxious  about  her, 
and  would  walk  a  distance  of 
three  miles  through  the  green 
meadows  once  or  twice  a  week, 
as  time  would  permit,  to  see  her 
mother  and  administer  such  com- 
forts as  were  necessary  and  pleas- 
ing to  the  sick  woman.  July  24th 
she  died,  but  was  not  missed  by 
Ines  as  much  as  she  might  have 
been  had  their  association  been 
more  familiar. 

The  following  spring,  April 
27th,  1850,  seven  years  after  her 
marriage,  she  was  made  the 
happy  mother  of  a  beautiful  baby 
girl.  Heretofore  her  only  wish 
had  been  that  she  might  die  and 
go  to  her  motlier  and  dear  uncle, 
as  she  thought  there  was  nothing 
to  live  for;  life  was  a  dreary 
waste  to  her.  However,  when 
her  baby  became  a  few  weeks  old 
it  seemed  as  if  its  little  soul  was 
twining  itself  around  her,  and  her 
only  hope  was  now  that  she 
might  live  and  rear  her  child  to 
become  noble  and  good,  and 
guard  it  so  that  it  would  not  have 
the  same  trying  ordeal  to  pass 
through  that  she  had  suffered. 

Shortly  after  this  Ines  had  to 
change  her  maid;  her  old  and 
trusted  servant  must  leave  her 
and  a  stranger  take  her  place. 
The  new  girl  that  she  engaged 
was  an  outcast  from  another 
family    because    she   was   a    Mor- 


mon, and  Ines  took  pity  on  her 
in  her  sad  state,  being  almost 
penniless,  and  gave  her  a  home 
which  she  ever  remembered,  but 
gave  in  return  something  that 
Ines  is  thankful  for  to  this  day. 
What  was  it?  It  was  the  light  of 
the  glorious  gospel.  Ines  was 
good  and  motherly  to  Annie,  for 
such  was  her  name,  and  she  in 
return  formed  a  strong  attachment 
for  Ines.  Annie  explained  as 
much  as  she  understood  of  the 
new  and  strange  religion  she  had 
embraced.  She  also  let  her  read 
a  paper  edited  by  the  Mormon 
missionaries,  and  sent  out  among 
the  people  twice  a  month,  con- 
taining such  reading  as  would 
serve  to  elevate  and  ennoble  as 
well  as  comfort  the  readers  when 
they  were  sincere  and  true-hearted. 
Ines  read  those  papers  eagerly. 
She  found  in  them  such  heart- 
consoling  sentiments  that  she  had 
long  looked  for  but  never  found 
till  then.  Annie  told  her  of  a 
book  known  as  the  Book  of  Mor- 
mon, that  had  been  translated 
from  golden  plates  by  the  founder 
of  this  new  religion,  whom  all  the 
Mormons  spoke  of  as  the  Prophet 
Annie  had  hoped  to  get  that  book, 
but  she  had  not  been  able  to  save 
money  enough  for  it  yet.  Ines 
became  more  and  more  interested, 
and  when  she  told  her  husband  of 
it  he  did  not  oppose  or  disregard 
her  ideas.  Annie  was  now  very 
anxious  that  Ines  should  see  some 
of  the  Mormon  elders  and  accor- 
dingly one  morning  walked  a  dis- 
tance of  twelve  miles  to  invite  a 
couple  of  Elders  to  come  to  Gon- 
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solo,  as  they  would  be  wel- 
come. 

The  brethren  were  very  pleased 
to  go  and  a  few  days  after,  in 
Nov.,  1853,  Ines  beheld  and  heard 
the  voice  of  the  servants  of  God 
for  the  first  time  in  her  life.  She 
was  very  happy  and  had  a  long 
conversation  with  them,  her  hus- 
band came  in  and  bade  them  wel- 
come, talked  to  them  only  a  few 
minutes,  however,  and  then  left. 
They  made  their  stopping  place  at 
Mr.  Hogensen's,  where  they  also 
held  meetings.  That  evening 
there  was  a  meeting  and  quite  a 
large  number  gathered  to  hear  the 
Mormons  preach — some  that  were 
sincere,  and  some  for  mere  curio- 
sit}'.  Ines  and  husband  with  Annie 
were  among  the  assembled  ones. 
That  was  a  night  long  to  be  remem- 
bered by  Ines,  such  a  holy  spirit 
prevailed  that  she  had  never  before 
experienced  and  she  was  truly 
happy.  She  had  obtained  from 
them  the  Book  of  Mormon  and 
also  a  hymn  book,  with  other  writ- 
ings, and  her  spare  moments  were 
studiously  spent  reading  them. 
Annie,  with  a  face  beaming  with 
smiles,  often  remarked  that  she 
had  brought  sunshine  to  that 
dwelling,  at  least  to  Ines'  soul. 
Those  two  women  when  alone 
would  sing  the  sacred  songs 
from  the  hymn  book  and  be  very, 
very  happy  in  their  new  belief. 

But  it  was  not  to  last  long. 
Home  one  evening  came  Mr. 
Olsen  all  in  a  rage.  He  had  met 
the  minister  and  other  Mormon 
haters,  and  from  them  he  had 
found    out    the   alleged    true  char- 


acter of  those  who  called  them- 
selves saints.  "Those  abominable 
people  were  the  false  prophets 
spoken  of  in  the  Bible  coming 
with  their  smooth  tongues  and  fine 
language  to  lure  the  people  from 
the  good,  to  follow  them  in  their 
wicked  works,  and  he  commanded 
Ines  never  to  allow  another  Mor- 
mon to  come  to  their  house,  nor 
was  she  to  be  permitted  to  go 
where  they  were,  not  even  to  visit 
her  good  old  friends,  the  Hog- 
ensens;  and  when  he  was  not 
home  he  said  he  would  keep  some 
one  to  watch  her,  and  if  she  dis- 
obeyed his  orders  she  would  have 
to  suffer  the  consequences.  She 
knew  he  would  keep  his  word  from 
past  experience  and  do  what  he 
threatened,  and  it  made  her  very 
unhappy.  Annie,  whom  she  had 
learned  to  love  and  with  whom 
she  had  spent  so  many  happy 
hours  was  ordered  to  leave  in  two 
days.  The  only  things  left  Ines 
were  her  books,  and  as  such  were 
her  only  comfort  in  this  trying 
ordeal,  she  had  no  one  to  tell  her 
trouble  to  and  so  would  read  to 
quiet  her  disturbed  and  turbulent 
heart.  Her  whole  ambition  was 
to  train  and  instruct  her  darling 
child  in  all  that  was  good,  and 
for  that  reason  she  studied  hard 
the  books  of  inspiration  with 
much  earnestness.  *  *  :^ 
Twice  a  month  Brothers  Hansen 
and  Nelson  came  to  Gonsolo 
with  the  S/ar  for  those  who  sub- 
scribed for  it,  and  when  con- 
venient would  also  hold  meetings. 
Now  as  the  people  in  general  had 
all    turned    against   the   Mormons 
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Mr.  Hogensen^s  relatives  became 
furious  and  exercised  all  their  in- 
fluence and  power  to  stop  the 
missionaries  from  coming  there, 
as  it  was  a  disgrace  to  the  whole 
family. 

So  the  only  place  left  to  the 
missionaries  was  at  a  poor  old 
woman's  cottage,  only  half  a  block 
from  Ines*  home,  and  although 
refused  shelter  at  the  other  places, 
the  hate  and  cruelty  of  their 
relatives  was  not  strong  enough  to 
stop  Ines  and  her  good  friend 
Mrs.  H.  from  sending  a  good 
meal  to  the  hungry  brethren.  They 
also  provided  them  with  a  good 
bed.  When  the  brethren  came 
Ines  frequently  took  advantage  of 
her  husband's  midday-nap  by  tak- 
ing from  her  goodly  store  some 
of  the  choicest  things  and  stealth- 
ily going  down  the  garden  path 
climbed  a  hedge  until  she  was  out- 
'  side  of  the  estate,  when  with  a 
hearty  welcome  she  was  received 
by  Mrs.  K.  and  the  brethren,  and 
received  the  Star,  After  spending 
half  an  hour  with  them,  receiving 
good  counsel  and  spiritual  food, 
she  would  hurry  home  to  her  baby 
and  sleeping  husband.  Sometimes 
circumstances  would  not  permit 
her  to  make  these  calls  and  then 
the  old  lady  would  come  to  her 
kitchen  door  and  receive  a  supply 
for  her  guests. 

(TO  BB   COirriNUBD.) 


LITTLE  ANNIE  OF  CLIFF  RANCHE. 

Dear  little  Annie — I  think  that  a  word 

In   her  praise  should  be  spoken,  her  story  be 

beard, 
For  in  a  sad  hour  she  bore  a  brave  part 
That  would  touch  with  pity  the  hardest  heart. 


The  morning  was  lovely,  the  sun's   cheering 

light 
Dispelling  the  darkness  and  gloom  of  night, 
The  murmuring  breezes  passed  peacefully  by 
And  whispered  no  warning  of  savages  nigh. 

No  help  was  at  hand  in  that  sore  time  of  need, 
To  stay  or  avenge  the  horrible  deed ; 
The  mother  and  sons  in  a  moment  laid  low, 
While  Annie  was  left  in  this  terrible  woe. 

Her  grandma  is  dying,  life's  crimson  tide 
Is  ebbing  away,  but  she  clings  to  her  side. 
Striving  to  ward  off  each  cruel  blow 
With  all  of  the  power  a  child's  heart  can  know. 

She  said,  ^*  If  they  spare  you,  watch  a  chance, 

dear,  and  fly 
"  To  a  neighbor  for  help—now  kiss  me  good 

by;" 
They  pushed  her  aside  and  entered  the  door. 
Where  that  happy  band  vriU  assemble  no  more. 

They  harmed  not  the  little  one — surely  God's 

power 
Was  there  to  protect  her  in  that  fearful  hour  ! 
O'er  stones  and  through  forest  in  terror  she  fled. 
Crying  for  help  for  her  dying  and  dead. 

One  brother  reviving  crawled  out  of  sight 

Of  the  Indians  now  robbing  the  house  with 

their  might; 
In  silence  he  watched  and  could  only  deplore. 
Stricken  with  anguish  and  covered  with  gore. 

Soon  Annie  was  missed,  and  the  boy    they 

thought  dead. 
And  gathering  their  plunder  they  hastily  fled ; 
Like  a  flash  of  destruction  their  coming  had 

been — 
How  changed  in  a  moment  that  once  lovely 

scene  1 

'Neath  the  murmuring  pine  they  laid  them  to 
rest, 

Their  spirits  returned  to  the  home  of  the  blest; 

But  the  earth  home  is  darkened,  the  hearth- 
stone is  cold, 

And  the  heartache  and  sorrow  can  never  be 
told. 

God,  comfort  the  father  so  for  from  the  scene. 
For  shadowed  forever  his  life's  path  hath  been; 
Heal  up  the  wounded— bless  Annie  so  dear. 
And  wipe  from  her  dark  eye  sad  memory's  tear. 

Hopt. 
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INFLUENCE  OF  CHARACTER. 

How  shall  we  estimate  the 
power  of  example;  the  influence 
which  we  exert  upon  the  lives  of 
others ! 

At  home,  or  among  friends,  in 
our  immediate  community,  or  in 
the  great  world  at  large,  as  the 
circle  widens  commensurate  with 
our  usefulness  or  genius. 

Biography  and  history,  our  daily 
observations  and  experience,  may 
light  us  to  a  remote  comprehension 
of  our  responsibility,  but  only  the 
recording  angel,  who,  day  by  day, 
jots  do  n  our  actions  and  their 
consequences,  following  them  up 
through  th  e  stream  of  years,  can 
fully  compute  the  good  or  the 
mischief  that  should  be  laid  at  our 
doors. 

The  young  instinctively  look  to 
those  who  are  older;  the  weak  to 
those  who  are  stronger;  and  each 
may,  unknowingly,  be  the  center 
of  a  circle  small  or  great  that  is 
influenced  by  their  words  and 
actions,  and  biased  by  their  judg- 
ment. 

Observation  and  experience  are 
daily  teaching  us  this;  for  how 
often  do  we  see  a  child  trying  to 
imitate  its  parents,  its  older 
brothers  and  sisters,  or  its  play- 
mates! And  where  is  the  young 
person  who  has  not  found,  within 
the  circle  of  his  acquaintance,  or 
the  realm  of  departed  heroes, 
some  one  almost  ideal  to  his  way 
of  thinking,  whom  he  would 
follow,  if  possible,  in  every 
thought  and  act;  who  does  in. 
fluence    in    a   very    great   degree. 


his  ideas  and  deeds!  Especially 
are  people  of  prominence  exalted 
as  examples  to  those  who  are  more 
obscure;  but  it  behoves  us  each 
and  all  to  look  well  to  our  ways,  lest 
we  prove  a  stumbling  block  to  those 
who  come  within  our  influence. 
Truthfully  has  the  poet    said  that 

Lives  of  great  men  oft  remind  us 
We  can  make  our  lives  sublime 

Yet  it  is  not  the  great  men  only 
who  wield  an  influence;  for  many 
true  and  earnest  souls  in  this  world 
of  ours,  whose  names  are  not 
known  beyond  the  limited  circle 
in  which  they  move,  or  at  most 
the  immediate  community  to  which 
they  belong,  are,  by  their  patient 
self-sacrifices,  their  devotion  to 
truth,  their  cheerfulness  under  ad- 
verse circumstances,  their  sym- 
pathy and  benevolence,  making 
of  their  lives  the  most  eloquent 
poems,  which  we  doubt  not 
are,  being  *  written  by  the 
angels,  on  the  tablets  above,  and 
when  the  books  shall  be  opened, 
and  the  records  read,  they  will  be 
found  to  be  rich  in  a  harvest  cf 
noble  results,  from  the  influence 
wielded  through  each  paragraph 
of  these  beautiful  life  poems,  as 
they  were  enacted.  Some  may 
scoff  at  and  others  ignore  these 
humble  followers  of  the  Divine 
Master;  yet  so  potent  is  the  ennobl- 
ing influence  of  a  good  consistent 
life,  that  many  times  those  who 
derided  are  converted  into  ad- 
mirers and  oft  become  close 
friends.  Example,  states  the  pro- 
verb, is  better  than  precept;  and 
the    philosophical     Emerson     has 
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given  it  as  his  opinion,  thai  there 
should  be  "a  man  behind  the 
book"  if  it  is  to  be  fully  appre- 
ciated, and  satisfactorily  per- 
form its  destined  mission.  This 
would  seem  a  logical  way  of 
reasoning;  for  who,  after  having 
read  of  the  gifted  Byron  engag- 
ing in  a  boxing  match  while 
his  mother  lay  a  corpse  in  the 
house;  of  Burns  being  so  addicted 
to  the  inebriating  bowl  and 
general  love-making;  of  the 
3'outhful  Chatterton's  lack  of 
ordinary  courage  and  balance, 
which  led  him  to  the  rash  and 
terrible  act  of  self-destruction;  of 
the  profound  egotism  of  Edgar 
Allan  Poe,  who,  rushing  into  the 
room  of  his  friend,  with  a  wet 
copy  of  the  newly-created 
"Raven,"  exultingly  exclaimed, 
"It  is  the  finest  poem  ever 
written;"  of  the  fussy,  vain  little 
man,  Alexander  Pope,  with  his 
worrysome  eccentricities,  and  of 
the  detrimental  characteristics  of 
many  other  writers  who  might  be 
mentioned,  can  fully  appreciate 
the  vivid  imaginings,  the  trite  and 
homely  sayings,  the  genius,  the 
versatility,  the  profound  thought, 
the  poetic  simile,  the  eloquence  of 
diction  or  whatsoever  may  charac- 
terize such  writers. 

We  must  in  a  measure  forget 
their  personality,  or,  if  we  can, 
completely  cover  them  with  the 
generous  mantle  of  charity. 
Ever  with  satisfaction  we  can 
peruse  their  works.  Yet  though 
their  lives  could  not  be  taken  as 
ensamples  for  their  readers  to 
follow  we  should  always  remember 


that  they  were  but  mortal  while 
their  gift  was  divine. 

But  the  wise  precepts  of  the 
good  and  great  backed  by  lives 
of  noble  endeavor  form  a  com- 
bine of  power  that  is  an  inspira- 
tion and  stimulant  to  succeeding 
generations.  We  read  of  the 
undaunted  courage  and  perse- 
verance, the  heroism  and 
endurance,  the  integrity  or  benevo- 
lence of  those  who  shine  as  beacon 
lights  along  the  way,  and  we  our- 
selves are  fired  with  new  motives 
enthused  with  loftier  ambitions 
and  impregnated  with  more 
praiseworthy  resolves.  We  feel 
that  we  would  be  one  with  them 
in  the  cause  of  right  and  progres- 
sion. Their  sympathy  and 
approval  seem  to  reach  out  to  us 
through  the  years  and  we  almost 
feel  their  benediction.  We  es- 
teem, honor  and  admire  them  and 
will  almost  unconsciously  strive 
to  imitate.  They  are  our  com- 
panions, our  friends,  and  we  con- 
sult them  through  all  the  various 
circumstances  of  life.  In  sorrow 
we  seek  them  for  an  expression 
of  sympathy;  in  oppression  we 
look  to  their  example  for  courage 
to  endure;  we  hearken  to  the  wis- 
dom of  their  words,  the  counsel 
of  their  deeds,  and  measure  our 
own  actions  and  aspirations  by 
their  standard. 

It  IS  not  necessary  to  enumerate 
the  multitude  of  examples  which 
might  be  cited  to  convince  us  of 
the  power  of  example,  the  influence 
of  character;  let  two  suffice  as 
illustrations  of  the  many,  one 
showing     the    influence    of    noble 
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manhood,  the  other  of  gentle 
womanhood.  What  a  flame  of 
patriotic  enthusiasm  'is  kindled 
in  the  breast  of  every  free  born 
son  and  daughter  of  Columbia  at 
the  name  of  Washington.  Even 
after  the  lapse  of  nearly  a  century, 
it  is  an  irresistible  inspiration, 
firing  our  very  souls  with  the 
patriotic  zeal,  the  profound  love 
of  freedom  and  almost  the  cour- 
age to  dare  or  to  die,  which  led 
him  on  to  victory,  to  honor,  to 
everlasting  eminence  as  a  noble 
defender  of  the  Gcd-given  rights 
of  oppressed  humanity.  It  is  not 
his  genius  which  impresses  one 
so  forcibly  but  the  man  himself. 
Calm,  collected,  ready  to  do  or  to 
die,  trustiul,  steadfast  and  faith- 
ful to  his  sublime  purpose — his 
divine  commission. 

It  is  said  that  "when  Washing- 
ton consented  to  act  as  com- 
mander-in-chief it  was  felt  as  if 
the  strength  of  the  American 
forces  had  been  more  than 
doubled.  Many  years  later,  in 
1798,  when  Washington,  grown 
old,  had  withdrawn  from  public 
life  and  was  living  in  retirement 
at  Mount  Vernon,  and  when  it 
seemed  probable  that  France 
would  declare  war  against  the 
United  States,  President  Adams 
wrote  to  him,  saying,  'We  must 
have  your  name,  if  you  will  per- 
mit us  to  use  it;  there  will  be 
more  efficacy  in  it  than  in  many 
an  army.'" 

Again,  when  the  dissolution  of 
the  Union  seemed  imminent,  and 
Washington  wished  to  retire  into 
private    life,     Jefferson    wrote    to 


him  urging  his  continuance  in 
office.  "The  confidence  of  the 
whole  Union,"  he  said,  "centers 
in  you.  Your  being  at  the  helm 
will  be  more  than  an  answer  to 
every  argument  which  can  be 
used  to  alarm  and  lead  the  people 
in  any  quarter  into  violence  and 
secession. " 

Such  was   the    influence   of    the 
character   of   Washington    among 
his    countrymen    during    his     life 
time.       He    was    one   of    earth's 
noble    sons,     whose     well-earned 
fame     is     emblazoned     upon    the 
pages  of   history,    where   all   may 
read  and   admirp;    and    there    are 
many      more    true    heroes    whose 
influence    is    potent    for   good,    of 
whom  we   may    also   read;  but   of 
the  multitude  of  noble,    self-sacri- 
ficing daughters   of  Eve,  the  pure 
and  elevating    influence   of   whose 
lives    has    many   times    been    the 
inspirational  spark    that   has    kin- 
dled into  flame   the    patriotic   fire 
or  the  poetic  fervor  of  her  brother 
man,    the     pages    of    history     are 
silent.      But    though    this    is    the 
case,     it   is    nevertheless     a     fact 
beyond     dispute      that     woman's 
influence    is    as     potent    and    far- 
reaching     in    its     train    of   conse- 
quences  as    is    that   of    man.      As 
mother,    wife,    sister    and    friend, 
she  wields  a  power,  an    influence, 
over    the    thoughts   and    feelings, 
and    consequently    the     deeds     of 
man,    which    for    good    or  evil,  is 
mighty.       She    may    in     truth    be 
called  the  helmsman  of  the  heart, 
and    great    is    her    responsibility. 
The    poet     Wordsworth,     in     re- 
ferring     to      his      gentle      sister 
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Dorthy,  has  given  us  a  pleasing 
example  of  that  which  we  have 
asserted,  and  it  is  but  one  among 
a  multitude.  He  lovingly  says  of 
her: 

She  gave  roe  eyes. 

She  gave  me  ears» 
And  humble  ca  es  and  delicate  fears^ 
A  heart,  the  fountain  of  sweet  tears, 
And  love,  and  thought  and  joy. 

"Thus,"  says  Smiles,  "the  gen- 
tlest natures  are  enabled,  by  the 
power  of  affection  and  intelli- 
gence, to  mould  the  characters  of 
men  destined  to  influence  and 
elevate  their  race  through  all 
time. " 

Such,  we  see,  is  the  won- 
drous power  of  example,  the 
potent  influence  of  character. 
We  as  Latter-day  Saints  cannot 
over-estimate  the  importance  at- 
tached to  the  example  we  set,  the 
influence  we  wield;  for  we  are 
indeed  as  "a  city  set  on  a  hill, 
Tvhich  cannot  be  hid;"  and  each 
individual  action  in  the  eyes  of 
the  critical  observer  counts  one  for 
or  against  the  community  of  which 
we  form  a  part;  and  we  shall 
accordingly  be  held  accountable; 
for  it  is  woe  unto  them  by  whom 
offenses  come.  We  should  let  our 
light  shine,  our  influence  be  felt 
for  good;  that  all  who  come 
within  its  bounds  may  be  con- 
strained to  admit  that  our  actions 
are  consistent  with  the  faith  we 
profess,  the  cause  we  claim  to 
represent.  For  Zion  must  arise 
and  shine;  that  God  may  receive 
<lue  glory. 

•    Gladys    Woodmansee. 


STORIES    TOLD    ON    A    SANDWICH 
ISLAND  SAILING  VESSEL 

A  DISHONORED  HUSBAND. 

We  were  sitting  in  the  long, 
sweet  Pacific  twilight,  coming  up 
from  Honolulu  to  San  Francisco, 
in  1888,  and  the  big  Englishman 
who  spent  a  short  week  upon  the 
Islands,  with  the  assurance  of  a 
traveler,  was  giving  us  whole 
pages  of  history,  stories  and 
poems  illustratfve  of  the  Hawaiian 
character. 

"They  are  a  bloodthirsty  lot," 
he  was  saying.  "Andrews  tells  us 
in  his  history  that  they  are  always 
ashamed  of  their  past.  And  they 
ought  to  be.  Cannibals!  Ugh! 
Your  North  American  Indians  are 
bad  enough,  but  these  savages  are 
far  worse." 

"There  are  two  distinct  races  of 
people  on  these  Islands,"  re- 
marked my  husband  quietly,  "and 
what  is  true  in  some  measure  of 
one  race  is  not  true  at  all  of  the 
other.  The  distinction  made  ip 
olden  times  b}'  the  chiefs  here 
was  a  real  distinction  of  race,  and 
the  classes  were  carefully  kept 
apart.  As  for  any  of  them  being 
bloodthirsty" — the  sentence  was 
finished  with  one  of  the  chuckles 
of  intense  amusement  so  peculiar 
to  that  remarkable  person,  my 
husband. 

"Two  years  ago,"  I  began,  in- 
spired by  the  intelligent  look  be- 
stowed upon  me  by  the  inciter  of 
all  my  acts,  "I  had  been  on  the 
Islands  only  six  months,*  and  was 
somewhat  new  to  the  country  and 
the  people.  Of  course  you  are 
aware,     Mr.     Podmore,     that    we 
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came  down  here  as  missionaries 
to  try  and  bring  these  Islanders 
up  to  an  advanced  morality,  and 
to  teach  them  the  truths  of 
Christianity.  I  came  down  with 
a  high  enthusiasm,  undaunted  by 
stories  or  warnings,  and  no  one 
knows  what  I  might  have  accom- 
plished if  it  had  not  been  for  a 
most  distressing  habit  of  my 
husband's,  a  very  discouraging 
and  crushing  chuckle;  this  chuckle 
is  my  bite  now.  He  has  been 
here  in  all  seven  years,  and  per- 
haps he  is  as  well  acquainted  with 
the  natives,  as  well  as  you  or  I, 
in  spite  of  the  chuckle.  How- 
ever, I  have  not  always  been  so 
sure  of  that,  and  the  following 
story  will  show  you  how  swift 
vengeance  was  meted  out  by  an 
outraged  husband: 

"The  school  teacher  in  our 
colony  of  perhaps  three  hundred 
natives,  was  a  very  intelligent 
native,  one  who  nad  had  some  ad- 
vantages in  the  Honolulu  English 
schools,  and  he  was  a  man  who 
prided  himself  excessively  on  his 
knowledge  of  the  English  tongue, 
the  accompanying  desire  to  copy 
English  ways  being  rather  plainly 
apparent  in  his  modes  of  life.  He 
used  a  chair,  at  times,  in  eating 
his  meals,  and  actually  sought  to 
fasten  the  habit  of  using  a  spoon 
for  poi  upon  his  rather  skittish 
young  wife. 

"Kinimakalehua  was  a  beetle- 
browed,  heavy-jawed  man,  with 
bushy  whiskers  parted  in  the  cen- 
ter in  a  most  threatening  style, 
and  spread  outward  with  an  air 
of    defiance.       He    was    a    rapid 


talker,  and  was  withal  possessed 
of  considerable  force  of  character. 
His  first  wife  died  a  long  while 
before  I  saw  him,  and  he  had  but 
recently  married  a  tall,  buxom, 
bright-eyed,  loud-voiced,  bold- 
mannered  young  woman,  whose 
laugh  was  a  constant  source  of 
irritation  to  me.  But  Kini,  as  we 
called  him,  was  devotedly  attached 
to  his  dashing  young  wife,  and  as 
Makaweli  seemed  to  return  his 
passion  with  all  wifely  devotion, 
I  was  inclined  to  be  a  little  proud 
of  them  both. 

A  few  months  after  our  arrival 
a  new  local  band  of  missionaries 
was  called  to  travel  over  the 
various  islands,  as  was  our  yearly 
custom,  to  stir  up  the  resident 
native  Saints,  and  to  preach  to 
the  few  other  listeners  that  occa- 
sionally dropped  into  the  small 
churches.  It  was  customary  to 
send  a  white  man  with  a  native 
missionary  as  his  companion.  I 
had  the  honorable  distress  of  say- 
ing good-by  to  my  husband  for 
six  months,  as  he  had  been 
chosen  for  that  term  to  travel  on 
Hawaii,  and  none  other  but 
Kinimakalehua  was  his  traveling 
companion. 

I  don't  know  which  felt  the 
separation  the  keener,  Makaweli 
or  myself,  but  certainly  she  made 
far  the  more  noise  about  it,  and  1 
heard  her  loud  voice  down  the 
valley  lamenting  Kini's  departure 
with  that  monotonous  "uw-e-e, 
uw-e-e-e,"  which  is  the  native  cry 
of  emotion,  and  I  was  just 
agitated  enough  myself  to  feel  as 
if  I  would  like  to  have   somebody 
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stuff  the  brawlinp:  woman's  mouth 
with  cotton. 

However,  time  does  wonderful 
things,  and  I  managed  to  endure 
the  separation,  busying  myself 
about  sewing,  washing  and  iron- 
ing, while  I  took  the  regular  sea 
swim  with  the  rest  of  the  white 
colonists,  and  was  always  ready 
for  a  ride  in  the  gulches  in  search 
of  oranges,  lemons,  guavas, 
bananas  or  ferns. 

Life  on  a  sugar  plantation  is 
about  as  near  mental  stagnation 
as  any  life  ever  lived,  except  per- 
haps that  endured  by  the  New 
England  farmers  in  the  far  away 
country  districts.  The  arrival  of 
the  monthly  mail  from  the  United 
States  is  the  only  event  of  interest 
which  occurs.  Naturally,  the 
women  people  detailed  to  each 
other  every  item  of  domestic 
news,  while  the  doings  and  say- 
ings of  our  native  neighbors  held 
a  significant  part  in  our  afternoon 
gossips. 

One  day  I  saw  from  my  win- 
dow some  signs  of  commotion 
down  in  the  valley  in  and  near 
the  house  of  Kini.  I  lazily  won- 
dered what  was  the  matter,  and 
in  a  few  moments  a  breathless 
native  ran  up  to  the  mission 
house  with  the  startling  intelli- 
gence that  Kinrs  wife  and  Kou, 
a  brawny  young  widower,  had 
been  locked  up  in  her  room  for 
two  days.  Would  some  of  the 
"alakais"  come  down  and  make 
th^n  unlock  the  door?  Makaweli's 
children  had  become  weary  of 
poi  with  no  meat,  and  repeated 
calls       for      "mama"      had    been 


unheeded  by  the  guilty  couple 
behind  the  locked  door,  and  so 
the  eldest  boy  had  run  off  at  last 
to  a  neighbor's  to  report  the  con- 
dition of  affairs. 

"With  bated  breath  I  watched 
the  men  go  down  to  the  little  cot- 
tage, and  I  saw  the  widower 
come  out  in  company  with  them, 
and  they  all  went  off  down  the 
valley. 

"Here  was  a  tragedy!  How 
my  heart  quivered  and  bled  for 
the  outraged  husband.  How 
sadly  I  dwelt  in  imagination  upon 
his  agony  and  grief.  So  deeply 
concerned  wgs  I  in  this  domestic 
horror,  that  my  heart  could  even 
pity  the  poor,  unfortunate  woman 
who  was  the  cause  of  all  this 
woe.  What  weakness  of  charac- 
ter she  must  have,  to  fall  so  soon 
into  sin,  and  oh  her  little  chil- 
dren! 

"Will  you  wonder  if  I  tell  you 
that  m}'  prayers  after  that  terrible 
day  were  offered  with  as  much 
frequency,  and  perhaps  more 
earnestness,  for  that  wretched 
husband,  away  on  a  distant  island 
preaching  the  gospel,  his  heart 
torn  with  anguish  over  the  con- 
duct of  his  idolized  wife,  than 
they  were  for  my  own  absent  hus- 
band. 

"It  was  a  great  surprise  to  me 
that  Kini  did  not  at  once  return 
to  his  desolated  hearthstone,  but 
how  I  honored  the  poor  fellow 
for  his  heroism.  I  was  glad  my 
husband  was  with  him,  for  I 
knew,  in  spite  of  some  natural 
cynicism,  that  the  dear  fellow  was 
possessed  of    a   kindly   and    sym- 
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pathetic  nature,  and  he  would 
pour  all  the  consolation  a  man 
could  offer  to  another  into  the 
bleeding  heart  beside  him. 

"Makaweli  had  guiltily  dis- 
appeared for  a  time,  and  when 
one  of  the  young  men  living  on 
the  plantation  returned  from  a 
trip  to  Honolulu  and  said  she 
was  running  about  wild  in  that 
gay  and  immoral  town,  I  was 
indignant,  and  bade  him  not  mis- 
take forced  lightness  of  heart  for 
ribaldry.  To  be  sure  the  Church 
authorities  severed  her  from  the 
Church,  and  the  widower  Kou  was 
dealt  with  in  the  same  manner. 

"The  long  time  of  waiting 
came  at  last  to  an  end,  and  about 
a  week  before  the  return  of  the 
travelers  I  heard  floating  up  from 
the  valley  one  lovely,  starlit 
night,  the  loud  and  unmusical 
laughter  of  Kini's  wife,  Makaweli. 
It  grated  harshly  on  my  wrought 
up  spirit,  but  I  charitably  reflected 
that  even  these  poor,  dark- 
skinned  sisters  of  ours  were  in 
all  likelihood  as  proud  as  we 
were,  and  they  could  assume  a 
gay  exterior  when  the  heart 
beneath  was  a  seething  mass  of 
misery. 

"It  certainly  was  Makaweli,  for 
she  appeared  at  Church  next  Sun- 
day, with  a  new,  pale  blue  silk 
holoku,  and  on  her  head  was  a 
wonderful,  peacock  straw  hat, 
surmounted  with  new  and  elegant 
squash  vine  flowers,  wrought  by 
her  own  hand,  while  about  her 
neck  she  wore  at  least  three 
beautiful  flower  leis,  or  heavy 
chains  of  strung  flowers.     I  could 


have  almost  dropped  at  her  feet 
when  she  came  up  to  me  as  I  was 
about  to  enter  the  Church,  and 
with  a  loud,  but  somewhat  shame- 
faced laugh,  threw  all  three  of  the 
leis  about  my  own  neck,  and  then 
slipped  away  in  the  crowd.  I 
could  not  tell  whether  to  be 
offended  or  to  weep.  I  compro- 
mised by  looking  very  solemn  all 
through  the  services,  and  wended 
my  way  thoughtfully  home  after- 
wards without  staying  for  one 
word  of  gossip  with  a  single 
woman,  white  or  black. 

"That  night,  the  holy,  sweet, 
tropical  Sabbath  night,  when 
even  the  sea  seems  to  sob  with  a 
stiller  note,  just  after  the  stars 
had  flashed  their  reflection  into 
the  waves,  the  sound  of  the  distant 
opening  gates  at  the  end  of  our 
home  fence  told  me  that  my  hus- 
band had  returned,  and  I  sprang 
forward  to  meet  and  greet  the 
beloved  traveler. 

"Hardly  could  I  wait  to  ask 
and  answer  the  usual  home  and 
family  inquiries  before  my  aching 
heart  had  leaped  to  know  the 
whole  truth  of  poor  Kini*s 
misery,  and  to  hear  how  the  hero 
had  borne  his  part  in  the  dread- 
ful drama." 

"  *Kini?'  repeated  mj'  husband, 
•oh  Kini's  all  right.'" 

"  *A11  right,'"  I  echoed  with 
some  asperity,  *what  do  you 
mean,  Joseph?  All  right!  Why, 
I  ask,  how  did  the  poor  fellow 
bear  his  shame?  Where  is  he 
now,  and  what  is  he  going  to  do? 
Do  you  think  he  will  kill  Kou? 
Will  they   fight,    or  will   he    just 
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«hoot  him,  as  the  wretch 
deserves?" 

"  'Emily,  what  are  you  talking 
about?  Kini  kill  Kou!  Most 
certainly  not.  What  put  such  a 
thing  into  3'our  head?'" 

•'  'What  should  put  it  there? 
What  do  you  suppose  you  would 
do  if  the  case  was  your  own?* 
I  inquired  indignantly.  'Haven't 
you  said  repeatedly  that  Kini  was 
more  like  a  white  man  than  any 
native  you  ever  saw?  and  what 
would  a  white  man  do?'" 

"My  husband's  moustache  be- 
gan to  caress  his  nose  in  the 
tormenting,  heartless  way  I  so 
dislike,  and  he  chuckled  awhile 
to  himself  before  he  said  grimly, 
'Kini  has  met  Kou.*" 

"  'Where?'  I  exclaimed  breath- 
lessly. 

"  'In  Honolulu,  yesterday,  just 
after  we  got  off  the  boat. '  Still 
the  abominable  chuckle. 

"  'Oh,  Joseph !  And  what  did 
they  do?  What  did  poor  Kini 
say  to  the  wretch?' 

"That  tantalizing  chuckle,  it 
almost  drove  me  frantic.  Then 
Joseph  said  gravely: 

"  'Well,  Kini  and  I  were  walk- 
ing up  King  Street,  and  we  met 
Kou  face  to  face.  Kini  stopped 
a  moment,  and  I  really  believe  if 
you  had  been  there  you  would 
have  discovered  a  blush  on  the 
modest  husband's  face.  Then, 
rather  lamely,  he  held  out  his 
hand,  which  Kou  shook  very 
heartily,  and  Kini  asked  Kou  if 
he  would  lend  him  his  saddle  for 
today's  ride  out  here.' 

"I  sank   down  on  the  doorstep, 


and  was  too  overcome  to  speak 
one  word.  The  relentless  voice 
of  my  husband  went  on: 

"  'I  asked  Kini,  when  we  got 
past  Kou,  what  on  earth  he 
wanted  to  treat  the  rascal  so 
kindly  for.  Kini  replied,  in  his 
hearty,  native  fashion,  that  he 
thought  he  would  ask  a  favor  of 
Kou,  as  he  rather  hated  to  hurt 
the  poor  fellow's  feelings.' 

"Through  the  mental  collapse 
which  followed,  I  could  just 
faintly  hear  my  husband's  words: 
.  "  'Oh  no,  Emily,  you  must  not 
work  yourself  up  into  romance 
over  the  natives.  They  have  any 
amount  of  virtues,  but  those  of 
courage  and  chastity  do  not 
flourish  in  native  soil.'" 

LULIA,    THE     l.EPER. 

"You  think,  then,  Mrs.  Lind- 
sey,  that  the  natives  of  Hawaii 
are  incapable  of  true  or  pure 
love,"  said  Mr.  Podmore,  the 
English  traveler,  the  next  night, 
as  we  sat  on  the  upper  deck.  "If 
Kinimakelahua  could  so  easily 
forgive  such  a  gross  crime  as  that 
committed  bj'  the  libertine  Kou, 
against  his  young  wife,  surely 
they  do  not  know  affection  nor 
constancy  as  we  understand  the 
terms.     Eh?" 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  I  did  not 
infer  that.  In  the  story  I  told 
you  I  merely  wanted  to  show  that 
these  harmless  people  are  not 
gifted  with  courage,  nor  do  they 
understand  the  least  principle  of 
virtue.  But  they  do  know  how 
to  love,  and  how  to  care  tenderly 
for  their  wives.  You  heard  my 
husband  say  that  there   were   two 
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races  of  people  on  the  Islands, 
that  is,  there  were  two  when  they 
were  first  discovered,  the  one  a 
warlike  and  superior  race  who 
were  their  chiefs,  and  the  other 
the  common  people.  I  know  of 
at  least  one  instance  of  heroism 
in  married  life  equal  to  any  that  I 
have  read  of  in  our  own  litera- 
ture, which  will  serve  to  show 
the  depth  of  affection  felt  by 
these  people  for  each  other." 

"Then  they  really  marry?" 
inquired  the  Englishman. 

"To  be  sure  they  do.  But  it  is 
impossible  for  a  native  to  see 
anything  morally  wrong  in  the 
breaking  of  marriage  vows,  by 
either  the  man  or  the  woman. 
Sometimes  a  more  than  common 
affection  keeps  them  compara- 
tively true  to  each  other,  and  of 
course  the  constant  teachings  of 
our  missionaries  have  inspired 
them  with  a  sense  of  shame  when- 
ever they  are  found  out  in  sin. 
But  attempt  to  reason  with  a 
native,  and  he  will  tell  you  that 
it  is  a  native's  nature  to  be  lax, 
and  it  is  a  white  man's  nature  to 
be  strict.  That  is  all  there  is 
about  it  to  them.  One  peculiar 
thing  about  this  to  me  is  that  the 
women  are  not  a  whit  behind  the 
men  in  the  matter  of  immorality, 
and  yet  the  men  are  just  as  ready 
to  forgive  the  women  for  any 
lapse  of  virtue  as  the  women  are 
to  forgive  the  men.  Indeed  that 
cynical  husband  of  mine  insists 
that  a  native  husband  thinks  a 
deal  more  of  his  wife  after  she 
has  proved  too  attractive  to 
another  man.     Some  time  I  want 


to  illustrate  for  you  something 
about  their  other  characteristics; 
but  tonight  I  shall  tell  you  a  per- 
fectly true  story,  and  if  my  words 
are  sad  so  always  are  my  thoughts 
whenever  I  think  of  the  really 
noble  man  who  was  the  hero  of 
the  tale. 

THE   LEPER. 

"It  was  no  use!  Napela's  wife 
had  been  discovered  by  a  passing 
ofl&cer  from  Honolulu,  and  her 
case  as  a  dangerous  leper  had 
been  reported  to  the  government 
officials,  and  she  must  be  taken 
by  them  at  once  to  Molokai. 
Napela  had  sought  for  months  to 
shield  his  beloved  companion  ; 
he  had  remoTfed  from  his  fine 
home  in  Honolulu,  for  he  was  a 
chief,  and  had  obtained  much 
money  by  the  sale  of  his  lands  to 
foreigners.  H  e  had  built  a  lovely 
seaside  home  at  Waikiki,  and 
had  besides  a  large  residence  in 
the  town  itself,  where  flowers 
bloomed  the  year  through,  and 
where  his  two  children  played  in 
happy  freedom.  He  was  a  re- 
presentative in  the  Legislature, 
and  was  a  well  educated,  highly 
intelligent  man.  When  the  dread- 
ful truth  became  known  to  him, 
he  persuaded  his  wife  to  go  with 
him  to  a  small  cottage  near  Wai- 
luku,  a  town  about  twenty  miles 
from  Honolulu,  around  the  south- 
ern side  of  Oahu.  Here  he  lived, 
without  the  children,  alone  with 
his  wife,  and  here  he  sought  to 
hide  her  and  her  disease  from 
public  gaze.  We  might  question 
a  love  which  forgave,  and  never 
knew  it   was   forgiving,    years  of 
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inconstancy,  for  had  not  Napela 
himself  been  as  other  natives 
are,  and  could  he  not  remember 
the  distant  time,  when  hospitality 
was  not  complete  between  brother 
chiefs,  until  the  wife  or  wives  of 
the  host  were  offered  to  the  visitor 
in  willing  consent.  ? 

"What  to  him  were  the  stand- 
ards of  virtue  set  up  by  white 
man!  He  had  known  no  tradi- 
tions of  virtue,  and  when  the 
white  man  came  the  few  rules  of 
moral  conduct  which  honor  de- 
manded, even  among  those  dark- 
skinned  islanders,  were  thrust 
aside,  and  far  baser  practices 
were  introduced  to  break  down 
the  small  barriers. 

"Napela  loved  his  wife.  Why 
should  he  not?  Lulia  was  beauti- 
ful, with  a  dark,  flashing  beauty 
of  eye  and  skin,  her  form  was 
molded  in  perfect  lines  of  Hebe- 
like proportions.  Her  limbs  were 
full  of  rounded  beauty,  and 
whether  she  cleft  the  blue  waves 
with  swift,  and  lissome  grace,  or 
twirled  and  twisted  in  the  dance, 
the  'hula-hula,'  she  was  always  a 
goddess  of  love  and  bewitching 
native  beauty.  Her  step  was 
proud,  her  voice  was  low  and 
sweet,  and  if  she  could  love  her 
noble  husband  best  of  all  the 
men  she  knew  for  years,  and  still 
for  years,  should  he  not  value  that 
subtle  preference? 

"The  end  of  it  all  had  come. 
The  native  watchers  on  the  hill- 
side proclaimed  the  approach  of 
the  flying  government  boats  from 
the  distant  Molobai  steamer  out- 
side    the     reef     and    death    and 


separation  were  all  that  were  left. 
Napela  stood  on  the  shore  in 
gloomy  silence,  listening  to  the 
loud  and  monotonous  cries  of  the 
friendly  women  gathered  near, 
their  voices  now  rising,  now 
softening  almost  into  silence  with 
the  long  drawn,  quivering  'uwe- 
e-e-e,   uwe-e-ee--ee. ' 

"Lulia  sat  crouched  at  his  feet, 
her  dumb  despair  weighing  upon 
his  own  heart  with  unendurable 
agony.  What  was  left  for  her? 
The  living  grave,  surrounded  by 
dead  and  still  dying  corpses  of 
lepers,  all  shut  out  from  life  and 
mortality  by  the  precipices  of 
distant  Molokai. 

"For  him  the  empty  couch,  the 
broken  heart,  and  shattered  life. 
Life  in  death,  and  death  in  life 
for  both.  The  native  heart  cannot 
pour  out  its  grief  with  strained 
embrace  and  lingering  kiss.  No 
traditions  make  this  possible. 
Only  the  long  and  quivering  voices 
of  the  mourners,  with  that  awful 
'uwe-ee-e*  could  voice  or  show 
the  parting  woe. 

"The  boats  were  very  near; 
they  stopped;  out  sprang  the  four 
determined  men,  one  a  white  man, 
who  sternly  bade  the  soldiers  do 
their  dut)\ 

"A  long,  shivering  cry  from 
Lulia,  echoed  a  hundred  fold  in 
the  shaking  throats  of  the  women, 
and  she  was  dragged  away  from 
love,  from  home  and  husband,  to 
that  living  tomb,  and  what  was 
left? 

"  'U-ee-e. '  Again  and  still  again, 
no  intermission  in  the  piercing, 
trembling,  hovering  notes.      *Uwe- 
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e-e-ee--e"e,  uwe-e-e-e.'  The  wo- 
men crouched  upon  the  beach, 
watching  their  loved  relative  torn 
from  their  restraining  arms,  threw 
up  their  hands  in  helpless  misery 
and  out  from  their  throats  shiv- 
ered and  shook  that  dreadful  cry 
of  grief  'Uwe-ee-e,  uu  taitu  ahina 
kaii  makamaka,  aloha-a  ino*o, 
Uwe-e-ee.  * 

"Napela!  He  too  was  helpless; 
gold,  houses,  influence  all  useless. 
Too  well  he  knew  the  power  of 
relentless  law,  and  his  intelli- 
gence beat  down  his  own  impulse 
of  anger.  Her  destiny!  Death  ! 
Alone,  no  hand  to  give  nor  take 
the  greeting  of  constant  love  and 
longing.  No  well-known  voice  to 
soothe  the  last,  awful  moments  of 
that  terrible  death.  Living  and 
yet  dead.  While  he?  Could  he 
live  and  enjoy,  live  and  eat  and 
drink,  while  she  lay  dying  in  a 
dreadful  open  tomb?  Could  he 
yet  live? 

"His  heart  was  bursting:  he 
raised  his  head  to  see  the  fast 
receding  boat-they  were  now  near- 
ing  the  line  of  white,  the  outward 
foam  of  breakers!  In  another 
moment  they  would  be  at  the 
vessel's  side,  and  she,  his  wife, 
would  be  dragged  aboard  by  reck- 
less, miserable  hands,  and  at  once 
they  would  away,  away  for  Molo- 
kai?  And  he,  could  reach  them 
now — one  moment  more  and  it 
would  be  too  late,  death  with  her, 
was  it  not  death  without  her? 

"With  one  swift  spring,  he  was 
in  the  dancing  waves,  his  brawny 
arm  clove  a  side  incomine:  wave 
he  reaches  the  boat,  has  lifted  his 


hapless  wife  so  tenderly,  oh  so 
tenderly,  up  the  vessel's  side,  and 
with  a  long  farewell  look  to  home 
and  friends,  he  goes  to  Molokai 
in  proud  willful  content  to  share 
his  life  and  love  and  certain  death 
with  her,  his  wife,  the  leper. " 


WHY  DO  WE  CELEBRATE  THE 
24TH0F  JULY? 

The  question  has  been  asked  me, "  Why  we 

celebrate  this  day  ?" 
The  answer,   I   will  try  to  give,    in  this    my 

simple  lay : 
We  celebrate  because  we  love  the   name  of 

Liberty 
Some  forty  years  or  more  today  our  people  were 

set  free; 
They  reached  the  Great  Salt  Lake  that  day, 

foot-sore  and  travel-worn. 
And  round  the  flag  of  liberty,  to  float  upon  the 

morn. 
Their  hearts  so  loyal,  brave  and  true,  for  free- 
dom loud  did  cry. 
And    sent  forth    songs    of   praise,     unto  the 

Majesty  on  High, 

Who  brought  them  forth  from  bondage,  where 

they  could  His  laws  obey  ; 
They  on  that  barren  desert,  in   humility  did 

pray 
That  God  would  raise  a  standard  up  in  freedom 

<ind  in  might, 
To  guarantee  to  everyone,  equality  and  right. 
They  had  been  driven  from  their  homes,  from 

boasted  freedoi;n's  land — 
Been  mobbed  and  plundered  of  their  all,  by  a 

bluod-ihirsty  band ; 
Their  noble   Prophet    had   been    slain,   their 

Patriarch  as  well ; 
And  many   faithful  Saints  besides— the  half  I 

cannot  tell. 

And  all  because  they  worshiped  God,  and  did 

His  laws  obey, 
In  showing  to  a  darkened  world  the  straight 

and  narrow  way. 
Because  they  did  like  men  of  old,  unfold  the 

gospel  plain, 
And  bravely  stand  up  for  the  right,  no  matter 

what  their  pain. 
They  suffered  hardships,  pain  and  death    in 

freedom's  boasted  land  ; 
But  firmly  stood  up  for  the  right,  that  brave 

undaunted  band; 
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Tliey  traveled  many  weary  miles,  to  find  this 

land  so  blest, 
That  they  might  for  their  children  have  a  home 

where  they  could  rest. 

They  found  it  on  the  twenty-fourth  of   July, 

eighteen  forty-seven. 
Although  a  barren  wilderness  to  them  it  seemed 

a  heaven, 
They  knew  that  God  had  brought  them  forth, 

had  led  them  alt  the  way. 
And  that  is  why  they  thanked  the  Lord  on  ths^ 

most  happy  day. 
The  Prophet  Brigham  knew  the  spot  and  hailed 

it  with  delight. 
He  saw  it  with  prophetic  eye  long  e'er  it  came 

in  sight , 
For  God  was  with  him,  he  was  led  by  His  all 

powerful  Hand 
Unto  the  chosen  land  prepared   for  that  small 

exiled  band. 

They  labored  hard   for  many  years  to  make 

themselves  a  home, 
And  help  to  gather   Israel  in  as  fast  as  they 

could  come. 
Look  now  !    behold  that  wilderness,  it  blossoms 

as  the  rose, 
And  smiling  fields  and  orchards  bloom  in  spite 

of  all  our  foes. 


There's  thousands  now  ot  happy  homes,  where 

peace  and  love  abide, 
I  think  that  we  can  fturly  boast  of  Utah  with 

great  pride. 
Fair  Utah,  how  I  love  that  name !    with  joy  my 

heart  doth  swell. 
And  praise  the  Lord  that  I  have  been  permitted 

there  to  dwell. 

Then  why  not  celebrate  this  day,  which  gave  to 

us  this  land ! 
And  sing  the  praises  of  that  brave  undaunted 

little  band, 
Who  pioneered  those  barren  wastes  to  set  their 

children  free, 
And  had  the  stars  and  stripes  unfurled   pro- 
claiming liberty. 
Let's  emulate  their  noble  deeds,  take  courage 

and  be  firm. 
Should  difficulties  cross  our  path,  let's  from  the 

path  ne'er  turn. 
Unfurl  the  flag  1    as  they  did  then,  our  liberty 

proclaim ; 
For  God  is  on  our  side  we  know,  then  praise 

His  holy  name. 

Hoi  tie  J.  HigginsoH. 

Composed  for  the  celebration  of  the  a4th  of 
July,  1889.  Chesterfield,  Bannock  County , 
Idaho. 


HISTORICAL  SKETCH  OF  THE  CHURCH, 

FROM  THE  TIME  OF  THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  THE  PROPHETS  JOSEPH  SMITH 

AND  HYRUM  SMITH. 


From  the  New  York  Messenger 
of  February  15,  1846,  we  learn 
that  235  persons  had  sailed  from 
that  port  a  few  days  previous  to 
the  above  date,  on  the  ship  Brook- 
lyriy  bound  for  the  Bay  of  San 
Francisco.  These  were  members 
of  the  Church,  and  were  in  charge 
of  Elder  Samuel  Brannan.  The 
following  is  from  the  Times  and 
Seasons,  Vol.   6: 

"As  it  regards  the  getting  up 
of  this  company  of  emigrants,  we 
desire  to  give  a  brief  statement. 
Elder  S.   Brannan  was    counseled 


by  President  Orson  Pratt,  before 
leaving  for  the  west,  to  charter  a 
vessel,  and  take  out  a  company 
of  the  Saints  to  Oregon  or  Cali- 
fornia, and  as  soon  as  an  oppor- 
tunity offered,  others  would  fol- 
low, and  endeavor  to  get  beyond 
persecution  and  oppression. 
*  *  *  In  a  short  space  of 
time,  he  has  collected  together 
the  number  heretofore  stated, 
consisting  of  farmers  and  me- 
chanics, the  greater  part  young 
and  middle-aged  men  and  women. 
They  were   amply   provided   with 
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farming  implements,  tools,  grain 
and  seeds,  necessary  for  the 
formation  of  a  new  settlement. 
*  *  *  As  the  ship  left 
the  wharf  it  was  a  beautiful  sight 
to  behold.  There  was  a  scene 
we  feel  ourselves  inadequate  to 
describe.  There  you  could  behold 
the  father  bidding  adieu  to  his 
only  son,  perhaps  forever.  In 
another  quarter  you  could  see  the 
mother  embracing  a  daughter,  and 
bidding  each  other  farewell. 
While  tears  of  parental  and  filial 
affection  trickled  warmly  down 
each  other's  cheeks,  you  could 
also  behold  the  young  man  and 
young  woman,  without  father, 
mother,  brother  or  sister  (except 
those  of  their  brothers  and  sisters 
endeared  to  them  by  the  gospel 
of  the  Son  of  God),  willing  to 
leave  all  behind,  sacrificing  all 
the  comforts  and  enjoyments  of 
the  scenes  of  their  childhood  and 
former  associations  for  the  faith 
which  they  had  embraced,  and 
which  they  know  is  true,  and  are 
willing  to  die  for  the  same. 
They  have  borne  reproach, 
defamation,  obloquy,  and  scorn, 
they  have  been  persecuted  (or  at 
least  the  Church  they  belong  to), 
mobbed,  plundered,  robbed, 
driven,  and  murdered,  and  now 
they  go  as  exiles,  banished  from 
the  land  of  their  nativity,  the 
land  that  gave  them  birth,  the 
land  that  is  called  the  *asylum 
of  the  oppressed.'  The  liberty 
that  was  obtained  by  the  sweat, 
blood  and  tears  of  their  fathers, 
and  bequeathed  to  them  as  the 
greatest  legacy    they   could    have. 


has  taken  its  flight  and  gone, 
when  it  comes  to  be  exercised  in 
their  behalf." 

Elder  Brannan  and  his  com- 
pany reached  the  bay  of  San 
Francisco  on  the  31st  of  July, 
1846,  and  settled  on  the  San 
Joaquin  River.  "These  Mormon 
colonists,  who  were  probably  the 
first  American  emigrants  to  land 
on  the  coast  of  California,  carried 
with  them  a  printing  press,  type, 
paper  and  other  materials,  with 
which  was  afterwards  published 
the  California  Star,  the  pioneer 
newspaper  of  the  Golden  State." 
The  agreement  made  by  the  Com- 
mittees of  Quincy  and  Carthage, 
which  were  held  on  22nd  Sep- 
tember, and  October  1st  and 
2nd,  1845,  respectively,  were  soon 
violated.  They  failed  "to  use 
their  influence  and  exertions"  to 
help  the  people  to  sell  their 
property.  They  pledged  for  the 
people  to  assist  in  this,  but 
instead,  it  is  claimed,  that  they 
used  their  influence  to  depreciate 
their  property,  and  persuaded 
purchasers  not  to  buy.  "For 
these  reasons,  combined  with 
harassing  prosecutions  in  viola- 
tion of  the  agreement  made  by 
them,  and  also  to  give  undeni- 
able evidences  that  the  resolu- 
tions made  in  behalf  of  the 
Church  were  made  in  good  faith, 
the  exodus  from  Nauvoo  began 
earlier  than  first  intended."  In 
the  Times  and  Seasons ,  Vol.  6, 
under  date  of  February  1,  1846, 
we  find  the  following:  "All 
things  are  in  preparation  for  a 
commencement  of  the  great  move 
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of  the  Saints  out  of  the  United 
States.  *  *  *  About  two 
thousand  are  ready  and  crossing 
the  Mississippi  to  pioneer  the 
^way  and  make  arrangements  for 
summer  crops  at  some  point 
between  this  and  the  Pacific." 
To  see  such  a  large  body  of 
men,  women  and  children,  com- 
pelled by  the  inefficiency  of  the 
law,  and  potency  of  mobocracy, 
to  leave  a  great  city  in  the 
month  of  February,  for  the  sake 
of  enjoyment  of  pure  religion, 
fills  the  soul  with  astonishment 
and  gives  the  world  a  sample  of 
hdelity  and  faith  brilliant  as  the 
sun,  and  forcible  as  a  tempest, 
and  as  enduring  as  eternity." 

The  Presidency  of  the  Church 
and  the  High  Council,  and 
about  four  hundred  families  left 
Nauvoo  and  crossed  the  Missis- 
sippi on  the  11th  of  February, 
1846,  and  were  wending  their 
way  through  Iowa.  Other  camps 
left  as  opportunities  offered,  and 
early  in  June  the  main  body  of 
the  people  had  left  Nauvoo  and 
vicinity.  Soon  after  their  depar- 
ture Governor  Ford  directed 
Major  W.  B.  Warren,  with  a 
small  force,  to  the  seat  of  the 
difficulties  "to  keep  the  peace." 
But  it  has  been  said,  "but  more 
properly  to  prompt  the  Mormons 
in  their  oper?tions  to  leave. "  And 
this  appears  at  least  to  be  one 
reason  for  the  following  appear- 
ing in  the  Nauvoo  Eagle  at  the 
time: 

"Carthage,  April  16,  1846. 
"  Wm.    E,   Matlock^  Esq.  : 

"Will  you   permit   me   through 


the  medium  of  your  paper  to 
announce  to  the  citizens  of  Han- 
cock that  I  have  been  directed 
by  his  Excellency  Governor  Ford 
to  disband  the  force  under  ra)^ 
command  on  the  first  of  May, 
proximo.  It  seems  to  be  the 
understanding  of  the  Executive, 
and  the  State  at  large,  that  the 
terms  stipulated  for  the  removal 
of  the  Mormons,  will  expire  on 
that  day.  I  indulge  a  hope  that 
the  understanding  so  general 
may  not  be  disappointed.  The 
removal  of  the  entire  Mormon 
population  has  been  looked  for- 
ward to  as  an  event  that  could 
alone  restore  peace  and  quiet  to 
this  portion  of  our  State;  and, 
for  the  peace  of  the  inhabitants 
and  honor  of  the  State,  public 
expectation  must  be  gratified. 

"With  great  respect,  I  am, 
etc., 

"  W.   B.  Warren. 

"Major    Commanding      Illinois 
Volunteers." 

It  appears  from  the  above 
that  public  expectation  for  plun- 
der, confiscation  of  property, 
and  thirst  for  the  blood  ot  the 
Saints  "must  be  gratified." 
"The  peace  of  the  inhabitants 
and  the  honor  of  the  State"  were 
the  pretexts  to  cover  their 
diabolical  black  deeds  of  crime 
from  the  world  at  large.  The 
peace  they  sought  was  in  the 
gratification  of  robbery  unpar- 
alleled in  American  history,  and 
the  honor  they  clamored  for  was 
guilt,  that  deserved  the  severest 
penalty  within  the  jurisdiction 
of    the    law.       "It    was    made   to 
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appear  at  first  that  Major  Warren 
and  his  force  were  appointed  as 
peace  commissioners  to  act  as 
barriers  against  mob  violence, 
and  to  assist  in  carrying  out  the 
terms  expressed  in  the  treaty 
faithfully  and  honorably.  But 
now  we  find  a'  hasty  disposition 
on  his  part  that  the  Saints  fall  a 
prey  to  their  eneimes. " 

On  the  2nd  of  May,  1846,  the 
day  after  he  had  disbanded  his 
force,  an  order  arrived  for  him  to 
muster  them  into  service  again.  "I 
presume  it  is  due  to  Governor 
Ford  to  say  that  he  did  not  wish 
to  have  the  Mormons  murdered 
outright,  if  they  could  be  induced 
to  abandon  their  homes,  their 
rights,  and  their  all  to  save  life." 
In  the  midst  of  all  this  confusion 
the  Saints  exerted  themselves  to 
their  fullest  capacity  to  extricate 
themselves  from  their  unpleasant 
and  perilous  condition.  Major 
Warren  fully  realized  this,  for  on 
the  20th  of  May,  1846,  he 
reported  in  the  Quincy  PF/iig  the 
following: 

"The  Mormons  are  leaving 
the  city  of  Nauvoo  with  all  possi- 
ble dispatch.  During  the  week 
four  hundred  teams  have  crossed 
at  three  points,  or  about  1350 
souls.  The  demonstrations  made 
by  the  Mormon  population  are 
unequivocal.  They  are  leaving 
the  State,  and  preparing  to 
leave,  with  every  means  God  and 
nature  have  placed  in  their 
hands.  Ttiis  ought  to  be  satis- 
factory. *  *  *  A  man  of 
near  sixty  years  of  age,  living 
about    seven      miles     from      this 


place,  was  taken  from  his  house 
a  few  nights  since,  stripped  of 
his  clothing,  and  his  back  cut  to 
pieces  with  a  whip,  for  no  other 
reason  than  because  he  was  a 
Mormon  and  too  old  to  make  a 
successful  resistance.  Conduct  of 
this  kind  would  disgrace  a  horde 
of  savages." 

On  June  6th,  1846,  a  meeting 
was  held  at  Carthage  of  the  citi- 
zens of  Hancock,  to  make  arrange- 
ments for  a  celebration  on  the 
approaching  Fourth  of  July.  A 
resolution  passed  to  the  effect, 
"That  as  the  Mormons  were  not 
yet  all  removed  from  the  county, 
its  citizens  were  not  free;  and, 
therefore,  public  rejoicings  for  the 
blessings  of  freedom  would  be  out 
of  place." 

The  meeting  expressed  a  bitter 
feeling,  because  the  Mormons  had 
not  left  the  county  by  the'^first  of 
May  last,  "according  to  the  agree- 
ment." They  also  discussed  the 
proper  mode  of  action  to  be 
adopted,  in  view  of  their  failure  to 
depart.  At  that  time  Nauvoo  con- 
tained many  thousands  of  Church 
members,  "nearly  or  quite  one-half 
of  the  houses  being  yet  occupied 
by  them."  In  the  meantime  six 
men  from  Nauvoo  went  about  six 
miles  into  the  country  to  harvest 
a  field  of  wheat,  after  being  for- 
bidden by  the  mob,  not  to  t^o  out- 
side of  Nauvoo,  "except  on  their 
removal  westward. "  The  men  went 
armed  for  self-protection,  should 
trouble  arise.  They  were  soon 
followed  by  a  force  of  ruflfians, 
and  severely  beaten  with  hickory^ 
gads,   "and  their  arms  taken  from 
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them."  A  correspondent  writes  as 
follows:  * 

"Carthage,  III.,  Aug.  27,  1846. 
''Mr.   B  art  let  t: 

"Dear  Sir, — I  arrived  in  this 
place  at  eleven  o'clock  this  fore- 
noon, and  found  about  550  men 
under  arms,  and  reinforcements 
arriving  every  hour.  They  all  ex- 
press a  determination  to  st^'ck  to- 
gether until  they  accomplish  the 
object  for  which  they  assembled, 
if  it  takes  until  next  spring. 
There  is  a  feeling  of  determina- 
tion among  them  that  never  existed 
before.  It  is  a  general  saying 
that  if  the  resolutions  of  the  Car- 
thage Convention  cannot  now  be 
carried  out,  they  will  leave  the 
country. " 

After  the  departure  of  the  main 
body  of  the  people,  on  the  11th 
and  12th  of  September,  1846,  the 
mobocrats  made  a  furious  attack 
on  the  Saints  remaining  in  Nau- 
voo.  A  desperate  battle  was 
fought,  and  "there  were  a  number 
of  wagons*  discovered  carrying  off 
those  who  fell  in  the  engagement. 
It  is  impossible  to  learn  the 
enemy's  true  loss;  from  the  blood 
left  upon  the  ground  it  must  have 
been  considerable.  The  loss  of 
the  Mormons  was  three  killed  and 
a  number  slightly,  but  none 
seriously,  wounded.  This  was 
considered  highly  providential  by 
them.  There  were  less  than  one 
hundred  and  fifty  men  engaged  on 
the  side  of  the  defense  in  this  en- 
gagement, and  these  were  mostly 
Mormons.  The  enemy  numbered 
above  a  thousand." 

Reference     is      made      to      this 


trouble,  in  the  General  Epistle  of 
the  "Twelve, "dated  December  23, 
1847,  as  follows: 

"In  September,  1846,  an  infuri- 
ated mob,  clad  in  the  horrors  of 
war,  fell  on  the  Saints  who  had 
still  remained  in  Nauvoo  for  want 
of  means  to  remove,  murdered 
some,  and  drove  the  remainder 
across  the  Mississippi  into  Iowa, 
where,  destitute  of  houses,  tents, 
food,  clothing,  or  money,  they 
received  temporary  assistance  from 
some  benevolent  souls  in  Quincy, 
St.  Louis,  and  others,  places 
whose  names  will  ever  be  remem- 
bered with  gratitude.  But  at  that 
period  the  Saints  were  obliged  to 
scatter  to  the  north,  south,  east, 
and  west,  wherever  they  could 
find  shelter  and  procure  employ- 
ment. And,  hard  as  it  is  to  write 
it.  it  must  ever  remain  a  truth  on 
the  page  of  history  that  while  the 
flower  of  Israel's  camp  were  sus- 
taining the  wings  of  the  Ameri- 
can eagle,  by  their  influence  and 
arms,  in  a  foreign  country,  their 
brothers,  sisters,  fathers,  mothers, 
and  children,  were  driven  by  mob 
violence  from  a  free  and  indepen- 
dent State  of  the  same  national 
Republic,  and  were  compelled  to 
flee  from  the  fire,  the  sword,  the 
musket,  and  the  cannon's  mouth, 
as  from  the  demon  of  death.  * 
*  *  Their  property  in  Hancock 
County,  Illinois,  was  little  or  no 
better  thaji  confiscated;  many  of 
their  houses  were  burned  by  the 
mob,  and  they  were  obliged  to 
leave  most  that  remained  without 
sale,  and  those  who  bargained 
sold  almost  for    a  song.     The    in- 
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flueace  of  their  enemies  was  to 
cause  such  a  diminution  in  the 
value  of  property,  that  from  a 
handsome  estate  was  seldom 
realized  enough  to  remove  the 
family  comfortably  away;  and 
thousands  have  since  been  wander- 
ing to  and  fro,  destitute,  afflicted, 
and  distressed  for  the  common 
necessaries  of  life,  or  unable  to 
endure,  have  sickened  and  died 
by  hundreds,  while  the  Temple 
of  the  Lord  is  left  solitary  in  the 
midst  of  our  enemies;  an  endur- 
ing monument  of  the  diligence 
and  the    integrity  of    the  Saints." 

On  the  16th  of  September, 
1846,  a  treaty  and  agreement 
were  made  "between  Almon  W. 
Babbitt,  Joseph  L.  Heywood, 
and  John  S.  Fullmer,  Trustees  in 
trust  for  the  Church  of  Jesus 
Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints,  of 
the  one  part,  Thomas  S.  Brock- 
man,  Commander  of  the  posse, 
and  John  Carlin,  special  con- 
stable, and  civil  head  of  the  posse 
of  Hancock  County,  of  the  second 
part — and  Andrew  Johnson,  chair- 
man of  the  citizens  of  Quincy,  of 
the  third  part."     As  follows: 

"First,  the  city  of  Nauvoo  will 
surrender  the  force  of  Colonel 
Brockman,  to  enter  and  take 
possession  of  the  city  to-morrow, 
the  17th  of  September,  at  three 
o'clock  p.m. 

"Second,  the  arms  to  be  de- 
livered to  the  Quincy  Committee, 
to  be  returned  on  the  crossing  the 
river. 

"Third,  the  Quincy  Committee 
pledge  themselves  to  use  their 
influence    for     the    protection     of 


persons  and  property  from  all 
violence,  and  the  officers  of  the 
camp,  and  the  men  pledge  them- 
selves to  protect  all  persons  and 
property  from  violence. 

"  Fourth,  the  sick  and  helpless  to 
be  protected  and  treated  with  hu- 
manity. 

"Fifth,  the  Mormon  population 
of  the  city  to  leave  the  State,  or 
disperse  as  soon  as  they  can  cross 
the  river. 

"Sixth,  five  men,  including  the 
Trustees  of  the  Church,  and  five 
clerks,  with  their  families,  to  be 
permitted  to  remain  in  the  city 
for  the  disposition  of  property, 
free  from  all  molestation  and  per- 
sonal violence. 

"Seventh,  hostilities  to  cease 
immediately,  and  ten  men  of  the 
Quincy  Committee  to  enter  the 
city  in  the  execution  of  their  duty 
as.  soon  as  they  think  proper." 

"These  were  force  terms"  upon 
the  remnant  remaining  in  Nauvoo. 
They  were  compelled  to  submit  to- 
them,  or  jeopardize  their  lives. 
They  were  destitute  of  the  means 
to  follow  their  brethren  to  the 
wilderness.  They  had  neither 
house  nor  shelter  after  leaving 
Nauvoo,  nor  the  means  to  procure 
any.  Their  circumstances  were 
akin  to  the  early  people  of  God, 
of  whom  it  is  said:  "And  others 
had  trial  of  cruel  mockings  and 
scourgings,  yea,  moreover  of  bonds 
and  imprisonment.  They  were 
stoned,  they  were  sawn  assunder, 
were  tempted,  were  slain  with  the 
sword,  they  wandered  about  in 
sheepskins  and  goatskins;  being 
destitute,    afflicted,  tormented;  of 
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whom  the  world  was  not  worthy, 
they  wandered  in  deserts,  and  in 
mountains,  and  in  dens  and  caves 
of  the  earth."  After  the  dread- 
ful trial  came,  and  the  Saints 
banished,  many  expressions  of 
sympathy  for  the  oppressed  were 
made  by  the  press,  and  demonstra- 
tions of  dissent,  and  disapproba- 
tion in  the  great  guilt  committed. 
The  Illinois  State  Register  ex- 
pressed the  following: 

"The  unlawful  doings  in  Han- 
cock county  are,'  as  we  expected, 
bringing  the  State  into  disgrace 
all  over  the  Union.  The  press 
everywhere  condemns  in  the  most 
emphatic  and  indignant  language 
the  treatment  which  the  Mormons 
have  received.  When  an  un- 
prejudiced man  seriously  and 
candidly  reflects  on  what  has  been 
done — when  he  thinks  of  the 
hundreds  of  houses  burnt  to  the 
ground,  and  their  bereaved  and 
shivering  inmates  turned  out  to 
starve — when  he  reflects  that  a 
whole  community  of  people  are, 
in  this  enlightened  age,  and  in 
this  free  country,  driven  out  from 
the  comforts  and  blessings  of 
'  civilization  into  the  wilderness 
on  account  of  their  religion,  for 
that  will  be  the  verdict  of  the  age, 
and  of  posterity,  that  sectarianism 
alone  has  thus  expelled  them,  he 
must  admit  that  disgrace  will 
cleave  to  our  institutions  as  a 
consequence    of   these   outrages. " 

The  following  is  from  a  New 
York  paper. 

"A  whole  community  of  the 
people  banished,  driven  violently 
from   their    homes,     their    farms. 


and  their  Church,  their  blood 
shed  by  lawless  .adventurers  of 
Illinois,  and  the  State,  either  un- 
able or  unwilling  to  protect  them. 
How  are  we  as  a  nation  to  explain 
to  a  civilized  world  this  dire 
calamity,  this  desecration  of  all 
that  is  free  in  our  Government? 
*  *  *  To  drive  them,  their 
wives  and  children,  beyond  the 
Rocky  Mountains,  beyond  the 
barriers  of  civilization,  to  take 
lawless  possession  of  their  farms 
and  property,  exceeds  in  iniquity 
everything  that  has  been  done  in 
any  country  since  the  reign  of  the 
Goths  and  Vandals." 

The  St.  Louis  Oregon  contains 
the  following: 

"It  is  notorious  that  the  great 
Mormon  eaters  of  Upper  Missouri 
were  the  greatest  scamps  in  the 
country,  and  we  have  very  good 
reason  to  believe  that  the  same 
remark  would  apply  to  the  tribe 
who  are  now  persecuting  them  in 
Illinois." 

"The  Peorta  Register  expresses 
the  fear  that  there  will  be  some 
very  bad  men  still  left  in  Illinois 
after  the  Saints  are  gone.  There 
will  probably  be  left  some  of 
those  who  invited  them  to  the 
State,  for  the  purpose  of  using 
them  as  stepping  stones  to  power, 
but  who,  failing  in  making  theni 
the  creatures  of  their  will,  after- 
ward resorted  to  every  means 
within  their  power  to  villify  them 
and  even  encourage  them  to  acts 
of  outlawry,  (but  failed.)  There 
will  be  left  those  who,  under  the 
disguise  of  carrying  out  the  laws 
of  Illinois,  induced  the  Smiths  to 
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become  prisoners,  and  then  in 
cold  blood,  murdered  them,  an 
act  of  atrocit)-  unparalleled  in  the 
history  of  the  age.  And  there  will 
be    left    men    who    will  seize    the 


effects  of  the  banished  people,  and 
whose  prime  object  in  driving 
them  forth  is  the  spoils  they  may 
leave  behind." 


HEALTH  AND  HYGIENE. 


MORAL  HYGIENE. 

[Address    delivered    before    the  Y.   L.    M.    I. 
Association,  May  5th,  1893.] 

You  will  think  this  a  queer  title 
which  I  have  given  to  my  address 
this  evening,  but  I  warned  you  in 
the  beginning  that  there  were 
more  sides  than  one  or  even  two 
to  the  subjects  we  have  been  con- 
sidering this  winter. 

We  have  looked  at  our  bodies 
from  a  physical  standpoint, 
learned  something  about  how  they 
are  made,  and  the  laws  which 
govern  them.  This  is  one  side  of 
the  subject.  Then  we  veered 
around  and  took  a  glance  at  our 
mental  powers.  We  discussed 
these  pretty  throughly,  finding 
them  to  be  subject  to  natural 
laws,  analogous  to  the  physical, 
and  as  necessary  to  be  understood. 
Here  was  another  view  of  our 
subject.  This  evening  we  pro- 
pose to  consider  a  third — the 
moral  side  of  our  natures. 
Although  considered  last  of  all, 
we  do  not  think  it  less  important 
than  the  others;  indeed,  as  per- 
taining to  our  eternal  welfare,  it 
should  have  been  placed  at  the 
head  of  the  list. 

Let  us  look  at  ourselves  closely 
for  a  moment,  put  away  every 
other  thought,     letting  our  minds 


dwell  upon  ourselves  and  each 
other.  There  are  congregated 
here  probably  about  sixty  young 
women,  daughters  of  Zion.  Have 
you  ever  stopped  to  consider  what 
that  title  really  implies?  Yes,  you 
say,  it  means  that  we  are  members 
of  the  Mormon  Church.  Right, 
so  far  as  you  go,  but  that  is  not 
all  it  means.  The  word  Zion 
means  "pure  in  heart;"  so 
literally  "daughter  of  Zion' 
signifies  "daughter  of  the  pure  in 
heart."  It  means  also  that  we 
are  heirs  to  the  Priesthood,  with 
all  its  powers,  privileges  and 
glorious  promises  for  the  present 
and  the  future,  not  by  ourselves 
alone,  but  in  connection  with  the 
sons  of  God,  to  whom  it  is  to  be 
hoped  all  will  sooner  or  later  be 
given  in  marriage  by  the  power 
of  the  Holy  Priesthood. 

Within  a  few  years  or  months 
of  each  other,  sixty  immortal 
spirits  left  their  heavenly  home, 
joyfully,  no  doubt,  came  down  to 
this  little  planet  we  call  earth, 
and  took  upon  themselves  sixty 
mortal  bodies.  Those  spirits  and 
bodies,  united  together,  are 
before  me  tonight,  and  looking 
over  them  they  appear  to  me  to 
be  a  beautiful  sight,  well-formed, 
intelligent,  and    healthful,    in   the 
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majority  of  cases,  and  these  only 
average  representatives  of  thou- 
sands of  others  scattered  through 
the  settlements  of  the  Saints  from 
Canada  to  Mexico. 

Well,  now,  we  are  here.  The 
purpose  of  our  coming  we  will 
consider  later,  only  mentioning 
incidentally  that  there  was  no 
chance  work  about  it;  that  it  all 
came  about  according  to  a  great 
plan  which  was  establis^ied,  no 
doubt,  ages  ago,  and  which  we 
are  lending  our  aid    to   work   out. 

Having  placed  ourselves  .in 
these  responsible  positions,  there 
are  certain  duties  which  it 
becomes  necessary  to  perform. 
These  sixty  bodies  must  be  taken 
care  of,  must  be  fed  and  clothed, 
must  be  kept  clean  and  pure. 
Both  body  and  spirit  are  pure 
and  holy,  when  as  little  babes  we 
came  to  this  earth.  It  is  our 
duty  to  keep  them  so,  for  Jesus 
Christ,  our  Redeemer  and  Elder 
Brother,  has  said  that  except  we 
become  as  little  children  we  can- 
not enter  into  the  kingdom  of 
heaven. 

Again,  we  are  told  in  the 
Bible  that  the  Spirit  of  God  will 
not  abide  in  an  impure  body. 
Elsewhere  we  are  given  to  under- 
stand that  if  the  Spirit  of  God  is 
withdrawn  from  us  it  leaves  us 
open  to  the  power  of  the  evil  one, 
which  is  a  most  deplorable  con- 
dition to  be  in.  Up  to  a  certain 
age  these  duties  devolve  upon 
others,  our  parents,  guardians, 
and  teachers;  but  gradually,  as 
we  gain  knowledge  and  exper- 
ience,   these    responsibilities     are 


shifted  upon  the  shoulders  of  each 
individual,  and  we  are  required 
to  look  out  for  our  own  welfare. 
Happy  for  us  if  we  have  been  so 
taught  and  trained  that  we  can 
perform  them  acceptably  to  all 
concerned ! 

Now  that  we  have  demonstrated 
our  true  position  in  relation  to 
our  Maker,  our  religion  and  each 
other  the  questions  arise:  what 
shall  we  do  to  fulfill  these  condi- 
tions— what  do  to  remain  pure — 
what  avoid  to  prevent  becoming 
impure? 

We  all  know  that  a  clean, 
white  garment  for  illustration 
becomes  soiled  by  coming  in  con- 
tact with  things  that  are  unclean, 
and  the  same  principle  holds  true 
in  relation  to  the  moral  nature. 
Contact  with  anything  unclean, 
unwholesome  or  impure  is  bound 
to  leave  its  bad  impression  upon 
us,  if  we  are  not  careful  to  guard 
against  it. 

But,  you  might  say,  the  world 
is  full  of  bad  things;  we  stumble 
upon  them  every  day.  How  can 
we  help  but  come  in  contact  with 
them? 

Well,  in  the  first  place,  we  can 
avoid  very  many  of  them,  if  we 
take  the  pains;  and,  secondly,  we 
can  so  clothe  ourselves  with 
modesty,  virtue,  and  purity  in 
thought,  word  and  action,  that 
evil  will  flee  from  us,  or  hide  its 
head  in  shame  when  in  our 
presence.  Thus  we  will  escape 
the  bad  influences  with  which  we 
are  surrounded  to  a  great   extent. 

There    are    a    few    sources     of    . 
moral    pollution    which     we    will 
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briefly  look  at,  beginning  with  the 
chief,  which  is 

Companionship. — There  is  much 
to  be  gained  or  lost  morally  by 
our  choice  of  companions.  For 
instance,  if  we  associate  with 
somebody  having  a  noble,  lofty 
and  aspiring  spirit,  we  cannot 
help  but  be  more  or  less  influenced 
by  it.  We  gaze  with  admiration 
into  the  eye  beaming  with  intelli- 
gence and  high  resolve,  and 
unconsciously  our  own  hearts  throb 
with  increased  desire  to  be  good 
and  true  and  noble,  and  accom- 
plish something  worthy  while  we 
are  here.  We  listen  with  deepest 
interest  to  the  tongue  which 
speaks  words  of  wisdom,  or 
exhorts  to  good  thoughts  or  great 
deeds,  and  before  we  are  aware  of 
it,  we  are  forming  resolutions  in 
our  own  minds  for  the  performance 
of  some  good  purpose.  We  look 
upon  some  person  who  stands  as 
a  pillar  of  strength  in  Zion  and 
think,  "Oh  that  I  were  only  as 
good  as  he  is,  how  happy  I  would 
be!" 

How  different  is  the  feeling 
when  we  are  brought  into  contact 
with  people  of  low,  depraved 
attributes!  If  we  are  spiritually 
strong  and  self-reliant  we  may 
resist  his  influence,  and  then  we 
look  upon  him  with  pity,  con- 
tempt, disgust  and  loathing, 
according  to  the  degree  of  his 
frailties  and  our  own  sympathy 
with  them. 

Even  if  we  are  weak,  so  that 
we  succumb  to  his  stronger  will, 
and  become  like  unto  him,  we 
never  respect  him,   never  seek  his 


aid  when  in  trouble  or  distress, 
never  look  upon  him  as  a  tower 
of  strength,  but  as  a  poor,  worm- 
eaten  post,  fit  only  to  be  hewn 
down  and  cast  into  the  fire.  We 
never  look  upon  him  and  say, 
"Oh,  would  I  were  like  him  I"  but 
rather,  "Preserve  me  from  ever 
becoming  what  he  is'" 

I  remember  once,  when  I  was  a 
little  girl,  hearing  an  old  gentle- 
man speak  to  the  children  in  Sun- 
day school.  He  said,  "Children, 
always  try  to  select  for  your  play- 
mates somebody  that  is  better  than 
you  are.  If  you  will  do  this  there 
will  be  few  bad  ones  left,  and  they 
.  will  either  have  to  play  alone  or 
become  good  like  the  rest.." 

This  is  a  good  rule.  If  not 
applicable  in  all  cases,  we  can  at 
least  select  in  our  minds  someone 
whom  we  know  to  be  good  and 
pure,  and  resolve  to  become  as 
good  as  he  is,  if  not  better. 

But  we  are  not  going  to  leave 
the  bad  ones  out  in  the  cold  alto- 
gether. That  would  not  be 
Christ-like  nor  Saint-like.  Jesus 
said  He  came  "not  to  call  the 
righteous  but  sinners  to  repent- 
ance," and  we  are  also  told  tha( 
there  is  more  rejoicing  over  one 
lost  lamb  that  has  been  found 
than  over  ninety-nine  which  are 
safe  at  home  in  the  fold.  So,  if 
among  our  acquaintances  there 
are  some  who  pollute  their  bodies 
and  minds  by  bad  practices,  it  is 
not  necessary  for  us  to  turn  the 
cold  shoulder.  We  can  show  them 
by  our  actions  that  we  do  not 
approve  of  their  course,  and  we 
can    set    them    such    an     example 
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that,  with  a  little  help  and 
encouragement,  they  may  forsake 
their  evil  practices  and  try  to  be 
more   like  us. 

Next  in  importance  to  our 
associates  in  forming  morals,  we 
will  place 

Books, — We  told  you  at  our  last 
meeting  some  of  the  evils  accom- 
panying promiscuous  reading. 
We  will  now  add  that  the  moral 
influence  of  bad  literature  may  be 
quite  as  pernicious  as  the  mental 
or  physical.  Books  which  are 
pure,  noble  and  lofty  in  language, 
style,  and  sentiment,  inspire  the 
reader  with  similar  tastes  and 
feelings.  Those  which  are  low, 
false  and  debasing  in  character 
exert  a  corresponding  influence 
upon  pur  minds.  We  cannot 
help  it,  if  we  place  ourselves  in 
their  power  by  reading  them. 
You  will  see  by  what  we  have 
told  you  tonight  that  there  are 
many  things  necessary  for  us  to 
think  about,  if  we  desire  to 
become  truly  daughters  of  Zion. 
Julia  A.  Macdonald. 


CARE  OF  FOOD  IN  SUMMER. 
The  food  question  is  often  a 
serious  one  to  the  country  house- 
keeper, writes  Maria  Parloa  in  a 
valuable  article  on  "  Housekeeping 
in  the  Country,"  in  the  July  Ladies' 
Home  Journal,  It  is  usually  within 
her  power  to  get  a  good  supply 
of  fresh  vegetables,  milk,  butter 
and  eggs,  but  one  cannot  be  sure 
of  even  these  things  unless  they 
are  produced  on  one's  own  farm. 
If    the   housekeeper  must    depend 


upon  the  market-man's  cart  for 
her  meat  supply,  and  she  is  with- 
out an  ice-bouse,  she  must  resort 
to  many  expedients  to  provide 
her  family  with  the  necessary 
variety  of  animal  food.  The 
market-man  may  bring  fresh  beef, 
lamb,  veal,  poultry,  corned  beef, 
salt  pork,  tongue,  and  sometimes 
fresh  fish.  If  there  is  an  ice- 
house on  the  place  it  is  an  easy 
matter  to  lay  in  a  supply  which 
shall  last  until  the  next  visit,  but 
if  not,  other  means  must  be  used. 

Charcoal  is  of  great  value  in 
keeping  ice-chests,  storerooms 
and  food  sweet.  Place  a  shallow 
dish  of  fine  charcoal  in  the  ice- 
chest.  In  milk-rooms  and  other 
rooms  Inhere  food  is  kept  set 
dishes  of  charcoal.  If  poultry  or 
birds  are  to  be  hung  in  a  cool 
room  for  a  few  days  remove  the 
internal  organs  and  partially  fill 
the  body  with  charcoal.  Now 
wrap  the  birds  in  paper  and  hang 
up.  If  the  outside  of  the  poultry  is 
rubbed  with  black  pepper  before 
being  covered  with  the  paper,  it 
will  be  still  farther  protected  from 
flies.  Small  birds,  livers,  kidneys, 
sweetbreads,  etc.,  may  be  wrapped 
in  paraffine  paper  and  then  be 
buried  in  a  bed  of  charcoal. 

For  keeping  large  pieces  of 
meat  and  poultry  here  is  a  simple 
device:  Have  a  large  barrel  or 
hogshed  half-filled  with  charcoal. 
Put  meat  hooks  in  a  strip  of  joist 
and  place  across  the  top  of  the 
barrel.  Have  a  netting  to  spread 
over  this.  This  barrel  may  be 
kept  in  a  cool  place  and  pieces  of 
meat  be  hung  on  the  hooks.      The 
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charcoal  will  keep  the  atmosphere 
dry  and  sweet,  and  the  netting 
will  be  a  protection  against  in- 
sects. Should  there  be  danger 
from  rats  or  mice  use  wire  netting. 
Fresh  fish  may  be  rubbed  with 
salt,  wrapped  in  paper  and 
buried  in  a  bed  of  charcoal.  Of 
course  the  charcoal  in  boxes  and 
barrels  should  be  changed  at  least 
once  a  month.  It  can  be  used 
for  lighting  fires  or  for  broiling 
meats  or  fish.  If,  however,  it  is 
difficult  to  get  a  good  supply  of 
charcoal  the  old  can  be  purified 
by  putting  it  into  the  stove  with  a 
few  lighted  chips  and  allowing  it 
to  burn  until  red  hot.  At  this 
stage  open  all  the  windows,  to  let 
the  gas  pass  off,  then  close  the 
draughts  of  the  stove,   remove  the 


covers  and  leave  the  room.  When 
the  charcoal  becomes  cold  it  will 
be  ready  for  use  again. 

If  there  is  any  question  as  to 
the  purity  of  the  water  none  of  it 
should  be  used  for  drinking  or 
cooking  purposes  unless  it  is  first 
boiled.  There  are  several  other 
methods  of  purifying  water,  but 
boiling  is  the  safest  of  all.  When 
water  is  tainted  by  decaying 
vegetable  matter  several  methods 
are  used  to  purify  it.  It  may  be 
boiled,  or  filtered  through  char- 
coal, or  oak  chips,  or  a  little 
alum  may  be  added.  The  addi- 
tion of  the  astringent  wood  or  the 
alum  causes  the  albuminous  mat- 
ter in  the  water  to  coagulate  and 
fall  to  the  bottom,  and  the  puri- 
fied water  can  be  poured  off. 


OUR  GIRLS.* 


The  quarterly  conference  of  the 
Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.  of  the  Box  Elder 
Stake  convened  in  the  Tabernacle 
at  Brigham  City,  Wednesday, 
June  14,  at  ten  o'clock,  with  Sis- 
ter Lillie  Freeze,  President, 
Minnie  J.  Snow,  Box  Elder  Stake 
Board,  and  Presidents  of  Wards 
on  the  stand.  After  the  opening 
exercises,  Minnie  Loveland  Snow 
welcomed  our  President  and  Sis- 
ter Freeze.  President  Snow 
desired  the  faith  of  the  girls  to 
aid      Sister     Freeze     bodily     and 


mentally  while  she  addressed 
them. 

Sister  Freeze  arose  and  spoke 
very  beautifully  to  the  girls,  tell- 
ing of  the  va^t  amount  of  good 
accomplished  by  our  representa- 
tives at  the  Woman's  National 
Congress.  Referred  to  the  time  of 
refreshing  the  dedication  had 
afforded,  to  the  mercy  of  God, 
and  closed  by  urging  the  girls  to 
keep  His  commandments. 

President  Snow  spoke  of  her 
happiness  in  again  mingling  with 


•All  communications  from  the  members  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  Associations  to  this  departmpnt 
should  be  addressed  to  Mrs.  Elmina  S.  Taylor,  158  W.  Third  South  St.,  Salt  Lake  City.  The 
address  of  the  Secretary  of  the  Central  Board  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.  is  Annie  M.  Cannon,  Folsom 
Avenue,  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 
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the  girls,  of  the  impression  our 
spirit  of  oneness  and  sisterly  love 
made  on  the  outside  world,  end- 
ing her  discourse  with  a  strong, 
earnest  appeal  to  the  girls  to  cling 
to  their  virtue  and  preserve 'their 
chastity  as  they  would  life  itself, 
adding,  "It  is  the  greatest  pearl 
you  can  possess." 

'*  Spirit  Divine"  was  sweetly 
rendered  by  Miss  Lottie  Jensen, 
accompanied  by  the  choir. 

Sister  S.  A.  Kelly  made  a  few 
closing  remarks. 

Adjourned  until  two  with  sing- 
ing and  prayer. 

Afternoon  session  opened  with 
the  usual  exercises.  President 
Snow  introduced  the  originator  of 
the  Primary,  Sister  Rogers,  who 
addressed  the  girls  in  a  very 
interestitig  manner. 

Sister  Ray  Evans  expressed  the 
appreciation  of  the  conference, 
and  made  a  few  remarks  on  the 
efficacy  of  prayer. 

Sister  Freeze  again  gave  us  the 
benefit  of  her  excellent  counsel. 
Spoke  of  the  many  gifts  of  the 
gospel,  of  the  beauty  of  our  girls, 
and  how  they  should  use  it  to  the 
glory  of  God,  and  not  be  vain 
over  it.  Combine  with  it  sweet-, 
ness  of  disposition  and  charm  of 
manner.  Sister  Freeze  had  the 
gift  of  singing  in  tongues,  and 
also  its  partial  interpretation,  the 
remainder  being  given  by  Sister 
Maria  Fosgren.  The  Spirit  of 
God  was  there  in  rich  abundance, 
and  all  felt  its  lovely  influence. 

President      Clawson     addressed 

the  congregation    a    few    minutes. 

Minnie    Loveland    Snow     arose 


and  told  how  her  prayers  had 
been  answered  immediately  dur- 
ing the  meeting. 

Vocal  duet  by  Emeline  Watkins 
and  Sadie  Stohl. 

President  Snow  made  a  few 
closing  remarks,  referring  to  the 
Spirit  of  God  that  had  aided 
them  while  at  the  Woman's  Con- 
gress, and  the  high  compliments 
they  had  been  paid  by  women  of 
talent  and  ability,  not  of  us. 
Ascribed  all  the  honor  to  our 
Creator.  After  singing  and 
prayer,  the  conference  was  closed. 
Tillie  S.    Horsley,   Sec'y, 


A  WRITTEN  ADDRESS.    • 

(READ    AT    THE    T.    L.    M.    I.    A.) 

As  it  has  fallen  to  my  lot  to 
take  part  in  the  evening  pro- 
gramme, I  take  pleasure  in  re- 
sponding, realizing  the  great 
good  done  in  obedience  to  the 
calls  made  upon  us  in  the  M.  I.  A. 

How  thankful  ought  we  to  be 
for  the  opportunities  that  surround 
us  on  every  hand  for  gaining 
knowledge. 

How  thankful  to  an  all-merciful 
Father  that  we  live  in  an  age  of 
so  much  advancement.  Then, 
again  we  are  blest  with  this 
wonderful  brain  power  which  we 
weaken  or  make  strong  according 
to  usage;  unless  we  take  good  care 
of  it,  keep,  it  in  good  running 
order,  it  quickly  gets  out  of  repair 
and  grows  rusty  from  neglect. 

How  wicked  it  seems  to  me  to 
so  abuse  such  a  grand  piece  of 
work.  Yet  how  often  we  abuse 
these   earthly    tabernacles    within 
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which  we  dwell.  How  often  we 
see  a  fine,  healthy  man  or  woman 
so  give  themselves  up  to  the  ex- 
cesses of  life  in  such  a  manner 
that  when  seen  a  few  years  later 
there  is  not  the  least  particle  of  a 
semblance  of  their  former  selves. 
Don't  you  think,  my  dear  sis- 
ter that  we  will  be  held  account- 
able for  such  crimes  as  these,  for 
it  cannot  be  anything  else  but  a 
crime?  If  a  person  is  killed  by 
some  one,  it  is  called  murder,  the 
person  perpetrating  the  deed, 
murderer,  and  he  is  expected  to 
answer  for  the  deed  committed 
while  living  as  well  as  at  the  great 
bar  of  justice,  where  our  Heavenly 
Father  reigns  as  judge;  then,  if 
we  abuse  these  earthly  tabernacles 
which  He  has  so  generously 
given  us  to  live  in,  if  we  abuse 
this  great  brain  power,  if  our 
souls  are  unclean,  if  we  give  our- 
selves up  to  undue  excesses  in 
such  a  manner  that  we  narrow  our 
minds,  shorten  our  lives  what  are 
we  then  in  the  sight  of  Godi* 
How  many  young  women  are 
there  among  us  that  are  intelli- 
gent, possess  fine  talents  that  the 
Giver  of  all  has  bestowed  upon 
them  that  let  them  lie  dormant 
and  grow  rusty  from  neglect  and 
abuse.  Yes,  how  many  like  this, 
allow  Mr.  Careless  to  step  in  and 
take  charge  of  their  natures  until 
they  are  like  a  once  beautiful 
flower  in  someone's  garden,  its 
beauty  and  strength  long  since 
gone  through  coming  in  ;:ontact 
with  odious  weeds  and  that  grim 
fiend,  neglect.  Then  again,  how 
essential  it  is  that  we  set  a    good 


example  before  those  that  are 
younger,  that  they  may  not  right- 
fully ridicule  when  we  get  up  to 
speak  or  bear  our  testimony  to  the 
truth  of  this  gospel,  thereby 
proving  ourselves  stumblingblocks 
in  their  way.  It  is  well  said, 
"Practice  is  better  than  precept." 
A  little  story  I  once  heard  when 
a  child  I  recall  to  mind  as  I  write. 
If  true  or  not,  I  cannot  say.  Never- 
theless the  moral  is  good. 

A  man  having  his  aged  father 
living  with  him,  bitterly  com- 
plained at  his  breaking  so  many 
dishes  at  the  table  while  eating, 
being  weak  and  feeble.  One  day 
the  offense  being  repeated,  he  be- 
came angrj'  and  started  for  a 
neighboring  wood  in  company 
with  his  own  little  son,  saying. 
Til  get  a  dish  the  old  man  can't 
break.  "  After  cutting  and  hewing 
away  for  some  time,  his  little  son, 
who  had  been  intently  watching 
him,  suddenly  asked,  "What  are 
you  doing,  papa?" 

"I  am  whittling  out  a  trough 
for  grandad  to  eat  out  of,"  was 
the  answer.  The  little  boy  re- 
mained silent  for  a  few  minutes 
then  suddenly  exclaimed,  with  a 
face  all  lit  up  with  enthusiasm, 
"Papa,  when  you  get  old  I  will 
make  you  one." 

This  startled  the  father,  who 
stopped  work  and  stood  as  if 
dumbfounded,  and,  to  the  surprise 
of  his  little  son,  who  expected  to 
see  a  look  of  pleasure  and  ttiank- 
fulness,  he  exclaimed,  "I  guess 
we  will  go  home,  "and  immediately 
started  off. 

Yes,    dear    sisters,    example     is 
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better  than  precept.  Let  us  haM»e 
charity  for  one  another,  be  kind 
to  our  parents,  the  aged,  and 
infirm,  and  if  we  are  always  seek- 
ing after  intelligence,  with  the 
love  of  God  in  our  hearts,  it  will 
always    be  easy  for    us  to   discern 


between  good  and  evil,  and  we 
will  then  become  intelligent, 
noble  women    in  Zion. 

And  depaninvi  Irave  behird  us, 
Footprints  on  the  sands  of  time, 

befitting  a  Latter-day  Saint. 

Ida  Haag. 


EARLY  DAYS  IN  THE  TERRITORY. 


Dear  Niece  Susa  Y.    Gates: 

A  FEW  days  since,  I  was  in  con- 
versation with  three  or^four  busi- 
ness associates,  and  the  stringency 
of  the  times  was  quoted,  as  we 
can  hear  any  day,  in  the  stores 
and  on  the  streets. 

One  of  the  men  present  declared 
adversely  to  the  general  cry,  and 
said  the  times  were  good,  there 
was  lots  of  money  in  the  country, 
only  we  have  been  used  to  such 
an  overflowing  abundance,  people 
cry  there  is  a  scarcity. 

I  can  remember  the  time  when 
we  seldom  thought  of  money  in 
this  country  and  did  not  have  even 
good  clothing  enough  to  keep  us 
warm.  We  hardly  ever  had  sugar 
in  the  house,  and  if  we  could 
raise  through  the  summer  enough 
of  beets,  cane,  watermelons  and 
in  many  instances  corn  stalks 
enough  to  get  ten  or  twenty-five 
gallons  of  "sweet"  (oh  how  deli- 
cious was  the  very  word!)  call  it 
molasses  boiled  down  from  the 
juice  of  these  products  we  were 
happy  inc'eed. 

In  those  very  early  days  of  this 
Territory  men  and  women  went  to 
meeting  in  much  poorer  clothes 
than  they   will  now  be   content  to 


wear  while  working  in  the  fields 
and  in  the  kitchen.  I  well  remem- 
ber when  I  was  called  on  a  Sun- 
day to  talk  to  the  people  in  meet- 
ing assenibled  on  a  Sabbath  day, 
when  I  had  on  no  coat,  and  my 
shirt  sleeves  had  each  a  patch  on 
the  elbow.  My  shirt  was  scrupu- 
lously clean,  and  I  felt  just  as  well 
then  in  the  stand,  as  I  do  now 
with  the  best  suit  on. 

I  saw  one  Elder  called  from 
the  congreation  into  the  stand  to 
speak  to  the  people  who  had  on 
neither  coat,  shoes  or  socks,  and 
he  spoke  with  much  power  of  the 
Holy  Spirit,  just  as  well  as  men 
do  now  dressed  in  fine  black  suits 
of  imported  goods. 

We  then  felt  such  circumstances 
as  no  hardship,  and  were  thankful 
to  have  that  much.  We  felt  it  no 
shame  because  it  was  the  best  we 
could  do,  and  we  were  even  with 
a  majority  of  the  people. 

In  those  early  days  I  went  to 
dances  in  private  houses  where 
there  was  no  floor  but  the  ground, 
and  no  splendor  but  bright,  cheer- 
ful, honest  faces  that  reflected  the 
intelligence,  virtue  and  Christian 
zeal  of  honest  souls  within. 

We    needed    no    money  then  to 

Digitized  by  VjOOQiC 


476 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL. 


pay  extravagant  fiddlers  "bills" — 
for  waxed  floors,  and  a  few 
dollars  "clear  gain"  for  some 
man  to  put  in  his  pocket  to  pay 
for  getting  up  the  dance. 

We  could  pay  for  our  admission 
to  a  party  in  wheat,  flour,  oats, 
corn,  potatoes,  cabbage,  squashes, 
molasses,  beets  or  anything  the 
people  wanted  to  eat  or  wear,  or 
that  they  could  trade  off. 

The  brother  I  alluded  to  in 
the  beginning,  who  thought  these 
times  to  be  good,  said  that  once 
here  in  Springville  when  all  the 
productions  I  have  named  were 
"the  currency  of  the  country,"  a 
party  was  gotten  up;  and  when  a 
dance  was  announced  it  meant  an 
invitation  to  all,  old  and  young. 
One  gent,  who  had  been  very  for- 
tunate in  raising  a  good  crop  of 
squashes,  brought  a  large   squash 


to^  pay  his  bill  at  the  dance.  The 
door-keeper  eyed  the  squash  with 
admiration,  and  remarked  that 
"that  squash  was  worth  more  than 
they  charged  for  a  number,  and 
here's  somethin'  m  change  back," 
handing  the  young  man  three 
carrots. 

In  those  days  we  all  "met  on  a 
level  and  parted  on  the  square." 
We  never  heard  of  burglaries, 
hold-ups,  or  suicides.  We  never 
had  heard  or  thought  of  bank- 
ruptcy or  gambling  in  stocks. 

The  present  hard  times  are  more 
in  the  imagination  than  reality. 
If  people  will  not  borrow  trouble 
about  hard  times  now  I  think  it 
will  not  be   very  long  before  they 

!  will  have  plenty  of  their  own,  and 

i   not    have      to     pay     back     some 

I  borrowed. 

'  Oliver  B.  Huntington. 


EDITOR^S  DEPARTMENT. 


THE  FINANCIAL  SITUATION. 
About  sixteen  years  ago  there 
was  a  strong  effort  made  to  estab- 
lish close  and  undivided  business 
interests  between  the  members  of 
this  community.  Brigham  Young 
said  the  Lord  had  told  him  that 
the  time  had  come  to  establish  the 
United  Order,  and  that  it  would 
be  a  necessary,  step  if  this  people 
would  avoid  the  afflictions  which 
were  about-  to  come  upon  them. 
He  further  remarked  that  he  did 
not  want  to  live  to  see  what 
would  come  upon  this  people  if 
they  did  not  accept  and  try  to 
live  up  to    that    principle.       Now, 


I  am  not  about  to  prophesy  evil 
concerning  Zion,  for  the  words 
of  President  George  Q.  Cannon, 
even  those  of  President  Woodruff 
himself  during  the  late  dedication 
services  were  that  no  one  must 
prophesy  evil  concerning  Zion.  1 
do  not  consider  the  present  situa- 
tion of  financial  affairs  here  as  an 
evil,  in  one  respect.  I  firmly 
believe  that  there  is  a  very  wise 
and  glorious  purpose  underlying 
the  present  "hard  times"  in  Utah. 
This  people  wanted  to  run  their 
own  financial  affairs;  in  fact  they 
said  so  by  the  thousands  fifteen 
years  ago,  and  it  looks  very  much 
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like  the  Lord  has  let   them    have 
their  wish.     What   do   you   think 
of    the   result?     How   much  more 
do  you    think  we   will   have  to  be 
pinched    before    we    will    humble 
ourselves    and    say    to     the    Lord 
that    we  are   willing    to    let    Him 
take  a   hand   now  in  the  manage- 
ment   of    our     finances?       I     am 
wondering  that  every  day.     Years 
ago,  such  men  as  President  Joseph 
F.    Smith,  Moses  Thatcher,   Abra- 
ham H.  Cannon,  Orson  F.Whitney 
and    others   have  said    to  me  that 
they    felt    that    the    United    Order 
would  have  to  come  to  this  people, 
and  so  far  as  they  were  concerned, 
they    did    not   care    how   quick    it 
came,       A    few    more    months    of 
such  squeezing   as  we  are  getting 
now  at    the   hands  of    the    money 
changers,  and  I  think  if  President 
Woodruff  was  then  to  rise  up  and 
say  that   the   Lord   would   deliver 
those    who    were   willing    to  obey 
His    will     in     the     future    as     to 
finances,    there   would    be  quite  a 
sprinkling    of    our  good    brethren 
arise    and  go    to    the    Lord    with 
the     remnants     of     their     inherit- 
ances.    Don't  you  remember  that 
we  have  been  advised  for  years  by 
Brigham  Voung,  John  Taylor,  and 
Wilford     Woodruff     to    patronize 
home    industries!     Why,    I  heard 
President    Smith    preach    an   elo- 
quent sermon  on  that  subject    not 
very  long  ago.     Do   you  think  we 
would  be  where  we  are  now  if  we 
had    taken  that   excellent  advice? 
President   George  Q.   Cannon  has 
a  plain  statement  of  our  situation 
in  that  matter  in  a  jecent  issue  of 
the    Juvenile  Instructor.     If  we 


were  all  wearing  and  using  home- 
made articles  now,  would  it 
matter  so  much  to  us  that  we  can- 
not buy  imported  goods?  There 
was  another  word  of  instruction 
that  Brigham  Young  was  always 
pouring  into  the  ears  of  this 
people:  "Leave  the  mines  alone," 
he  would  say,  "and  attend  to  your 
homes  and  farms."  How  many 
men  in  this  Territory,  just  now 
wish  they  had  attended  to  that 
important  advice!  I  am  fully  of 
the  opinion  that  they  will  wish  it 
still  more  before  this  present 
year  is  out.  I  do  not  think  Zion 
is  going  to  be  injured  by  this 
financial  crash,  not  at  all,  this 
people  have  had  too  much  exper- 
ience in  hard  times  to  be  crushed 
for  a  small  thing;  but  I  do  feel 
that  individuals  all  along  the  line 
are  going  to  be  humbled  to  the 
dust,  and  that  many  heedless  men 
among  us  will  be  brought  to  real- 
ize that  God  has  as  much  to  do 
with  their  business  as  He  has 
with  their  religion.  And  when  He 
says  it  will  be  better  for  us  to 
work  on  a  co-operative  principle, 
I  think  such  men  will  be  ready  to 
listen  to  His  words. 

But  after  all,  what  has  all  this 
talk  to  ,do  with  my  girl  readers? 
Quite  a  deal.  Are  you  not 
daughters  and  sisters  of  the  men 
who  are  suffering  in  this  crisis? 
And  what  is'  your  particular  duty  ' 
in  this  matter?  Very  simple  and 
plain  it  is,  my  dear  girls.  In  the 
first  place,  let  me  urge  you  to 
remember  your  dear  father  in 
earnest  and  constant  prayer.  Not 
only  do    this  in  general  terms  and 
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in  a  mechanical  fashion,  but  go 
by  yourself  once  a  day  and  make 
a  special  and  earnest  prayer  to 
God  to  help  and  comfort  your 
father.  Remember  to  speak  to 
him  and  of  course  to  your  worried 
mother  with  all  kindness  and 
gentleness.  Let  no  thought  of 
reproach  or  grumbling  pass  your 
lips  if  you  are  compelled  to 
assist  in  the  general  economy 
that  must  be  practiced  by  one 
and  all  just  now.  Do  everything 
that  you  can  in  the  way  of  fixing 
up  all  your  last  summer*s  clothing 
for  this  summer's  use,  see  what 
you  can  do  in  the  way  of  making 
hoods  and  trimming  hats  for  ever)' 
member  of  the  family.  Help  the 
little  boys  to  take  the  best  of  care 
of  their  hats  and  caps  while  you 
cheerfully  do  a  double  share  of 
mending  to  make  the  clothes  last 
a  few  weeks  longer.  Refrain  from 
asking  father  for  one  cent  to 
spend  in  anything  but  the  barest 
necessities,  and  encourage  your 
borthers  and  sisters  to  do  likewise, 
you  have  no  idea  how  important  a 
thing  example  is.  I  was  talking 
to  my  Sunday  School  class  about 
economy  last  night,  and  I  told 
them  how  necessary  it  was  just 
now.  I  urged  them  to  wear  their 
old  dresses.  But  they  said  it 
made  them  feel  as  if  they  must 
have  a  new  dress  when  they  saw 
some  one  else  with 'new  a  dress. 
That  is  the  point.  If  you  wear  a 
new  dress,  and  especially  if  you 
are  the  daughter  of  a  rich  man  or 
of  a  man  high  in  the  Church  and 
in  our  best  society,  if  you  get  a 
new  hat    and  dress    just  now,  you 


will  never  be  able  to  count  the 
dollars  which  your  foolish  action 
will  cost  silly  girls  who  have  not 
moral  courage  to  do  what  is  right 
no  matter  what  any  one  else  may 
do.  Oh,  if  we  could  only  realize 
what  a  terrible  power  we  wield 
in  the  matter  of  example!  Every 
soul  must  answer,  not  only  for 
himself  but  also  for  the  effect 
his  words  and  acts  have  had 
upon  his  friends  and  acquaint- 
ances. Even  strangers  may  rise  up 
and  accuse  us  for  our  thoughtless 
words.  Sensible  as  I  think  my- 
self to  be  on  this  point,  I  can 
never  tell  you  how  dismayed  I 
was  to  see  one  of  the  best  and 
highest  men  in  this  Church  drink- 
ing tea  for  his  breakfast.  He 
must  do  in  these  things  as  Paul  of 
old  had  to  do.  He  said  if  it 
offended  his  brother  to  eat  meat 
he  would  refrain  from  eating 
meat.  Example  is  one  of  the 
least  thought  of  responsibilities 
among  us,  and  it  is  also  one  of 
the  gravest  and  most  lasting  of 
all  our  responsibilities.  In  these 
hard  times  we  can  show  what  real 
moral  and  spiritual  worth  there 
is  in  us. 


True  courage  has  so  little  to 
do  with  anger,  that  there  lies 
always  the  strongest  suspicion 
against  it,  where  this  passion  is 
higest.  Rage,  we  know,  can 
make  a  coward  forget  himself  and 
fight.  But  what  is  done  in  fury 
or  anger  can  never  be  placed  on 
the  account  of  courage. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 


Note. — It  has  been.decidea  by  President  E. 
S.  Taylor  not  to  publish  resolutions  or  death 
notices,  as  such  are  usually  of  local  interest 
only.  But  she  deemed  the  following  of  suffi- 
cient interest,  because  of  the  widely  known 
character  of  Sister  Teasdale,  to  publish,  and  we 
gladly  comply  with  her  wbh. 

CoLONiA  Diaz,  March  4,  1893. 

In  loving  memory  of  Sister 
Matilda  E.  Picton  Teasdale,  who 
died  in  Diaz,  Mexico,  while  visit- 
ing the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  Association, 
of  heart  failure,  February  6th, 
1893. 

The  deceased  was  the  daughter 
of  James  and  Jane  Picton,  and 
tlie  wife  of  George  Teasdale;  was 
the  mother  of  two  children,  both 
boys.  She  was  born  March  25th, 
1858,  in  Nephi,  Juab  County, 
Utah.  She  came  to  Mexico  to 
join  her  husband  in  June,  1891. 
Many  years  previous  to  her 
removal  to  Mexico  she  held 
responsible  positions  in  the  Relief 
Society  and  Y.  L  M.  I.  Asso- 
ciation; was  always  alive  and 
awake  to  her  duties.  At  the 
organization  of  the  Mexican  Mis- 
sion she  was  sustained  as  Presi- 
dent of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  Associa- 
tions of  the  mission,  and  also 
Secretary  of  the  Relief  Society  of 
the  mission. 

Sister  Tillie  had  the  love  of  all 
that  knew  her,  and  her  death  has 
caused  all  that  knew  her  to 
mourn.  She  was  always  espe- 
cially kind  to  the  poor  and  aged, 
a  peacemaker,  and  possessed  a 
self-sacrificing  disposition.  She 
entertained  the  highest  regard  for 
the    principles     of     the     gospel; 


indeed  there  are  few  whose  entire 
record  is  so  perfect. 

And,  whereas  in  the  providence 
of  a  just  Creator  our  beloved 
sister,  Matilda  E.  Picton  Teas- 
dale  has  been  called  from  our 
midst  by  the  hand  of  death;  and, 
whereas,  her  influence  was  so 
ennobling  and  exemplary,  and 
her  character  so  upright  that  we 
can  view  her  demise  with  no 
other  than  feelings  of  extreme 
sorrow.     Therefore,  be  it 

Resolved:  That  in  her  death 
our  associations  have  lost  a  faith- 
ful and  valued  leader  and  a  wise 
counselor. 

Resolved:  That  we  emulate  her 
noble  example,  and  that  we  mani- 
fest our  appreciation  of  her  worth 
in  these  resolutions  of  respect. 

Resolved:  That  we  present  a 
copy  of  these  resolutions  to  the 
bereaved  family,  with  our  sincere 
sympathy;  that  we  enter  copies  on 
the  records  of  the  Young  Ladies* 
Mutual  Improvement  Associations 
of  the  Mexican  Mission,  and  that 
we  also  send  a  copy  to  be  pub- 
lished in  the  Young  Woman's 
Journal. 

Fannie  Harfer, 

SiBBiE  Beck, 

Sarah  Christofferson, 


Com- 
mittee 


A  NEW  JAPANESE  GAME. 
It  is  played  with  fans,  and  the 
pretty  paper  balls  of  different 
colors,  which  are  inflated  through 
a  tiny  hole  which  closes  with  a 
valve    from    the     inside,    and    so 
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prevents  tlte  slightest  escape  of 
air,  writes  Mrs.  Burton  Kingsland 
in  a  charming  description  of  "An 
Outdoor  Fan  Luncheon"  in  the 
July  Ladies'  Home  JournaL 

The  balls  are  tossed  as  high  as 
possible  and  the  game  consists  in 
preventing  their  falling  by  fan- 
ning them.  It  is  quite  as  active 
as  tennis  and  the  effect  is  exceed- 
ingly picturesque  to  those  looking 
on.  The  one  who  succeeds  in 
keeping  her  ball  the  longest  from 
touching  the  ground  beats  the 
game,  and  in  this  case  won  a 
prize — a  dainty  fan  of  white  bolt- 
ing-cloth with  pink  sticks.  The 
mother  of  the  young  hostess,  who 
was  much  skilled  in  the  use  of 
water-colors,  had  painted  on  the 
white  background  in  letters 
formed  of  a  succession  of  tiny 
roses,  the  word  "Darina,"  the 
name  of  the  place.  It  is  an 
Arabic  word,  signifying.,  "our 
happy  home."  A  long,  pink  satin 
ribbon  was  tied  at  the  end,  to 
recall  the  table  effect,  and  the 
whole  was  a  charming  souvenir  of 
a  delightful  occasion. 


PUNISHING  A  CHILD. 

EDWARD  W  BOK  SAYS  IT  RARELY  DOES  HIM 
ANY  GOOD. 

I  WILL  not  say  that  the  punish- 
ment of  children  can  be  dispensed 
with  in  every  instance,  writes 
Edward  W.  Bok  in  "At  Home 
with  the  Editor"  in  the  July 
Ladies'  Home  Journal.  No  possi- 
ble rule  can  apply  to  all  cases 
since  every  instance  must  be  a 
law  unto  itself.     At  the  same  time 


striking  a  child  should  be  employed 
only  as  the  very  last  resort,  where- 
as now  it  is  used  in  all  too  many 
cases  as  a  first.  Kindness  and 
firmness,  when  brought  together, 
form  the  best  basis  for  a  child's 
education.  Mothers  should  learn 
to  control  hasty  actions;  fathers 
must  allow  reason  to  have  fuller 
play.  The  process  may  seem  a 
little  more  tedious,  but  the  result, 
when  reached,  will  be  worth  it  all. 
Instantaneous  correction  may 
seem  to  be  achieved  by  punish- 
ment, but  the  effect  is  not  lasting. 
Girls  are  shamed  by  it;  boys 
grow  resentful  under  it.  We  need 
only  apply  the  lessons  that  come 
to  us  in  after  life  to  this  question 
to  reach  the  best  solution.  Kind- 
ness draws  us  all  closer;  firm- 
ness of  character  cements  lifelong 
friendships:  sympathy  wins  us 
all.  And  as  these  elements 
appeal  to  us  as  we  have  matured, 
so  do  they,  and  even  more 
strongly,  appeal  to  the  more 
responsive  nature  of  a  child.  A 
boy  should  never  find  weakness  in 
him  to  whom  he  looks  for 
strength.  A  girl  should  never 
find  anger  where  she  has  a  right 
to  find  mercy.  And  as  for  our 
little  misdoings  in  childhood,  we 
sought  mercy  and  pardon,  let  not 
our  children  come  to  us,  and 
because  we  are  parents  find  us 
other  than  we  ourselves  sought 
and  hoped  to  find.  As  we  wished 
should  be  done  unto  us  at  one 
time  in  our  lives,  so  let  us  now 
do  unto  others,  that  they  in  turn, 
may  likewise  do  unto  those  who 
follow  us. 
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BABY  HELLO'S  MISSION. 

One  Sunday  morning  Mattie 
sat  in  her  pleasant  sitting-room 
-writing  letters.  Every  now  and 
then  she  laid  down  her  pen  and 
-went  to  the  window.  Finally 
she  put  the  half-wriiten  letter 
into  the  desk  and    sighed   deeply. 

"I  cannot  settle  down  to  write 
when  my  thoughts  are  so  far 
away,"  she  exclaimed,  as  she 
went  out  to  the  gate.  "Oh,  why 
does  he  not  come?  He  promised 
to  be    back    last    night.       I     am 

afraid  some   accident    has Oh, 

thank  God,  I  see  him  coming!" 

A  look  of  love  and  intense  hap- 
piness stole  over  the  girlish  face, 
chasing  away  all  anxiety  and  fear, 
while  a  delicate  flush  crept  to  the 
pale  cheeks.  Her  lips  parted  in 
a  sunny  smile  as  her  handsome 
husband  sprang  from  his  horse. 
Despite  his  dusty  face  and  mud- 
begrimed  clothes,  she  rushed 
into  his  arms  and  clung  to  his 
neck. 

"My  darling,  are  you  so  glad 
to  see  me  then?"  he  murmured 
tenderly,  stooping  to  kiss  her 
upturned  face.  "Have  you  been 
fretting  over  me?  Why,  love, 
Tve  only  been  gone  since  yester- 
day morning,  and  one  would 
think  it  had  been  a  year.     Yes,    I 


know  I  promised  to  be  back  last 
night,  but  game  was  scarce,  so 
the  boys  persuaded  me  to  stay 
over,  and  we  found  plenty  of 
rabbits  this  morning.  Td  like  to 
go  hunting  and  fishing  every  Sun- 
day and  take  you  and  the  boy 
along.  That  reminds  me — where 
is  papa's  pet?" 

"I  let  Mrs.  Crane's  little  girl 
take  him  to  Sunday  school. 
Don't  be  angry,  dear.  He  begged 
so  hard  to  go,  and  said  in  his- 
sweet,  pleading  way:  'Nello  be 
dood,  mamma,  let  him  do,'  that 
I  couldn't  refuse  him." 

"Well,  you  may  tell  those  chil- 
dren to  stay  away  from  here  after 
this,  and  then  we'll  have  no 
further  trouble."  Then  he  re- 
marked, his  lip  curling  sneer- 
ingly:  "No  doubt  he  will  come 
home  with  his  little  head  filled 
with  all  sorts  of  rubbish  about 
wingless  angels  and  a  place  called 
heaven.  Mattie,  I  strongly  object 
to  his  going  again,  and  to  a  Mor- 
mon Church  especially." 

When  he  had  finished,  Mattie 
turned  to  him  with  a  pale  face 
and  pleading  voice:  "Lionel,  it 
is  time  we  had  some  understand- 
ing about  our  child.  Do  you 
think  it  right  to  bring  him  up 
thus?      Were    we    not    raised    in 
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the  Church,  and  are  we  any  the 
worse  for  it  now?  Oh,  husband, 
think  what  a  terrible  responsi- 
bility rests " 

"Fiddlesticks,"  interrupted  Lio- 
nel, with  a  shrug  of  the  shoulders. 
"Is  dinner  ready?  Vm  just  about 
starved.  Ah,  here  comes  my 
little  man!"  He  went  to  the 
door  and  held  out  his  arms  to  the 
baby  boy,  who  came  toddling  up 
the  path.  Two  small  girls  were 
with  him,  but  at  sight  of  the 
imperious-looking  man  in  the 
doorway  they  grew  timid,  dropped 
the  baby's  hands  and  turned  back, 
casting  wistful  glances  behind 
them  as  they  slowly  went  out  of 
the  gate. 

Nello  ran  on,  clapping  his  tiny 
hands  with  glee,  his  baby  lips 
parting  into  a  laughing  smile  as 
he  cried: 

"Papa,  papa,  is 'ou  tome  home? 
Nello  fought  *ou'd  never  tome." 

"Ah,  little  one,  do  you  think 
papa  could  stay  away  long  from 
his  treasures?  Come  here,  my 
precious,  and  let  me  bite  that 
pale  little  cheek  and  put  some 
color  into  it.  Papa  shot  a  rabbit 
for  his  boy*s  breakfast." 

"Oh,  did  'ou  till  it  dead?" 
asked  baby,  a  sorrowful  look 
coming  into  his  large,  brown 
eyes.  "Nello's  sorry  for  the  poor 
wabbit. " 

"Has  my  baby  got  back?" 
asked  mamma,  coming  to  the 
door  and  smiling  down  on  the 
two  she  loved  best  in  all  the 
world.  What  a  bright  picture 
they  formed!  Lionel,  dark  and 
handsome,  sat  on    the   lower   step 


with  the  tiny  fragile  boy  in  his 
arms.  Both  had  brown  eyes  and 
curly  hair,  but  the  father's  was 
very  dark  and  cut  close  to  his 
head;  Nello's  was  golden,  like 
his  mamma's,  and  hung  in  clus- 
tering ringlets  about  his  shoulders. 
His  delicate  face  appeared  more 
transparent  than  ever  when  con- 
trasted with  his  father's  swarthy 
cheek. 

"Dinner  is  ready.  Come,  papa 
and  bring  baby.  Will  you  ask 
the  blessing,  Nello?" 

"'Es.  Nello's  pate  isn't  turned 
over.  Papa,  man  in  Suna  'cool 
said,  'All  sut  'our  eyes,'  so  'ou 
must  too,  else  me  tant  pay. " 
Baby  folded  his  hands  and 
bowed  the  curly  head  on  his 
plate,  and  then  lisped  the  words 
which  he  had  repeated  every  day 
for  most  a  ytar: 

"Oar  Fader  in  Heben,  bess  de 
food.  Dare,  dat's  all.  Now 
dive " 

Say  amen  when  you  get 
through,   dear." 

"Oh,  Nello  fordot  amen.  Now 
dive  me  some  squaw-berries." 

Obediently  the  mother  com- 
plied, while  papa  filled  the  small 
silver  mug  with  coffee  and  placed 
it  by  baby's  plate.  Nello  had 
always  taken  great  enjoyment  in 
"dinking  his  tea,"  but  today  he 
did  not  touch  it.  Pushing  it 
away,  with  a  wistful  look  he 
turned  to  his  papa. 

"Man  in  Sunda  'cool  said  only 
naughty  'ittle  boys  dinks  tea. 
Me  isn't  doing  to  dink  any  more. 
Papa  and  mamma,  don't  'ou  dink 
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it  eider,  tause  *ou  will  be  naughty 
too.  It  isn't  dood,  anyway,  is 
it?" 

"You  see,  Mattie,  it  is  just  as 
1  said,"  exclaimed  Lionel  sarcas- 
tically. "Aleady  they  are  trying 
to  make  him  a  Mormon.  I'll  not 
liave  it.  No,  no,  darling,"  turn- 
ing to  the  ♦child,  "you  must  not 
believe  what  they  say  in  Sunday 
school.  They  tell  big  stories, 
and  you  mustn't  go  any  more.  It 
is  tea  that  keeps  us  strong;  we 
couldn't  get  along  without  it. 
Drink  it  now  and  then  you'll 
grow  into  a  big,  strong  man  like 
papa. " 

"An'  man  said  not  to  'moke. 
Was  that  a  'tory  too?" 

"Of  course  it  was.  P^pa 
smokes  all  the  time,  and  when 
Nello  gets  bigger  papa  will  buy 
him  some  cigars,  too.  Won't 
that  be  fun?  Papa  and  Nello 
-will  smoke  together. " 

"Oh,  Lionel,  how  can  you  talk 
so?"  spoke  Mattie,  who  could 
keep  silent  no  longer.  "It  is 
wicked  in  you  to  try  to  instil 
into  his  baby  mind  such  evil 
habits.  The  knowledge  of  such 
things  will  come  to  him  fast 
enough  without  your  doing  any- 
thing to  hasten  it.  Nello, 
mamma  doesn't  want  her  boy  to 
smoke  even  if  papa  does,  and  I 
would  rather  you  drank  milk." 

Lionel  laughed  heartily,  then 
arose  from  his  seat,  took  out  a 
cigar  and  lit  it.  In  all  their  four 
years  of  married  life  he  had  never 
smoked  in  the  house  before;  but 
now,  languidly  stretching   himself 


on  the  sofa,  he  smoked  away, 
puffing  the  vile  fumes  in  Nello's 
face,  while  he  furtively  watched 
his  wife. 

But  if  she  felt  hurt  or  annoyed 
she  gave  no  sign.  Gathering  up 
the  dishes  she  carried  them  into 
the  pantry  to  wash.  Lionel  had 
always  helped  her  on  Sundays, 
but  today  he  did  not  stir. 

"Papa,  det.  up  an'  help 
mamma,"  commanded  Nello, 
bending  over  him  with  a  frown. 

"I  will  if  you'll  smoke  this 
cigar  for  me.  Open  your 
mouth " 

"No,  sir,  don't  you  dare  to 
defile  my  baby's  mouth  with  that 
foul  thing,"  and  Mattie  took  the 
child  in  her  arms  and  left  the 
room. 

After  awhile  Lionel  began  to 
feel  somewhat  ashamed  of  his 
conduct,  and  went  in  search  of 
his  wife  to  beg  her  pardon.  How 
could  she  resist  those  soft  plead- 
ings! Freely  she  forgave,  and 
allowed  herself  to  be  clasped  in 
those  loving  arms,  while  he 
gently  kissed  her  coy  lips.  Thus 
ended  their  first  quarrel.  Three 
months  have  come  .  and  gone. 
Again  we  will  enter  that  little 
home.  Alas,  why  do  we  find  it 
so  changed?  When  last  we  were 
here  all  was  perfect  happiness. 
Just  one  cloud  did  we  see,  and 
that  was  soon  chased  away.  Ask 
that  white-faced  shrinking  wife 
and  she  can  tell.  At  first,  she  too 
was  puzzled  at  the  change;  she 
felt  that  her  husband,  who  had 
always  taken  such  comfort  in    her 
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society,  was  now  growing  cold, 
and  tired  of  home  and  loved 
ones,  and  with  the  knowledge 
came  a  dull,  aching  pain  at  her 
heart.  He  who  had  always  come 
home  so  early  in  an  evening  now 
scarcely  ever  came  till  ten  or 
twelve.  And  why  was  his  face 
so  flushed,  his  eyes  so  glittering, 
his  step  so  unsteady?  She  tried 
to  put  away  the  horrible  suspi- 
cion which  ever  came  to  haunt 
her,  but  could  not.  No  longer 
were  his  caresses  a  source  of 
pleasure  to  her.  She  shrank  from 
that  foul  breath,  poisoned  by  the 
fumes  of  lit|Uor  and  tobacco. 

In  all  this  time,  when  her  poor 
heart  was  bleeding  with  grief, 
and  her  soul  full  of  horror  and 
misery,  she  never  uttered  one 
word  of  reproach  to  the  man  who 
was  killing  her  by  his  neglect 
and  abandonment  to  sin.  She 
dared  not  do  so,  for  fear  of  losing 
him  entirely.  She  was  so  young 
— scarcely  twenty,  and  she  loved 
her  husband  with  all  the  depths 
of  her  passionate  clinging  nature. 
In  this,  her  first  sorrow,  she  had 
no  mother  in  whom  to  confide,  so 
locked  her  grief  up  in  her  proud 
heart.  The  girlish  face  has  grown 
so  white  and  mournful,  the  gray 
eyes  have  lost  their  lustre. 
Despite  her  misery,  her  increasing 
fear  and  terror  of  what  may 
happen  next,  she  always  sits  up 
for  him,  e'en  though  he  returns 
not  before  midnight.  Sometimes 
when  he  does  come  he  rewards 
her  long  watch  by  promises  to 
come  home  early  next  night,  and 
becomes  so  repentant  just  for  the 


time  that  her  spirits  revive  and  a 
momentary  joy  comes  to  bid  her 
yet  hope,  but  the  next  night 
brings  not  the  promised  early 
return. 

One  evening  after  tucking  baby 
in  his  bed  she  stood  silently 
watching  him  for  awhile,  inwardly 
thanking  God  for  thi^  one  great 
comfort  in  her  hour  of  bitter  trial. 
She  pressed  her  throbbing  head 
close  to  the  golden  one  and  whis- 
pered; "Oh,  my  precious  boy,  I 
could  not  endure  it  were  it  not 
for  thee!"  Swiftly  a  silent  prayer 
went  up  to  God,  praying  Him  to 
protect  her  child,  keeping  him 
pure  and  innocent  always. 

Taking  the  light  she  went 
wearily  into  the  parlor.  She 
went  to  the  book-case  for  a  book, 
and  the  first  to  claim  her  attention 
was  the  set  of  Church  works, 
presented  to  her  by  her  father  on 
her  twelfth  birthday.  For  years 
they  had  remained  unopened,  and 
now  a  curious  fancy  to  examine 
them  came  over  her.  She  laid 
her  hand  on  the  Book  of  Mor 
mon,  then  drew  back  shudder- 
ingly. 

"No,  I  dare  not  read  it.  God 
has  forgotten  us.  But  no,  it  is 
we'who  have  forgotten  Him.  Oh, 
how  did  we  drift  away  thus? 
When  we  were  married  we  started 
out  right.  It  must  have  been 
when  baby  came.  We  were  so 
taken  up  with  him  that  we 
neglected  all  else.  Now  Lionel 
has  no  religion,  and  infidelitj'^  is 
creeping  into  his  soul."  She 
sighed    deeply,    then     closed     her 
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weary  eyes.  "I  am  so  sleepy." 
Scarcely  had  she  spoken  ere  tired 
nature  gave  out  and  slumber 
came.  She  must  have  slept  for 
hours,  when  she  was  rudely 
awakened  by  a  brutal  voice. 

"Hello,  what  are  you  doing 
here?  You'd  better  get  to  bed  if 
you  can't  keep  awake." 

Mattie  stared  in  terror  as  she 
beheld  the  bleared  eyes,  crimson 
face,  and  heard  the  threatening 
tones  of  her  husband.  Quickly 
she  arose  to  go,  but  he  snatched 
her  hand  and  held  her  fast. 

"Ho,  ho,  my  dear,  not  so  fast. 
I  shall  have  a  kiss  before  you  go. " 
She  trembled  like  an  imprisoned 
bird  as  his  hot  breath  swept  her 
cheek;  then  sudden  strength 
seized  her,  and  with  desperate 
energy  she  wrenched  herself  loose. 
With  a  muttered  curse  he  sprang 
after  her,  but  she  eluded  his 
grasp  and  reached  her  room  in 
safety. 

Mattie  did  not  go  to  bed  that 
night.  She  was  too  excited  and 
nervous.  "I  believe  I  shall  hate 
him  yet  if  he  keeps  on  like  this," 
she  told  herself  with  dread. 
"He  shall  not  find  me  so  tame 
and  yielding  from  now  on. 
Things  have  gone  too  far.  Alas! 
little  did  I  dream  that  T  should 
ever  be  a  drunkard's  wife."  The 
moonlight  shone  upon  the  face  of 
lier  child,  and  as  she  gazed  at 
him  with  motherly  devotion  her 
heart  softened.  She. knelt  by  his 
side,  and  in  the  agony  of  her  soul 
lifted  up  an  appealing  prayer  to 
her  Father,  who  is  ever  willing  to 


listen  to  the  least  of  His  children. 
How  long  she  prayed  she  knew 
not,  but  when  she  arose  she  felt 
comforted. 

And  what  of  Lionel  all  this 
time?  When  in  his  drunken  fury 
he  was  about  to  follow  Mattie 
in  her  flight  a  glimpse  of  her 
horror-stricken  eyes  caught  his 
view,  ind  his  steps  were  staid. 
He  had  gone  too  far  he  felt,  and 
sat  down  somewhat  sobered. 
Gradually  the  drunken  stupor  left 
him  and  reason  returned.  How 
sorry  he  was  for  his  disgraceful 
conduct,  and  how  eagerly  he 
waited  for  morn  to  dawn  that  he 
might  seek  that  frightened  wife 
and  beg  forgiveness.  He  had 
not  gone  so  .far  yet  but  what 
wife  and  child  had  still  a  place 
in  his  heart.  He  knew  what 
sorrow  he  had  brought  to  that 
little  home,  and  once  more 
resolved  to  turn  back  ere  it  was 
too  late. 

But  when  he  entered  the  dining- 
room,  for  the  first  time,  Mattie 
received  his  gracious  salutations 
with  indifference.  Placing  his 
breakfast  on  the  table  she  went 
out.  He  gulped  down  a  cup  of 
scalding  coffee,  swallowed  half  a 
biscuit,  tasted  the  omelet,  then 
pushed  back  his  plate  and  fidgeted 
in  his  chair.  When  Mattie  came 
back  he  could  stand  it  no  longer, 
but  rushed  to  her  side  and  blun- 
dered out  in  disconnected  sentences 
his    remorse  and  true  repentance. 

He  seemed  in  such  dead  earnest 
that  Mattie  again  believed  and 
gladly  forgave. 

(TO  BK    CONTINUED. 1 
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AT  THE  WINDOW. 

TO    BROTHER    AND    SISTER      HARRIS. 

Three  sweet  faces  at  the  window. 
Thanks,  oh  Father,  for  the  sight, 
After  this  deep  night  of  sorrow. 
Thanks  to  Thee  for  hope  and  light. 

Thanks  for  Lillie,  Barry,  Jessie, 
Spared  to  those  who  love  them  so; 
Thou  hast  passed  through  pain  and  anguish 
Thou  our  hearts  deep  thanks  can  know. 

Pray  we,  Father,  still  to  bless  them, 
All  this  little  precious  band, 
Members  of  Christ's  chosen  army 
To  redeem  this  promised  land. 

One  sweet  face  not  at  the  window, 
Christ  the  Shepherd  bore  away; 
Lulu,  darling,  gone  from  sorrow. 
But  with  thee  went  one  bright  ray. 

From  the  heart  of  father,  mother, 
Who  will  miss  thee  day  by  day, 
From  the  household,  from  the  brother  — 
But  sweet  Lulu  could  not  stay. 

In  the  wondrous  courts  of  heaven. 
She  will  represent  you  there ; 
Think  not  that  love's  chain  is  riven, 
It  will  strengthen  'neath  God's  care. 

One  short  week — now  Jessie's  taken, 
He  too  called  from  earth  to  rest, 
Little  form  no  more  to  waken — 
Precious  spirit  with  the  blest — 

Until  the  resucrection  morning 
When  the  sea  gives  up  her  dead. 
When  God's  sea  yields  up  its  treasure 
When  the  powers  of  death"  are  dead. 

May  be  Lulu  called  for  brother, 
When  she  passed  the  portal  wide, 
That  God  heard  and  called  another 
O'er  the  river  s  rolling  tide. 

After  parting  comes  the  meeting, 
When  you'll  hold  them  both  again. 
Think  of  that  glad,  joyous  meeting, 
May  that  thought  now  soothe  your  pain. 

Hope, 


THE  CHILD  BRIDE. 

[CONTINLKD  FROM   l*AGE  449,] 

Thus  time  passed,  Ines'  hus- 
band and  relatives  knowing  full 
well  that  although  they  had  placed 


many  restrictions  on  her,  that 
she  was  still  firm  in  her  belief, 
and  it  vexed  them  very  much;  it 
was  an  almost  unbearable  dis- 
grace to  that  wealthy,  proud  and 
haughty  family.  But  Ines  strug- 
gled through  all  her  difficulties 
with  a  brave  heart,  and  her  faith 
and  reliance  upon  her  God  grew 
stronger  every  day.  Two  years 
passed  and  Mr.  Olsen  found  his 
wife  the  same,  but  still  he  would 
not  harbor  the  idea  that  his  wife 
would  always  belong  to  that 
dreaded  religion,  and  as  his  own 
wit,  persuasion,  and  power  could 
not  make  her  change  her  mind, 
he  decided  to  get  the  minister  to 
help  him.  Ines  quite  frequently 
attended  church,  and  as  the  minis- 
ter, Mr.  Sorck,was  a  very  pleasant, 
good-natured  little  man,  she  did 
not  wholly  -dislike  him.  Her 
husband  knowing  this,  supposed 
that  with  his  great  influence  he 
would  be  able  to  persuade  her  to 
forget  that  low  and  degraded 
people  she  had  become  so  at- 
tached to. 

One  cold  afternoon  in  December 
found  the  minister  in  Ines*  spa- 
cious sitting-room,  preaching  to 
her  with  great  enthusiasm.  Ines 
was  not  feeling  well,  and  was 
inclined  to  be  disagreeable,  but 
as  it  was  natural  for  her  to  treat 
everybody  kind  and  civil,  he  was 
no  exception.  He  began  his  argu- 
ment quite  forcibly,  but  to  no 
avail.  Ines'  mind  and  understand- 
ing never  seemed  so  bright  and 
keen  as  then,  and  she  answered 
his  questions  clearly  and  unhesi- 
tatingly. 
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Among  other  things,  he  •told 
her    baptism    was    not   necessary. 

"Why  then,"  said  she,  "was  it 
necessary  in  the  days  of  the 
Savior?" 

"Well,  the  Savior  lived  in  a 
warm  climate,  and  for  that  reason 
they  had  baptism  by  immersion, 
but  in  this  cold  climate  it  is  utter 
nonsense;  people  being  baptized 
here  run  a  risk  of  becoming  very 
ill,  and  they  may  perhaps  die; 
and  the  Lord  does  not  require 
it,"   answered  the  minister. 

"But  the  Lord  does  require 
it,"  was  her  assertion;  "and  I 
never  saw  nor  heard  of  an  in- 
stance where  a  person  was  taken 
sick  through  being  baptized,  even 
when    the    ice  has   been   broken." 

After  repeating  scripture  to  her,  . 
which  she  corrected  in  almost 
every  instance,  so  that  it  did  not 
convey  the  idea  he  wished  it  to, 
he  became  disgusted.  Ines  left 
the  room  for  a  moment,  during 
which  time  she  overheard  Mr. 
Sorck  asking  her  husband  for  her 
books,  viz.,  the  Book  of  Mormon 
and  Doctrine  and  Covenants,  which 
he  would  take  home  and  burn,  thus 
depriving  her  of  all  connection 
with  the  Mormons,  and  then  he 
thought  she  would  forget  them. 
But  her  husband  refused,  as  he 
no  doubt  thought  it  was  too  humi- 
liating to  allow  the  minister  so 
much  liberty. 

When  Ines  again  entered  the 
room,  the  minister  asked  her  per- 
mission to  borrow  the  books,  and 
she  readily  consented.  Then  he 
departed  with  the  expression  that 
he    hoped    next    time   he  saw  her 


she  would  have  forgotten  all  about 
the  Mormons.  He  went  to  the 
neighbois  and  told  them  of  his 
conversation  with  Ines,  and  said 
that  he  did  not  believe  in  all  his 
district  there  was  another  such 
woman  so  intelligent  and  well 
versed  in  the  Bible,  and  that*  it 
would  be  a  bad  thing  if  the  Mor- 
mons would  convert  her. 

Now  to  return  to  Ines.  The 
evening  of  the  same  day,  Decem- 
ber 7th,  1855,  Ines  gave  birth  to 
a  son.  What  a  quiet,  sweet  peace 
rested  over  that  mother  that  night ! 
How  she  thanked  her  Heavenly 
Father  for  hearing  her  prayers  and 
answering  them!  She  had  often 
in  a  lonely  chamber  besought 
Him  who  loves  all  alike  that  are 
good  and  pure  in  heart,  to  give 
her  a  son,  and  she  would  then 
give  him  to  the  Lord  for  His 
work,  and  to  fulfill  His  purposes. 
Now  as  she  lay  in  the  stillness  of 
night,  she  was  inwardly  rejoicing 
for  the  time  when  he  would  be 
grown  and  could  go  on  a  mission, 
administer  to  the  sick,  and  after 
his  weary  tramp,  footsore  and 
hungry,  he  could  return  home  tp 
his  mother,  where  every  comfort 
would  be  provided  for  him  that  a 
mother's  loving  and  patient  hand 
can  bestow.  How  careful  she 
would  be  of  his  training,  and  how 
she  would  work  to  make  him 
noble  and  good!  He  grew  rapidly 
under  her  tender  care. 

As  time  went  on  her  husband 
refused  her  the  privilege  of  going 
to  the  old  lady's  home,  who 
kept  the  missionaries,  and  to  give 
her  any   work  to    do,  and    so    she 
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was  deprived  more  than  ever  of 
the  visits  with  the  missionaries; 
but  as  she  was  skillful  in  writing 
she  would  generally  manage  some 
way  to  send  them  a  letter,  and 
she  would  always  get  one  from 
them,  with  the  Star, 

One  day,  Ines  knowing  the 
brethren  to  be  in  town,  and  as 
she  had  an  errand  to  the  old  lady, 
she  left  her  husband  and  babies 
sleeping  quietly,  and  made  her 
way  down  to  the  old  place,  and 
was  heartily  welcomed  by  the 
brethren.  But  this  time  the 
minutes  flew  by  too  swiftly;  she 
looked  out  and  -saw  her  husband 
at  the  garden  gate.  Her  heart 
seemed  almost  to  stand  still,  and 
she  turned  deathly  pale.  She 
placed  the  yarn  she  had  gone  for 
in  her  apron  and  left  the  house. 
As  no  one  knew  of  the  mission- 
aries being  there,  it  would  not  be 
so  bad;  but  still  she  went  forth 
expecting    to   receive    a    flogging. 

He  met  her  on  the  veranda, 
white  with  rage,  demanding  what 
she  had.  She  showed  him  the 
yarn. 

»  "Haven't  I  forbidden  you  to 
give  that  woman  work?"  he  hissed, 
but  the  expected  blow  did  not 
come. 

She  hurried  into  the  house  as 
miserable  as  if  he  had  given  her  a 
flogging.  His  look  of  intense 
anger,  was  enough  to  make  her  feel 
so.  He  spoke  to  her  no  more  for 
two  weeks.  She  at  her  first  oppor- 
tunity wrote  to  the  brethren,  as 
they  were  anxious  for  her  welfare. 

The  following  spring  the  Saints 
of  that  place  had  planned  a  recep- 


tion for  all  the  missionaries  in 
the  neighborhood.  The  brethren 
from  the  office  in  Copenhagen 
were  all  expected.  Ines  aided  all 
she  could  by  providing  from  her 
goodly  store  of  eatables  a  large 
portion,  and  it  was  her  sincere 
desire  to  be  there,  but  no  wa^^ 
was  opened  for  that;  so  she 
would  be  compelled  to  stay  at 
home,  which  seemed  hard. 

The  eventful  day  drew  near, 
and  the  evening  before  the  day, 
as  Ines  was  sitting  with  her  baby 
thinking  of  the  morrow  and  the 
pleasure  that  she  would  lose,  her 
husband  came  in  and  told  her  that 
business  compelled  him  to  go  to 
the  capital  on  the  morrow.  A 
flood  of  light  and  happiness  spread 
over  her  countenance,  not  un- 
noticed by  her  husband. 

The  following  morning  after  Mr. 
Olsen's  departure,  Ines,  with  a 
light  heart,  went  about  at  her 
work,  and  songs  of  praise  and  joy 
escaped  from  her  lips.  Her  work 
finished,  she  dressed  herself  and 
went  to  the  house  of  reception. 
The  brethren  were  brought,  from 
the  depot  at  one  o'clock.  Ines 
knew  none  of  them,  except  Bro- 
thers Hansen  and  Nelsen,  but 
was  made  acquainted  with  the 
others  by  them.  She  had  a  long 
conversation  with  Brothers  L.  and 
F.,  two  noble  and  faithful  workers 
in  the  cause  of  truth.  She  re- 
ceived much  comfort  and  consola- 
tion from  their  lips.  But  at  half- 
past  two  her  maid  came  for  her 
as  she  was  wanted  immediately. 
Who  was  there?  Her  first  thought 
was  of  her  husband,  but  he  could 
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not  possibly  be  back  so  soon,  but 
it  was  her  father,  thus  informed 
she  sent  the  girl  back  saying  she 
would  follow.  Then  she  unwill- 
ingly bade  the  brethren  good  by. 
Brother  F.  took  her  hand  with  a 
warm  clasp  and  told  her  if  she 
would  be  faithful  to  the  work  she 
was  engaged  in  she  would  be 
greatly  blessed,  her  children  would 
follow  in  her  footsteps,,  and  if  her 
husband  would  not  do  the  same 
he  would  be  lost. 

With  these  words  of  consolation 
in  her  heart  she  departed,  yet 
sorry  that  it  would  be  so  ill  with 
her  husband,  but  she  hoped  that 
he  would  understand  and  some 
day  believe. 

Time  sped  on,  and  when  her 
boy  was  two  years  old  a  little  girl 
was  born.  Her  husband  was  proud 
of  his  children  especially  his  boy, 
who  bore  his  father's  name. 

It  had.^been  quite  dull  to  Ines 
for  some  time,  as  the  missionaries 
had  held  no  meetings  there  for 
several  months,  and  non-believers 
began  to  think  that  Mormonism 
was  forgotten,  and  rejoiced  very 
much.  In  the  spring  of  1860,  the 
scarlet  fever  raged  in  that  vicinity; 
Ines  being  no  exception  to  the 
rest  was  called  to  make  a  great 
sacrifice.  All  her  children  were 
taken  ill,  her  hired  girl  also  was 
taken  home  ill,  and  Ines  was  left 
alone  to  nurse  and  care  for  her 
darlings,  as  well  as  doing  all  the 
house  work.  She  labored  untir- 
ingly and  her  girls  got  well  again 
and  began  to  play  about  the  house 
as  before.  But  two  little  feet  were 
never   heard    pattering    about    the 


house  again.  God  had  seen  fit 
to  take  away  her  precious  charge, 
little  James,  no  doubt  to  fulfill  His 
purposes.  It  was  a  hard  blow  to 
Ines,  yet  she  realized  that  her 
prayers  had  been  answered  again, 
though  not  as  she  had  expected 
it,  but  it  taught  her  the  lesson 
that  the  Lord's  ways  are  not  ours. 
Her  husband  seemed  crestfallen; 
his  pride  and  joy  the  idol  of  his 
heart  was  lost  to  him  forever. 

One  of  Ines'  neighbors  was 
taken  ill  and  confined  to  her  bed 
for  thirty  weeks;  doctors  and  wise 
men  had  been  sought  in  vain. 
There  seemed  to  be  no  cure  for 
her.  On  one  of  her  visits  Ines 
spoke  to  her  of  the  Elders,  and 
advised  her  to  send  for  them  to 
come  and  administer  to  her,  and 
she  knew  she  would  get  well.  The 
woman  was  not  a  convert;  she 
believed  in  nothing  that  the 
Elders  had  taught,  in  fact  had  not 
been  'to  any  of  their  meetings, 
but  in  her  misery  she  would  com- 
ply with  an)'thing  that  anyone 
suggested,  if  it  would  restore  her 
to  health,  and  so  she  consented 
fur  Ines  to  send  for  the  Elders. 
They  came,  and  she  soon  grew 
better.  In  a  few  short  days  she 
was  again  found  going  about  at  her 
work,  much  to  the  wonder  of  all 
her  acquaintances;  but  after  her 
recovery  the  Elders  were  not  wel- 
come at  her  house  any  more.  She 
treated  them  with  contempt,  and 
so  they  did  not  go  there,  but 
they  always  attributed  her  recovery 
to  the  faith  which  Ines  had,  as 
they  knew  the  woman  had  no  faith 
herself. 
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Ines  now  became  desirous  to  be 
baptized,  and  accordingly  she 
went  to  see  the  brethren  in  Copen- 
hagen on  her  first  opportunity  to 
consult  them  about  it.  They 
advised  her  to  be  cautious,  but 
still  to  get  that  ordinance  per- 
formed as  soon  as  possible,  as 
she  would  then  have  more  of  the 
Spirit  of  God,  feel  more  encour- 
aged and  have  greater  faith  to 
travel  the   rocky  road   of   her  life. 

A  few  weeks  after  her  visit  to 
the  Capital,  her  husband  was 
called  off  on  business,  and  as 
fortune  was  in  her  favor,  the 
Elders  came  to  town  and  stopped 
with  Mr.  Horginsen,  as  the  old 
lady  they  had  been  staying  with 
was  dead.  Ines  saw  them  and 
felt  sure  that  now  her  long  desired 
wish  would  be  granted. 

Her  husband  was  to  leave  at 
midnight,  and  he  could  not  get  up 
and  start  on  his  journey  without 
the  assistance  of  his  wife.*  He 
expected  her  to  be  up  ready  to 
call  him,  and  have  his  coffee 
steaming  on  the  table,  and  every- 
thing for  his  journey  all  in  readi- 
ness. When  her  husband  had  re- 
tired she  sent  her  servant  with  a 
note  to  the  Elders  telling  them  of 
her  husband's  intentions,  and  that 
she  would  like  to  be  baptized  that 
night,  at  one  o'clock.  She  said 
she  would  put  a  light  in  the  win- 
dow as  a  signal  when  he  had 
gone.  The  girl  promised  to  return 
immediately,  and  Ines  waited 
during  the  long  hours  of  darkness 
in  great  suspense,  but  she  did  not 
return  until  it  was  almost  time  to 
call     Mr.     Olsen,     and    then    she 


brought  no  answer,  thus  crushing 
all  Ines'  plans  and  hopes.  The 
girl  hurried  off  to  bed,  as  her 
being  up  would  make  him  sus- 
picious. 

[TO  BE    COXTINCKD.] 


.      RECOGNITION. 

"  A  fact  of  utmost  si^^aificaace  is  the  impor- 
tant recogaition  accorded  Woman's  work  in 
the  World's  Fair."  Mrs.  Potter  Palmer's  ad- 
dress at  the  dedicatory  exercises  in  October. 

Through  the  time  of  the  tireless  ages, 

Uotrumpeted,  and  unseen. 
She  has  wrought  in  life's  lists  for  gages 

Where  the  strongest  of  earth  have  been. 

But  the  meed  of  her  brave  endeavor, 

Seen  oft  as  a  well  won  prize — 
The  hand  of  the  world  forever 

Withheld  from  her  wistful  eyes. 

Yet,  like  tiny  architects  rearing 

Their  coral  waves  in  the  sta 
She  has  wrought  towards  the  gold  light  peering 

From  heights  which  her  eyes  should  see. 

High  over  her  structure  thundered 

The  waves  of  a  drowning  tid^,  • 
And  the  sweep  of  its  waters  sundered 

Strong  columns  of  hope  and  pride. 

But,  with  silent  and  ceaseless  motion, 

It  climbed  to  the  water's  edge, 
And  over  the  booming  ocean 

There  towers  a  mighty  ledge. 

'Tis  the  reef  that  her  hands  have  builded — 
And  it  leans  from  a  splendid  height; 

Its  beautiful  walls  are  gilded 
With  pearls  of  the  purest  light. 

Its  space  is  a  line  that  reaches 
The  bound  of  the  circled  sphere ; 

It  touches  on  sunlight  beaches 
Of  lands  that  are  lar  and  near. 

And  the  world  has  begun  to  measure 

The  worth  of  its  pride  and  place, 
And  shall  bless  with  its  richest  treasure 
The  hand  that  hath  wrought  its  grace. 

It  shall  render  the  pathways  floral 

Her  wearying  steps  have  trod, 
And  circle  with  greenest  laurel 

The  brow  that  hath  felt  its  rod. 
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In  the  time  when  the  proud  young  nation 
Shall  prove  to  the  lands  of  earth 

Tlie  light  of  her  queenly  station, 
In  her  pageant  of  might  and  worth. 

No  prouder  nor  truer  token 

Of  her  power  and  worth  shall  stand , 

Than  the  sign  of  the  pride  bespoken 
In  the  work  of  the  woman's  hand 

And  that  sign,  like  a  bright  star  flaring. 
But  women's  the  dawning  nigh. 

Of  the  day  that  shall  see  her  wearing 
The  crown  of  her  destiny. 

Josephine  Spencer. 


GOOD  INTENTIONS. 

Ralph  Dunstan  stood  before  the 
mirror  in  his  mother's  old-fash- 
ioned sitting-room,  humming  gaily 
while  brushing  his  glossy  brown 
locks,  which  never  seemed  more 
obstinate  than  tonight;  he  tried 
from  both  sides  to  see  which  suited 
him  best,  then  made  his  hair  stand 
straight  up  like  a  porcupine's 
quills.  No,  that  wouldn't  do  at  all; 
the  old  style  seemed  to  suit  his 
chubby  face  best  after  all.  Mrs. 
Dunstan  sat  a  little  apart  with  her 
lap  full  of  carpet-rags  viewing  her 
son  from  the  corners  of  her  eyes 
with  great  approbation.  She  was  a 
widow,  and  he  was  the  youngest 
of  five,  four  of  which  were  girls, 
now  mothers  of  families.  Ralph 
had  caused  his  mother  a  great 
deal  of  anxiety  the  last  few  years. 

He  was  a  big-hearted,  generous 
fellow,  but  had  of  late  years  im- 
bibed some  wild  and  reckless 
habits,  and  his  mother  had  cried 
and  prayed  and  plead  with  the 
Lord  to  let  something  happen  to 
turn  him  from  his  waywardness, 
and  now  this  something  had 
actually  happened. 


Ralph  had  fallen  in  love,  and 
with  a  worthy  subject,  too;  and  his 
mother  had  dried  her  eyes, thanked 
the  Lord  and  had  now  every  hope 
that  Maggie  would  make  a  splendid 
husband  of  him.  He  had  the  stuff 
in  him,  bless  you;  was  as  like  his 
father  as  could  be,  and  he  had 
always  been  as  good  a  husband 
as  any  woman  could  wish  for, 
though,  to  be  sure  he  was  a  little 
wild  to  begin  with.  But  Maggie, 
she  was  just  the  girl  for  Ralph, 
said  his  mother,  and  so  said  the 
young  gentleman  himself. 

Sister  Dunstan  tossed  a  ball 
of  rags  over  in  the  basket,  cleared 
her  throat  and  began,  as  she 
eagerly  searched  in  her  lap  for  a 
suitable  color  to  begin  with: 

"Going  to  Low's,  Ralph?' 

"Yes,   'm." 

"Could  I  get  you  to  take  a  pound 
of  butter  to  Sister  Low?" 

Ralph  twisted  about  a  bit  before 
answering.  He  was  not  very  fond 
of  going  his  mother's  errands. 

"  I  guess  so. " 

"Well,  if  you  don't  like  to,  it's 
all  right;  I  may  run  over  myself 
later,  I  want  to  see  Maggie,  any- 
way. ' 

"What  do  you  want  to  see  her 
about?" 

"Why  shouldn't  I  want  to  see 
her;  Maggie  is  an  uncommon  nice 
girl,  well  worth  going  a  little  out 
of  one's  way  to  see." 

"You  bet  she  is!  There's  no 
mistake  about  that." 

"None  at  all,  and  I  hope  you'll 
make  her  a  good  husband,  Ralph." 

"I  hope  so,  mother;  I  mean  to 
anyway." 
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"I  know  you  do.  You  haven't 
much  to  start  with  either  of  you; 
but  I  don't  know  but  that's  the 
best  way  to  begin;  so  just  you  act 
wise  and  try  to  be  saving." 

"Oh,  we  will;  Maggie's  very 
economical;  she  told  me  so." 

"Yes,  and  you  must  go  hand  in 
hand  with  her,  Ralph,  in  that  re- 
spect; you  know  you  used  to  be 
a  little  extravagant  in  your  ways, 
though  you're  getting  pretty  well 
over  it  now." 

"Oh,  I'll  be  anything  Maggie 
wants  me  to."  He  smiled  and 
looked  admiringly  at  the  smart 
bow  he  had  at  last  succeeded  in 
making  of  his  necktie. 

"Yes,  of  course,  and  I  have 
faith  in  you,  Ralph,  I  know  you'll 
do  your  very  best  to  make  life  a 
success  for  both  of  you.  Just  so 
you  don't  go  back  to  your  old 
ways  and  companions — that  Tom 
Dickens  or  Dickson,  whatever  his 
name  is,  is  a  bad  lot.  I  hope 
he'll  never  cross  your  path  again, 
I  earnestly  hope  he  won't." 

"Don't  you  worry  about  me, 
mother,  Maggie  will  keep  me 
straight.  And  now  just  give  me 
a  stroke  or  two  on  the  back — this 
coat  is  getting  kind  of  shabby — 
there  that'll  do,  I  guess.     By  by!" 

And  after  a  final  look  in  the 
glass,  as  he  put  on  his  hat,  the 
young  man  went  out,  light-hearted 
and  happy,  and  his  mother  gave 
a  sigh  of  relief  to  think  the  task 
of  preaching  this  little  sermon 
was  over.  It  had  been  on  her 
mind  a  long  time  to  have  a  talk 
with  Ralph;  but  he  had  always 
been    so     dreadfully     opposed     to 


"preaching"  that   she   had    put    it 
off   from    time   to    time,   and    now 
he  had  taken  it    much  better  than 
she    had     hoped.        Yes,     Magg 
certainly  was  a  godsend." 

Half  an  hour  after  Ralph  had 
left  his  mother,  two  young  people 
were  sitting  on  Mr.  Low's  back 
porch  talking  and  laughing.  It 
was  a  beautiful,  fragrant  summer, 
and  it  was  not  yet  dark,  though 
the  sun  had  gone  behind  the 
mountains  some  time  since.  The 
honey-suckles  drooped  over  Mag- 
gie's pretty  dark  head,  as  half 
hidden  behind  them  she  peeped 
mischievously  at  the  young  man 
who  sat  beside  her,  and  who  was 
vainly  trying  to  get  her  to  listen 
to  something  he  had  to  say. 

Sister  Dunstan  was  anxious  for 
Ralph  to  be  married  as  soon  as 
possible,  and  she  asked  him  one 
day  if  he  had  been  thinking  about 
it.  Indeed  he  had  been  thinking; 
but  they  had  nothing  to  start 
house-keeping  with,  and  he  de- 
clared he  never  knew  of  anything 
that  paid  as  poorly  as  standing 
behind  a  counter;  it  was  only  the 
last  month  or  two  he  had  been 
able  to  lay  by  a  trifle.  His 
mother  said  nothing,  but  she 
thought  of  the  many  dollars  he 
had  heedlessly  squandered,  and 
which  would  have  come  in  handy 
now.  But  she  proposed  that  the 
young  people  come  and  live  with 
her;  she  had  plenty  of  room  and 
all  the  furniture  they  needed  to 
begin  with;  then  little  by  little 
they  could  get  more  and  get  it  to 
suit  their  own  taste.  No,  Ralph 
would  at   first  hear  nothing  about 
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it;  he  was  sure  Maggie  wouldn't 
like  it.  But  when  Sister  Dunstan 
had  spoken  to  the  young  girl,  and 
explained  how  much  steadier 
Ralph  would  be,  and  how  much 
more  settled  he  would  feel  as  a 
married  man,  she  readily  con- 
sented, and  it  was 'decided  they 
should  be  married  in  the  fall. 

Never  did  two  young  people 
start  in  life  with  better  intentions 
than  did  Ralph  and  Maggie. 
Ralph  was  barely  twenty-two,  and 
Maggie  was  twenty,  but  what  they 
lacked  in  years  and  experience 
they  possessed  in  love  tor  each 
other,  full  confidence  in  themselves 
and  a  fond  hope  that  God  would 
prosper  them  in  whatsoever  they 
did,  whether  they  sought  Him 
very  diligently  or  not. 

How  proud  Ralph  was  of  his 
young  wife;  how  he  took  occasion 
to  tell  everybody  where  "my  wife 
and  I"  had  been  and  where  'my 
wife  and  I"  were  going,  till  some 
of  his  friends  could  not  help  smil- 
ing a  little,  a  thing  Ralph  never 
noticed,  however.  How  happy  he 
was  in  spending  his  evenings  at 
home  with  her,  and  often  wondered 
that  the  billiard-table  had  ever 
held  any  charm  for  him;  it  had 
none  now.  How  they  would  go 
to  Sunday  school  together,  and 
very  often  to  meeting  Sunday 
afternoon,  though  he  found  it 
much  pleasanter  to  sit  at  home  in 
their  cozy  little  sitting-room  and 
read  to  Maggie.  Life  looked  so 
bright,* so  beautiful  to  Ralph,  he 
knew  he  had  been  reckless  before, 
but  never  should  the  future  find 
him  in   his  old   haunts  so  long  as  j 


Maggie  would  only  love  him,  and 
he  would  treat  her  so  she  could 
not  help  loving  him.  No  sacrifice 
should  be  too  great  for  him  where 
Maggie  was  concerned. 

And  Maggie — well  Maggie  was 
immensely  happy,  very  fond  of 
her  husband  and  greatly  enjoyed 
to  be  petted  and  humored  on  all 
occasions,  and  looked  up  to  and 
admired,  and  considered  the 
loveliest  girl  in  the  world.  .  They 
had  been  brought  up  by  strictly 
religious  parents  and  she  loved  the 
Sunday  school,  and  the  young 
ladies'  meetings  very  much,  and 
her  greatest  wish  now  was  to  be 
very  happy  herself,  make  things 
as  pleasant  for  Ralph  as  she  con- 
veniently could,  and  if  possible 
tolerate  her  husband's  mother. 

Sister  Dunstan  was  very  proud 
of  her  new  daughter,  too;  she  was 
a  good  woman,  and  she  did  all  in 
her  power  to  make  the  young  wife 
happy,  but  Ralph  was  her  son, 
and  she  had  a  claim  to  a  place  in 
his  heart  as  well  as  his  wife,  and 
the  mere  feeling  of  this  made 
Maggie  uncomfortable. 

Poor  Maggie  shared  the  idea 
with  so  many  other  young  wives 
that  on  entering  into  matrinriony 
her  husband's  mother  looses  all 
claim  on  his  love  and  attention, 
and  very  often  they  take  no  pains 
to  disguise  this  feeling.  Isn't  it 
cruel  to  the  poor  mother?  If  the 
young  wife  would  but  put  herself 
in  the  elder  woman's  place  and 
consider  how  she  herself  would 
feel  when  her  darling  boy  should 
grow  up  and  choose  for  himself  a 
wife,  to  be  shut  out  from   sharing 
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his  interests,  his  love  and  confi- 
dence. If  they  would  but  remem- 
ber, that  as  they  meet  out  to 
others  it  will  be  measured  unto 
them!  How  can  they  expect  it 
otherwise ! 

Maggie  did  not,  as  has  been 
estimated,  love  her  mother-in-law, 
and  on  several  occasions  she  made 
her  husband  understand  this. 
Now,  although  Ralph  had  not  al- 
ways been  the  most  dutiful  son. 
he  loved  his  old  mother,  and  it  cut 
him  very  much  to  see  that  Maggie 
disliked  her,  especially  as  he  felt 
how  unjust  it  was,  as  the  old  lady 
did  so    much  for  the  young  folks. 

This  was  the  beginning  of  their 
trouble;  and  then  the  baby  came, 
and  everything  was  fdrgotten  in 
the  care  and  anxiety  for  the  young 
mother    and    the    precious    mite. 

Sister  Dunstan  gave  herself  up 
entirely  to  nursing  her  daughter- 
in-law,  and  Maggie  was  grateful 
for  a  season. 

When  she  grew  strong  again 
and  was  able  to  see  to  her  own 
affairs  the  baby,  of  course,  was 
the  pivot  on  which  everything 
must  turn,  and  the  husband  was 
neglected.  Ralph  didn't  mind  it, 
not- in  the  least — in  the  beginning 
at  least.  He  was  content  to  sleep 
in  the  loft,  that  his  turning  in 
bed  should  not  disturb  Maggie, 
and  if  he  came  home  to  a  cold 
dinner  and  a  ditto  supper,  it  was 
all  right,  for  the  baby  had  been 
so  dreadfully  troublesome  all  day. 
When  reading  his  paper  he  had 
to  sit  out  in  the  kitchen,  that  the 
rattle  of  the  large  sheet  might  not 
wake  baby.     He  said  nothing,  but 


he  thought  it  was  rather  "rough 
on  a  fellow."  And  when  little  by 
little  Maggie  began  to  find  her 
mother's  home  a  good  deal  more 
attractive  than  her  own,  and  with 
her  little  boy  spent  most  of  her 
time  there,  to  the  neglect  of  her 
own  little  neSt,  her  mother-in-law 
became  alarmed  lest  this  would 
also  drive  Ralph  from  home. 
And  gathering  all  her  courage, 
she  very  kindly  set  the  case  before 
Maggie,  and  held  up  to  her  what 
the  consequences  might  be,  advis- 
ing her  in  a  friendly  way  to  stay 
more  at  home.  But,  alas,  Maggie 
did  not  take  kindly  to  this  well- 
meant  counsel.  She  considered 
herself  abused  and  ill-treated,  told 
her  husband  she  had  no  home  of 
her  own,  and  besought  him  in 
tears  to  provide  her  one.  Ralph 
felt  sorry  for  her,  and  admitted 
she  had  some  cause  for  complaint 
So  accordingly  he  rented  a  couple 
of  rooms  elsewhere,  and  went  into 
debt  to  fit  them  up  to  suit  his 
own  and  Maggie's  taste.  But  of 
course  the)'  were  young  and 
strong;  he  could  work,  and  they 
would  soon  get  over  this  little 
embarrassment,  so  they  argued. 

Now  Maggie  stayed  more  at 
home,  and  took  great  delight  in 
her  new  things.  The  baby  was  a 
yeajr  old,  and  Maggie  began  to 
realize  that  she  was  still  young 
and  as  pretty  as  ever.  She 
wanted  to  go  out  more,  and 
Ralph  was  quite  willing  that 
others  should  have  the  oppor- 
tunity of  admiring  his  pretty 
wife.  So  out  they  went  to 
whatever  there  was  of  amusement. 
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But  these  things  cost  something, 
and  Ralph  was  beginning  to 
wonder  where  it  would  come 
from;  but  he  said  nothing  to 
Maggie. 

Maggie      was      fast      becoming 
popular;     she     was    a    bright,    in- 
telligent  young   woman,    and    she 
was     soon     considered     indispen- 
sable   both    in  the   young     ladies' 
and  the  primary  associations,  and 
her    duties  outside    home  became 
quite      numerous.        Hef     public 
duties       must       be      attended     to 
whether    the    home    was    or    not. 
Thus  Ralph  began  to  remonstrate 
kindl> ;    but  Maggie  was  shocked 
to  think  that   he   could    want   her 
to    neglect    her    religious   duties, 
as     she     called      them.        But     of 
course     if    he    was    not     satisfied 
with    the    way    things    went    he 
could  provide  her  some  help;    she 
needed  it  very  much.     She  hinted 
about    this    so    often    that     Ralph 
at  last   gave    in,    and    procured    a 
girl    to   take   care     of    the    home. 
And  when   he   came    home    even- 
ings and    found    the    girl  and  the 
baby  alone  for  the  most   part,    he 
too  got  tired  of  home  and    nought 
out  his  old  friend   Tom    Dickson. 
But    now,    in    spite   of   all   this 
imprudence,    Maggie  was    a  good 
girl.   She  meant  well.      She  loved 
her  husband,  idolized  her  little  boy, 
and   tried  hard  to  be  a  good  and 
wise  mother.   She  had  become  very 
devout     in    her    religion;     would 
make  any  sacrifice,   almost,  to  get 
to  a  meeting;   always    insisted   on 
having    prayers     both     night   and 
morning,        and      was      horrified 
beyond  description  when  her  hus- 


band after  two  years  of  married 
life  was  brought  home  intoxi- 
cated. She  wept  and  prayed,  and 
went  home  to  her  mother,  and 
when  the  penitent  husband  hum- 
bly begged  forgiveness  she  refused 
to  go  back  for  several  days  till 
the  affair  had  become  quite  pub- 
lic and  his  pride  had  suffered 
irreparably. 

After  that  her  confidence  in 
him  was  gone;  her  love  gradually 
diminished;  happiness  seemed  a 
thing  of  the  past,  and  poor 
Maggie  became  pale  and  looked 
as  though  she  suffered  greatly, 
which  she  did. 

Ralph  tried  to  do  better;  but 
he  saw  that  she  had  lost  confi- 
dence in  him;  he  felt  the  cold- 
ness of  her  manners  keenly; 
without  Maggie's  love  he  had  not 
the  strength  to  battle  against 
temptation.  It  overcame  him 
again  and  again,  and  then  he  lost 
confidence  in  himself. 

Maggie  saw  her  husband  suffer, 
but  she  considered  it  best  to 
punish  him  by  letting  him  feel 
how  utterly  she  pitied  and 
despised  him.  Her  motive  was 
good,  but  it  had  a  bad  effect. 

Misfortune  never  comes   singly. 

One  afternoon  when  Maggie 
and  her  little  boy  had  gone  down 
to  her  mother's,  her  father  came 
home,  and  as  gently  as  he  could 
broke  the  dreadful  news  that 
Ralph  had  committed  theft  in  the 
store  where  he  was  employed, 
and  as  he  had  been  forgiven 
several  times  for  smaller  amounts, 
the  owners  were  not  disposed  to 
extend     mercy     any     more.       The 
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shock  was  awful;  the  shame 
almost  unbearable.  Maggie's  first 
thought  was  what  could  he  have 
used  the  stolen  money  for,  and 
when  she  asked  him  why  he  had 
brought  this  fearful  shame  on 
her  and  what  he  had  done  with 
the  money,  he  pointed  to  their 
rather  luxurious  home  and  said: 
"To  keep  up  this,   Maggie." 

Maggie  was  beside  Jierself  at 
this  revelation.  Could  it  be  that 
she  had  helped  him  squander  it? 
Had  she  unwittingly  driven  him 
to  it?  Impossible!  She  had 
done  everything  as  well  as  she 
knew  how;  she  could  not  help  his 
extravagance.  But  the  blow 
almost  crushed  her,  and  when 
the  trial  was  ended  and  his  sen- 
tence pronounced,  and  she  found 
that  he  was  to  serve  a  term  in  the 
penitentiary,  she  gave  way  almost 
entirely  under  the  weight  of  her 
burden.  Never  till  now  had  she 
known  how  much  she  loved  him, 
and  remorse  for  her  hard  treat- 
ment of  him  of  late  harassed  her 
exceedingly. 

She  was  now  left  with  very  poor 
prospects  for  the  coming  year; 
and  was  about  to  be  confined  a 
second  time  very  soon.  She 
offered  her  furniture  for  sale,  and 
was  about  to  move  home  to  her 
mother's,  who  could  not  well 
afford  to  have  her,  her  father 
having  several  families  to  provide 
for,  when  one  day  her  husband's 
mother,  whom  she  had  not  seen 
since  this  dreadful  calamity  had 
befallen  them,  came  to  her  house. 

The  poor  mother  had  grown 
old  very  fast  the  last  few  months. 


This  last  sorrow  had  left  her  | 
almost  a  wreck,  and  she  sank 
wearily  down  on  a  chair  as  soon 
as  she  entered  the  house.  In 
spite  of  their  common  grief, 
Maggie's  heart  hardened  at  sight 
of  the  old  lady,  whom  she  thought 
had  come  to  upbraid  her. 

"Look,"  she  said  in  a  hard 
voice,  "what  your  son  has 
brought  me  to!" 

And  she  went  on  complainingly 
while  the  old  lady  listened  till 
Maggie  was  exhausted  and  broke 
out  crying.  Then  Sister  Dunstan 
said  what  she  had  never  intended 
to  say: 

"The  case  might  be  put  the 
other  way  about,  my  girl.  I 
might  say  to  you,  look  what  you 
have  brought  my  son  to.  Maggie, 
you  had  my  boy's  welfare  in  your 
hands  as  it  were;  you  could  •  have 
made  anything  of  him  you  had 
desired.  Had  you  been  less  proud 
and  self-righteous — yes,  self-right- 
eous, when  he  had  failed  the  first 
time;  had  you  been  more  awake 
to  his  interests  and  stayed  at 
home  and  tended  to  them,  rather 
than  to  those  of  the  ward,  he 
might  not  have  been  where  he  is 
today. " 

Maggie  looked  aghast. 

"Surely,"  she  tremblingly  pro- 
tested, "no  one  could  upbraid  me 
for  tending  to  my  religious  duties!" 

"Your  duties,  my  girl,  your  re- 
ligion, your  first  and  foremost 
duty  is  home,  your  husband  and 
children.  If  you  cannot  attend  to 
others  without  neglecting  these, 
let  the   others  alone.     But    I  have 
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not  come  to  tell  you  all  this.  I 
came  to  ask  you  to  once  more 
share  my  home  with  me  and  let  us 
in  common  bear  the  burden  which 
has  been  placed  on  us.  You  will 
soon  need  help;  I  will  do  the  best 
for  you  I  can." 

Maggie's   heart  was    touched  at 
last;   she  knew  she  did  not  deserve 
this    from    the    old    lady,    and    as 
evidence  of   her  humility   she   ac- 
cepted the  offer.   She  moved  right 
home    to   her   mother-in-laW,    and 
the  two  got  on  real  well  together. 
When    Maggie    reflected     on    her 
past    course  she    began  to   realize 
that    she  had   not    been    what  she 
had  at  first  intended  to  be,  a  good 
and  long-suffering  wife,  the  help- 
meet   her     husband     might     have 
looked  for.    It  dawned  on  her  that 
she  had  been  a  thoroughly  selfish 
woman,       that      she      had      never 
studied  her  husband*s  interests  or 
comforts.     It  had  come  so  natural 
to  her  to  accept  everything  of  him 
right  from  the  beginning,  without 
returning  very  much.      It  occurred 
to  her  that   perhaps  a    man  might 
feel    a    woman's     inattentions     as 
much  as  she  would  feel  his.      She 
had     seen     that    good     intentions 
alone    did     not     accomplish     any- 
thing,  and     she   resolved    that     it 
should  be  otherwise  in  the  future. 
She    intended    now    to  be    better; 
but  this  time  she  sought  the  Lord 
for    His    assistance    to  become    a 
good  wife  and  perhaps  be  able  to 
make  up  to  her  husband  what  she 
had    neglected    before,     and    lead 
him  back  again  to  a  better  life. 
She  has  succeeded. 

Sophy    Valentine. 


TO  A  LITTLE  WAIF. 

Dear  little  innocent  baby, 

Pure  as  the  angels  of  heaven, 
Why  did  St  thou  leave  yonder  portal, 

Did'st  thou  come  hither  unbidden? 

Lovely  as  any  one's  baby; 

A  child  of  God  just  the  same, 
Yet  no  one  was  glad  at  thy  coming; 

Thou  dost  not  bear  even  a  name. 

How  could  thy  parents  forsake  thee, 

So  helpless,  so  tender  and  fair. 
Or  leave  so  the  kindness  of  strangers 

One  who  bad  a  just  claim  to  their  care? 

They  did  not  value  their  treasure, 
They  could  not  have  dreamed  of  the  bliss 

Or  the  joy  thy  love  might  have  brought  them 
Or  the  thrill  of  thine  innocedt  kiss. 

They  could  not  know  thy  sweet  prattle 
Would  drive  away  sorrow  and  care 

That  the  light  of  thine  eyes  pure  beaming 
Might  even  have  taught  them  a  prayer. 

Else  no  earthly  power  could  ever 
Those  nearest  and  strongest  of  ties; 

But  listen  I  I  bear  a  soft  whisper 
As  though  it  was  bornt  from  the  skies. 

Let  the  little  ones  come  to  me. 
Ah  {  Some  one  is  guarding  I  trow, 

Who  notices  even  the  sparrows, 
How  much  greater  value  art  thou. 

Some  one  is  calling  thee  homeward; 

There's  someone  awaiting  thee  now; 
Some  one  will  be  glad  at  thy  coming 

And  some  one  will  kiss  thy  fair  brow. 

Thou  hast  re-entered  the  portal; 

Say  thou  did'st  not  enter  unbidden, 
So  hear  the  glad  words  of  the  Master, 

Of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 

M,  M.  F. 


She  was  a  handsome  blonde, 
leading  a  pet  dog  up  Fifth  Avenue. 
An  exquisite  masher  smiled  a 
chimpanzee  smile  as  she  passed 
the  Windsor  Hotel,  and  said: 
"Madam,  I  envy  your  dog." 
"So  do  all  the  other  puppies," 
was  her  quick  response. 
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ETIQUETTE. 


THE  ETIQUETTE  OF  ENTERTAINING 
AND  VISITING. 
All  the  world  seems  to  be  going 
Chicago-ward,  and  an  air  of  un- 
rest pervades  the  air;  even  con- 
firmed stay-at-homes  have  caught 
the  contagion  and  are  peparing 
to  join  the  throng  that  are  travel- 
ing to  the  great  Fair.  This  class 
may  find  a  few  profitable  items  in 
the  June  issue  of  the  Journal,  but 
the  summer  traveling  of  a  great 
many  must  be  limited  to  a  visit 
to  some  friend  or  relative,  and 
this  will  perhaps  prove  the  one 
bright  spot  in  many  months  of 
routine  and  dull  monotony — some- 
times these  long  expected  visits 
so  carefully  planned  for,  prove 
but  a  mirage— and  we  return 
home  disappointed;  so  we  will 
consider  some  of  the  points  essen 
tial  to  successful  visiting.  The 
first  is  an  invitation.  Happy 
indeed  are  we  to  have  even  one 
friend  in  the  world,  whom  we 
know  will  give  us  a  welcome  in 
the  words  of  the  poet: 

Come  in  the  evening,  or  come  in  the  morning ; 
Come  when  youre  looked  for,  or  come  without 

warning ; 
Kisses  and  welcome  you'll  find  here  before  you, 
And  the  oftener  you  come  here  the  mo  e  I'll 

adore  you. 

But  unless  we  are  sure  of  that 
one,  better  wait  for  the  earnest 
solicitation  of  friends  to  accept 
their  hospitality.  The  "surprise" 
visitor  is  never  a  welcome  one, 
unless  the  stay  is  for  a  day  or 
night;  even  then  it  is  wise  to 
apprise  the  friend  of  one's  coming. 
"The   house   of   every   one    is     to 


him  as  his  castle  or  fortress,  as 
well  for  his  defense  against 
injury  and  violence  as  for  his 
repose. " 

Therefore,  unless  your  intimacy 
or  relationship  warrants  it,  never 
"drop  in"  on  a  friend  or  acquaint- 
ance and  expect  a  very  warm 
reception.  As  a  people  we  belong 
to  the  busy-work-a-day  class,  and 
have  not  unlimited  time  or  oppor- 
tunities for  entertaining  and  being 
entertained,  as  among  frivolous 
society  people;  and  the  dispen- 
sers of  hospitality  are  the  hard- 
working fathers  and  industrious 
mothers  and  daughters,  and  they 
should  certainly  claim  the  right 
of  stating  when  these  social  duties 
can  best  be  discharged  to  suit  their 
convenience  and  pleasure.  It  is 
the  privilege  of  the  hostess,  and 
not  the  guest,  to  set  the  length  of 
the  visit;  none  should  be  forced 
to  entertain  company  beyond  the 
limit  that  her  circumstances  or 
pleasure  will  permit;  other  guests 
may  be  expected  at  the  termina- 
tion of  your  visit,  and  your  sta^' 
beyond  the  time  stated  in  your 
invitation  might  seriously  incom- 
mode your  hostess,  and  thus  prove 
an  intrusion.  Invitations  to  visit 
are  usually  in  writing,  and  when 
orally  tendered,  should  be  accepted 
in  general  ^terms  dependent  upon 
mutual  arrangements,  to  be  deter- 
mined by  letter  at  a  later  date. 
Subsequently  you  will  hear  from 
your  friend  again,  naming  a  par- 
ticular time,  or  pressing  for  a  day 
to  be  named.      Unless  such  atten- 
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tions  are  urged  upon  you,  it  will 
be  well  to  postpone  your  visit. 
When  you  are  so  honored,  answer 
by  return  mail  accepting,  if  that 
be  your  pleasure,  but  reserving 
the  decision  as  to  time  at  least 
one  mail.  You  can  then  fix  date 
and  hour  of  arrival,  which  must 
be  scrupulously  observed,  unless 
some  unforeseen  difficulty  arises, 
of  which  the  telegraph  wires  will 
inform  your  friends  and  save  them 
from  useless  attendance  on  incom- 
ing trains.  Such  precautions  must 
never  be  overlooked,  or  you  may 
alienate  your  best  friends  who 
have  asked  your  presence  presum- 
ably at  the  season  when  they  can 
best  wait  upon  you  and  promote 
your  happiness. 

The  invitation  extended  and  ac- 
cepted, it  is  now  the 

DUTY    OF    THE    HOSTESS 

to  meet  her  guest  at  the  station  in 
her  own  conveyance,  and  give  her 
preliminary  welcome,  reserving  the 
warmer  manifestations  of  pleasure 
for  her  advent  to  your  own  home. 
When  the  mysteries  of  toilet  and 
a  little  rest  have  made  her  anxious 
for  refreshments,  you  will  be  ready 
with  whatever  meal  is  suggested 
by  the  hour.  If  your  friend  arrived 
late  at  night  it  will  be  a  kindness 
to  serve  her  with  a  late  breakfast 
the  next  morning;  after  that  meal 
make  your  friend  acquainted  with 
your  regular  mode  of  living,  and 
she  will  accommodate  herself  to 
your  pleasure.  In  almost  every 
locality  there  are  points  of  inter- 
est or  beauty  that  you  think 
worthy  of   special    notice,    and  as 


your  guest  depends  upon  you  for 
enjoyment,  the  program  of  ex- 
cursions and  visits,  calls,  and  re- 
ceptions, must  be  "determined  by 
you,  subject  to  any  personal  habits 
of  your  guest  with  which  you  may 
have  become  familiar.  You  will, 
of  course,  invite  any  friends  of 
your  guest  in  the  same  town  or 
city  to  visit  her  during  her  stay, 
and  partake  of  your  hospitality  in 
some  form. 

The  hostess  must  give  the  guest 
all  possible  pleasure,  and  the 
visitor  will  conform  to  the  ways 
of  the  household  and  give  the  least 
trouble  possible. 

There  is  an  old  saying  about 
the  male  visitor  which  we  think 
has  many  honorable  exceptions. 

"The  first  day  he  is  a  guest,  the 
second  a  burden,  the  third  a  pest.  ** 
But  this  can  never  be  said  of  any 
cheery,  sensible  woman,  either 
young  or  old.  Hospitality  takes 
a  high  rank  among  the  social 
virtues,  but  its  duties  are  often 
fatiguing  and  irksome,  and  no 
doubt  quite  unnecessarilly  so.  In 
our  effort  to  please  we  do  too 
much — one  of  the  most  important 
maxims  of  hospitality  is  "Let  your 
guests  alone."  If  this  were  gener» 
ally  observed,  it  would  save  both 
host  and  guest  a  world  of  trouble. 
Your  first  object  should  be  to  make 
your  friends  feel  at  home,  but 
begging  them  to  be  perfectly  at 
home  does  not  give  them  a  com- 
fortable home  feeling,  genuine 
unaffected  friendliness  and  an  un- 
obtrusive and  almost  unperceived 
attention  to  their  wants  alone  will 
impart  this.     Allow  their  presence 
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to  interfere  as  little  as  possible 
with  your  domestic  arrangements, 
thus  giving  them  the  soothing  as- 
surance that  their  visit  does  not 
disturb  you,  but  that  you  fall,  as 
it  were,  into  a  vacant  place  in  the 
household.  No  sensitive  visitor  can 
enjoy  herself  with  needless  bustle, 
and  your  anxious,  fidgety  manner 
reminds  her  constantly  that  her 
presence,  though  invited,  is  an 
unusual  burden.  Furnish  your 
rooms  and  table  in  as  good  style 
as  your  means  and  circumstances 
will  allow,  and  make  no  fuss  about 
it.  Do  not  make  reference  to  the 
way  your  friend  has  things  at  home 
and  you  are  sorry  that  your  home 
or  surroundings  are  not  as  pleas- 
ant. Your  guest  has  come  out  for 
a  change,  and  a  contrast  from  her 
own  home  however  desirable,  is 
often  pleasant,  and  if  not,  it  is  at 
least  profitable.  Perhaps  your 
friend  has  long  looked  forward  to 
this  visit  as  a  respite  from  care 
and  anxiety  with  the  hope  of 
reading  some  favorite  books,  or 
attending  to  long  delayed  corres- 
pondence, so  let  her  feel  perfectly 
free  to  amuse  herself  as  she 
chooses  a  portion  of  the  time.  If 
ghe  is  of  active,  industrious  habits, 
enforced  rest  may  prove  irksome 
to  her,  so  if  she  begs  the  privilege 
of  assisting  a  little  in  the  house- 
hold duties  do  not  refuse  it. 

Before  leaving  her  guest  for  the 
night  the  ideal  hostess  does  every- 
thing that  can  possibly  add  to  her 
comfort:  she  will  cee  that  the  room 
is  provided  with  every  available 
necessity  and  comfort,  not  forget- 
ting a  plentiful  supply  of  bath  and 


face  towels.  Let  there  be  several 
dainty,  soft,  white  washrags,  a 
rocker,  footstool,  and  several  good 
books  or  magazines,  as  your  guest 
may  be  awake  hours  before  the  rest 
of  the  household  may  be  astir,  and 
the  hours  drag  if  one  does  not  feel 
free  to  go  about  the  house  or 
gounds  at  will;  be  sure  and  place 
handy  extra  bed  clothing;  nothing 
is  more  forlorn  than  to  feel  chilly 
in  a  strange  bedroom  with  no  pro- 
vision made  for  changes  in  the 
weather.  Never  forget  a  glass  and 
pitcher  of  drinking  water.  If 
your  guest  must  occupy  a  room 
with  another  person,  provide 
beforehand,  the  very  simple  but 
necessary  article  in  every  home,  a 
good-sized  screen;  it  can  be  plain 
or  handsome,  but  do  not  neglect 
this  item  if  you  value  the  comfort 
of  your  modest  friend. 

These  items,  with  good  judg- 
ment and  womanly  tact,  will  assist 
any  ordinary  housewife  in  becom- 
ing a  charming  hostess. 

THE    GUESTS 

who  sometinles  forget  (if  they  have 
ever  learned)  that  they  have  duties 
to  perform.  We  beg  leave  to  jog 
their  memories  with  the  following 
hints  from  the  graceful  pen  of 
Mrs.  Manners.  "To  accommodate 
yourself  to  the  habits  and  rules 
f)i  the  family  in  regard  to  hours 
of  rising  or  retiring,  and  particu- 
larly the  hours  for  meals,  is  the 
first  duty  of  a  guest.  Inform 
yourself  when  the  meals  occur — 
whether  there  will  be  a  dressing 
bell — at  what  time  the  family  meet 
for  prayers  and  thus  become 
acquainted     with     all    the     familj^ 
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regulations.  It  is  the  better  way 
for  a  family  to  adhere  strictly  to 
all  their  usual  habits.  It  cer- 
tainly must  promote  the  happi- 
ness of  any  reasonable  person  to 
know  that  her  presence  is  no 
restraint  and  no  inconvenience. 
Your  own  good  sense  and  delicacy 
will  teach  you  the  desirability  of 
keeping  your  own  room  in  order, 
and  ygur  articles  of  dress  and  the 
toilet  as  tidy  and  neat  as  it  is 
possible.  Any  lady  will  certainly 
not  hesitate  to  make  her  own  bed 
and  wait  upon  herself  as  much  as 
it  is  in  her  power,  particularly  if 
there  be  no  servants  in  the 
house. " 

You  will  not  expect  the  host 
and  hostess,  who  have  many 
duties,  to  give  you  their  personal 
attention  all  the  day.  Relieve 
your  hostess  of  the  feeling  that 
she  must  be  constantly  entertain- 
ing you;  be  companionable  to 
yourself  while  the  hostess  is 
engaged  with  household  duties. 
A  dull  weight  on  one's  hands  is 
the  person  in  our  home  who  is 
incapable  of  entertaining  herself 
for  a  f3w  hours.  Ladies  more 
frequently  understand  this  art 
better  than  do  gentlemen. 

There  are  people  -  the  young 
and  thoughtless,  or  the  selfish 
and  presuming — who  consider 
their  presence  in  the  house  a 
sufficient  return  for  any  tribute 
that  may  be  rendered  by  a 
hostess.  They  are  out  for  a 
"good  time,"  and  act  as  though 
all  others  were  under  obligation 
to  serve  their  purpose;  but  these 
are    the    guests    whom    one   does 


not  readily  urge  to  come  again. 
Make  yourself  as  helpful  to  the 
family  as  they  will  allow;  urge 
upon  them  your  services  a  portion 
of  the  time  unless  you  are  an 
invalid  or  a  convalescent;  then  it 
were  better  economy  and  much 
wiser  to  save  your  strength  and 
remunerate  your  friends  in  some 
delicate  way  in  the  future.  No 
visits  can  be  made  in  the  neigh- 
borhood without  previous  consul- 
tation with  the  friend  you  are 
visiting,  and  that  obligatiop  is 
mutually  imperative.  When  you 
visit  friends  who  live  in  a  less 
pretentious  style  than  yourself  or 
others  of  your  circle,  be  silent  as 
to  the  differences  you  may  observe. 
The  hospitality  of  your  friends 
and  not  their  wealth  should  be 
the  charm  of  your  stay,  and 
disparaging  remarks  must  lessen 
their  esteem  for  you.  Should  you 
injure  or  destroy  any  article  in 
your  friend's  house  it  is  your 
duty  to  make  the  loss  good, 
although  the  hostess  will,  of 
course,  decline  ay  such  suggestion 
on  your  part.  Never  divulge  any 
secrets  that  may  come  into  your 
possession  through  your  intimacy 
with  the  family,  nor  make  com- 
ments on  any  unpleasantness  that 
may  arise  between  members. 
Never  appear  to  notice  any  trifling 
friction  in  the  household 
machinery.  You  must  in  every 
way  be  considerate  of  your  hos- 
tess, affectionate  to  the  children, 
kind  to  the  family  pets,  and 
courteous   to    the   servants. 

In  your  hours  of  leisure  it    is    a 
graceful    act    to    execute    some    of 
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your  own  beautiful  handiwork, 
and  present  it  to  your  friend  as  a 
memento  of  your  visit,  and  on 
your  return  home  send  some 
choice  songs  or  music  for  some 
members  of  the  family  who  sing 
or  play;  or  a  book,  for  which  a 
desire  may  have  been  intimated, 
may  be  sent  with  propriety. 

It  is  impossible  to  lay  down  a 
precise  code  of  rules.  Situations 
vary  so  widely  that  one  must  use 
good,  common  sense,  much  tact, 
and  study  constantly  the  art  of 
making  onesself  a  guest  to  be 
appreciated  and  welcomed  at  the 
hearthstone   of   your   friends,    but 


however  welcome  you  may  have 
been  made  to  feel  don't  commit 
the  error  of  staying  too  long.  A 
wise  visitor  will  leave  a  little 
before  the  time  specified  in  the 
invitation,  that  the  good-bys  may 
be  said  with  regret. 

If  your  hostess  enters  heartily 
into  your  preparations  for  going 
when  the  time  is  decided  upon 
by  yourself,  do  not  take  offense 
nor  feel  that  they  are  anxious  to 
hurry  you  away.  It  is  the  duty 
of  a  host  or  hostess  to  "welcome 
the  coming  and  speed  the  parting 
guest. " 


HISTORICAL  SKETCH  OF  THE  CHURCH,   ' 

FROM  THE  TIME  OF  THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  THE  PROPHETS  JOSEPH  SMITH 

AND  HYRUM  SMITH. 


The  following  synopsis  we 
glean  from  the  General  Epistle  of 
the  Council  of  the  Twelve  (already 
alluded  to),  and  written  at  Win- 
ter Quarters,  December  23rd, 
1847:  "The  season  was  very 
unfavorable,  and  the  repeated  and 
excessive  rains,  and  scarcity  of 
provision,  retarded  our  progress 
and  compelled  us  to  leave  a  por- 
tion of  the  camp  in  the  wilder- 
ness, at  a  place  we  called  Garden 
Grove,  composed  of  an  enclosure 
for  an  extensive  farm  and  sixteen 
houses,  the  fruits  of  our  labor; 
and  soon  after,  from  similar 
causes,  we  made  another  location, 
called  Mount  Pisgah,  leaving 
another  portion  of  the  camp,  and 
after  searching  the  route,  making 
the  road  and  bridges  over  a  multi- 


tude of  streams  for  more  than 
three  hundred  miles,  mostly  on 
lands  then  occupied  by  the  Potta- 
watomie Indians,  and  since 
vacated  in  favor  of  the  United 
States;  we  arrived  near  Council 
Bluffs,  on  the  Missouri  River, 
during  the  latter  part  of  June, 
where  we  were  met  by  Captain  J. 
Allen  from  Fort  Leavenworth, 
soliciting  us  to  enlist  five  hun- 
dred men  in  the  service  of  the 
United  States.  To  this  call  of 
our  country  we  promptly 
responded,  and  before  the  middle 
of  July  more  than  five  hundred  of 
the  brethren  were  embodied  in  the 
Mormon  Battalion  and  on  their 
march  for  California,  by  way  of 
Fort  Leavenworth,  under  the 
command     of    Lieutenant-Colonel 
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J.  Allen,  leaving  hundreds  of 
wagons,  teams,  and  families 
destitute  of  protectors  and  guar- 
dians, on  the  open  prairie,  in  a 
savage  country,  far  from  the 
abodes  of  civilized  life,  and 
farther  still  from  any  place  where 
they  might  hope  to  locate. 
*  *  *  A  small  portion  went  as 
far  west  as  the  Pawnee  Mission, 
where,  finding  it  too  late  to  pass 
the  mountains,  they  turned  aside 
to  winter  on  the  banks  of  the 
Missouri,  at  the  mouth  of  the 
Running  Water,  about  two  hun- 
dred and  fifty  miles  northwest  of 
the  Missouri  settlements;  while 
the  far  more  extensive  and  feeble, 
numbers  located  at  this  place 
called  by  us  Winter  Quarters, 
where  upwards  of  seven  hundred 
houses  were  built  in  the  short 
space  of  about  three  months, 
while  the  majority  located  on 
Pottawatomie  lands.  In  July 
there  were  more  than  two  thou- 
sand emigrating  wagons  between 
this  and  Nauvoo.  *  *  *  Soon 
after  the  Battalion  left  the  Bluffs 
three  of  the  Council  took  their 
departure  for  England,  where 
they  spent  the  winter,  preaching 
and  setting  in  order  all  things 
pertaining  to  the  Church,  and 
returned  to  this  place  in  the 
spring  of  1847,  as  did  also  the 
camp  from  Running  Water,  for 
provisions. " 

We  will  insert  here  the  fol- 
lowing from  Whitney's  History  of 
Utah,  Vol.  I,  page  279:  "As  the 
season  advanced  the  settlers  on 
the  west  side  were  instructed  to 
congregate   in   one    place,    and   a 


site  being  chosen  for  that  purpose 
they  founded  their  celebrated 
Winter  Quarters.  This  place  is 
now  Florence,  Nebraska,  five 
miles  above  the  city  of  Omaha. 
The  settlement  was  divided  into 
twenty-two  wards,  with  a  Bishop 
over  each.  There  was  also  a 
High  Council.  The  population 
of  the  place  was  about  four  thou- 
sand. A  ward  east  of  the  river 
contained  a  little  over  two  thou- 
sand souls.  Garden  Grove  and 
Mount  Pisgah  were  also  still 
inhabited;  their  numbers  now 
swelled  by  the  refugees  from 
Nauvoo. 

"Here  in  these  humble  prairie 
settlements,  surrounded  by  In- 
dians, hopeful  and  even  happy, 
though  enduring  much  sickness 
arid  privation,  which  resulted  in 
many  deaths,  the  pilgrim  Mormons 
passed  the  winter  of  1846-7." 
The  General  Epistle  continues: 
"On  April  14th,  the  remainder 
of  the  Council,  in  company  of  one 
hundred  and  forty-three  pioneers, 
left  this  place  in  search  of  a  loca- 
tion, and  making  a  new  road,  a 
majority  of  more  than  one  thou- 
sand miles  westward,  arrived  at 
the  Great  Basin  in  the  latter  part 
of  July,  1847,  where  we  found  a 
beautiful  valley  of  some  twenty  by 
thirty  miles  in  extent,  with  a  lofty 
range  of  mountains  on  the  east, 
capped  with  perpetual  snow,  and  a 
beautiful  line  of  mountains  on  the 
west  watered,  with  daily  showers; 
the  Utah  Lake  on  the  south,  hid 
with  a  range  of  hills,  with  a  de- 
lightful prospect  of  the  beautiful 
waters  of   the  Great  Salt  Lake  on 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


50i 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL. 


} 


the  northwest,  extending  as  far 
as  the  eye  can  reach,  interspersed 
with  lofty  islands,  and  a  con- 
tinuation of  the  valley  or  opening 
on  the  north,  extending  along  the 
eastern  shore  about  sixty  miles  to 
the  mouth  of  Bear  River.       *       * 

*  In  this  valley  we  located  a  site 
for  a  city,  to  be  called  the  Great 
Salt  Lake  City  *  *  *  The 
city  is  surveyed  in  blocks  of  ten 
acres,    eight   lots  to    a  block.        * 

*  *  One  block  is  reserved  for 
a  Temple,  and  several  more  in 
different  parts  of  the  city  for  pub- 
lic grounds.  *  *  ♦  After 
tarrying  four  or  five  weeks,  most 
of  the  pioneers  commenced  their 
return  (to  Winter  Quarters),  who 
were  quite  destitute  except  a  very 
small  quantity  of  beef,  which  was 
soon  exhausted.  The  company 
had  to  depend  for  their  subsist- 
ence on  wild  beasts,  such  as 
bu'ffalo,  detr,  antelope,  etc.,  which 
most  of  the  way  were  very  scarce; 
and  many  obtained,  were  exceed- 
ingly  poor  and    unwholesome.      * 

*  *  They  arrived  at  Winter 
Quarters  on  the  31st  of  Oct.,  1847. 

*  *  *  We  anticipate,  as  soon 
as  circumstances  will  permit,  to 
petition  for  a  Territorial  Govern- 
ment in  the  Great  Basin.  *  *  * 
To  the  Saints  in  England,  Scot- 
land, Wales,  and  Ireland,  and 
adjacent  islands  and  countries  we 
say  emigrate  as  speedily  as  possi- 
ble to  this' vicinity,  looking  to, 
and  following  the  counsel  of  the 
Presidency  at  Liverpool.  *  *  * 
We  have  it  now  in  contemplation 
soon  to  re-organize  the  Church 
according  to  the  original  pattern, 


with  a'First  Presidency  and  Patri- 
arch, feel  that  it  will  be  the  privi- 
lege^of  the  Twelve,  ere  long,  to 
spread  abroad  among  the  nations, 
not  to  hinder  the  gathering,  but 
to  preach  the  gospel,  and  push  the 
people,'';!' the"^'  honest'^^  in  heart, 
together  from  the  four  quarters  of 
the  earth." 

"'December  5th,  1847,  President 
B.  Young  was  elected  President 
of  the  Church  by  the  decision  of 
the  quorum  of  the  Twelve 
Apostles,  and  also  on  the  27th  of 
December,  1847;  by  the  unanimous 
vote  of  the  Priesthood  and  Saints 
assembled  in  a  conference  held  at 
the  *  Log  Tabernacle, '  at  Council 
Bluffs,  Iowa.  He  nominated 
Heber  C.  Kimball,  and  Willard 
Richards  to  be  his  counselors, 
which  nominations  were  carried 
without  a  dissenting  voice. 
Father  John  Smith  was  nominated 
to  be  Patriarch  of  the  whole 
Church,  in  the  same  capacity  as 
Father  Joseph  Smith  was,  and  also 
Brother  Hyrum;  the  nomination 
was  carried  unanimously.        *      * 

*  President  Brigham  Young  said: 

*  Joseph  told  the  Twelve,  the  year 
before  he  died,  '  there  is  not  one 
key  or  power  to  be  bestowed  on 
this  Church  to  lead  the  people  to 
the  celestial  gate  but  I  have  given 
you,  showed  you,  and  talked  it 
over  to  you;  the  kingdom  is  set 
up,  and  you  have  the  perfect  pat- 
tern, and  you  can  go  and  build  up 
the  kingdom  and  go  in  at  the 
celestial  gate,  taking  your  train 
with  you. '" — Millennial  Star,   Vol. 

.10,  page  115. 

In  Journal  of  Discourses,  Vol.  8, 
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page  233,  we  find  the  following 
testimony  of  Apostle  Orson  Hyde: 

"In  the  month  of  February, 
1848,  the  Twelve  Apostles  met  at 
Hyde  Park,  Pottawatomie  County, 
Iowa,  where  a  small  branch  of  the 
Church  was  established;  and  I 
must  say  that  I  feel  a  little  proud 
of  the  circumstance,  and  also  very 
thankful  on  account  of  its  happen- 
ing in  my  own  little,  retired,  se- 
questered hamlet,  bearing  my 
own  name.  We  were  in  prayer 
and  council,  communing  together; 
and  what  took  place  on  that  occa- 
sion? The  voice  of  God  came 
from  on  high,  and  spake  to  the 
Council.  Every  latent  feeling 
was  aroused,  and  every  heart 
melted.  What  did  it  say  unto  us? 
'  Let  my  servant  Brigham  step 
forth  and  receive  the  full  power 
of  the  presiding  Priesthood  in 
my  Church  and  Kingdom.*  This 
was  the  voice  of  the  Almighty 
unto  us  at  Council  Bluffs,  before 
I  removed  to  what  was  called 
Kanesville. 

"It  has  been  said  by  some  that 
Brigham  was  appointed  by  the 
people,  and  not  by  the  voice  of 
God.  I  do  not  know  that  this 
testimony  has  often,  if  ever,  been 
given  to  the  masses  of  the  people 
before;  but  I  am  one  that  was 
present,  and  there  are  others  here 
that  were  also  present  on  that 
occasion  and  did  hear  and  feel 
the  voice  from  heaven;  and  we 
were  filled  with  the  power  of 
God.  This  IS  my  testimony; 
these  are  my  declarations  unto 
the  Saints,  unto  the  members  of 
the    Kingdom    of    God  in  the  last 


days,  and  to  all  people.  We 
said  nothing  about  the  matter  in 
those  times,  but  kept  it  still.  * 
*  *  Men,  women  and  children 
came  running  together  where  we 
were  and  asked  us  what  was  the 
matter.  They  said  that  their 
houses  shook,  and  the  ground 
trembled,  and  they  did  not  know 
but  that  there  was  an  earthquake. 
We  told  them  that  there  was  noth- 
ing the  matter — not  to  be  alarm- 
ed: the  Lord  was  only  whisper- 
ing to  ys  a  little,  and  that  He  was 
probably  not  very  far  off.  We 
felt  no  shaking  of  the  earth,  or 
of  the  house,  but  were  filled  with 
the  exceeding  power  and  goodness 
of  God.  We  knew  and  realized 
that  we  had  the  tes'timony  of  God 
within  us." 

We  find  the  testimony  of  Pre- 
sident Brigham  Young  in  relation 
to  this  subject  on  page  197,  Vol. 
8,  Journal  of  Discourses. 

Sa3;she:.  "Brother  Hyde,  in  his 
remarks,  spoke  about  the  voice  of 
God  at  a  certain  time.  I  could 
tell  many  incidents  relating  to 
that  circumstance,  which  he  did 
not  take  time  to  relate.  We  were 
in  his  house,  which  was  ten  or 
twelve  feet  square.  The  houses 
in  the  neighborhood  ahook.  or  if 
they  did  not,  the  people  thought 
they  did,  for  they  ran  together 
and  inquired  whether  there  had 
been  an  earthquake.  We  tcld 
them  that  the  voice  of  God  had 
reached  the  earth — that  they  need 
not  to  be  afraid;  it  was  the  power 
of  God.  This  md  other  events 
have  transpired  to  satisfy  tlie 
people,    you  and    all    who    belong 
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to  the  Church  and  Kingdom  of 
God  upon  the  earth.  When  I 
met  Sidney  Rigdpn,  east  of  the 
Temple  in  Nauvoo,  I  knew  then 
what  I  now  know  concerning  the 
organization  of  the  Church, 
though  I  had  told  no  man  of  it. 
I  revealed  it  to  no  living  being, 
until  the  pioneers  to  this  valley 
were  returning  to  Winter  Quar- 
ters. Brother  Wilford  Woodruff 
was  the  first  man  I  ever  spoke  to 
about  it.  Said  he:  'It  is  right;  I 
believe  it,  and  think  a  great  deal 
of  it,  for  it  is  from  the  Lord,  the 
Church  must  be  organized.'  It 
then  went  to  others,  and  from 
them  to  others;  but  it  was  no 
news  to  me,  for  I  understood  it 
then  as  I  understand  it  now." 

"It  was  about  the  beginning  of 
June,  1848,  that  the  First  Presi- 
dency broke  up  their  camp  on  the 
Elk  Horn,  and  again  set  out  for 
the  Valley  of  the  Great  Salt  Lake. 
First  went  Brigham  Young,  with 
a  company  of  1229  souls  an5  397 
wagons;  next,  Heber  C.  Kimball, 
whose  train  numbered  662  souls 
and  226  wagons.  Willard  Rich- 
ards brought  up  the  rear,  with 
526  souls  and  169  wagons.  The 
last  wagon  left  Winter  Quarters 
on  the  3r4  of  July.  That  place 
was  now  nearly  deserted.  *  * 
*  On  went  the  emigration,  cross- 
ing ih  i  plains  and  the  Rocky 
Mountains  along  the  same  route 
formerly  traveled  by  the  pioneers. 
President  Young,  with  a  portion 
of  his  division,  reached  Salt  Lake 
Valley  on  the  20th  of  September. 
Heber  C.  KimbalJ  came  a  few 
days   later,     and    within     another 


month  the  trains  all  had  arrived. 
President  Richards'  companies 
lost  many  of  their  cattle  through 
the  alkali  on  the  Sweetwater. 
This  so  hindered  his  progress 
that  teams  from  the  Valley  had 
to  be  sent  out  to  help  in  the  rear 
trains. " —  Whitney's  History  of 
Utah,  Vol.   I,  page  383-4. 

On  the  19th  of  November,  1848, 
the  Temple  of  Nauvoo  was  de- 
stroyed by  fire.  The  following  is 
from  the  Nauvoo  Patriot-. 

"Our  citizens  were  awakened 
by  the  alarm  of  fire,  which  when 
first  discovered  was  bursting  out 
through  the  spire  of  the  Temple 
near  the  small  door  that  opened 
from  the  east  side  of  the  roof,  on 
the  main  building.  The  fire  was 
seen  first  about  three  o'clock  in 
the  morning,  and  not  until  it  had 
taken  such  hold  of  the  timbers 
and  roof  •as  to  make  useless  any 
effort  to  extinguish  it.  The  ma- 
terials of  the  inside  were  so  dry, 
and  the  fire  spread  so  rapidly, 
that  a  few  minutes  were  sufficient 
to  wrap  this  famed  edifice  in  a 
sheet  of  flame.  It  was  a  sight 
full  of  mournful  sublimity.  * 
*  *  The  glare  of  the  vast  torch, 
pointing  sky-ward,  indiscribably 
contrasted  with  the  universal 
gloom  and  darkness  around  it; 
and  men  looked  on  with  faces  sad 
as  if  the  crumbling  ruins  below 
were  consuming  all  their  hopes. 
It  was  evidently  the  work  of  an 
incendiary.  Who  it  was,  and 
what  could  have  been  his  motive, 
we  have  now  no  idea.  Some  feel- 
ing infinitely  more  unenviable 
than    that   of   the   individual  who 
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put  the  torch  to  the  beautiful 
Ephesian  structure  of  old,  must 
have  possessed  him.  To  destroy 
the  work  of  art,  at  once  the  most 
elegant  in  its  construction  and 
the  most  renowned  in  its  cele- 
brity of  any  in  the  whole  west, 
would  we  should  think  require  a 
mind  of  more  than  ordinary 
depravity;  and  we  feel  assured 
that  no  one  in  this  community 
could  have  been  so  lost  to  every 
sense  of  justice,  and  every  con- 
sideration of  interest  as  to 
become  the  author  of  the  deed. 
*  *  *  Its  loss,  no  doubt  will 
be  more  forcibly  felt  by  the 
people  of  this  place  than  any 
other,  because  the  most  dreary 
will  hardly  think  of  soon  seeing 
another  such  ornament  erected 
here. " 

We  admire  the  humane  expres- 
sion of  the  Nauvoo  Patriot  in  the 
main — but  we  differ  in  opinion  in 
one  particular.  We  believe  that 
the  depravity  which  caused  men 
to  steal  Nauvoo,  robbed  the 
Latter-day  Saints  of  their  homes, 
drove  them  into  the  wilderness, 
and  killed  their  Prophets  and 
brethren,  were  sufficiently  de- 
praved, not  only  to  burn  the 
temple,  but  to  slay  the  Son  of 
God,  had  they  the  chance. 

The  blending  of  the  contrast 
and  the  similitude  in  the  former 
and  latter  exodus  is  a  lesson  in 
the  dealings  of  God  with  His 
{>eople  that  deserves  our  undi- 
vided attention.  Here  we  find 
that  divine  providence  is  equally 
mindful  and  merciful,  to  one  as 
the   other,  but  His   blessings   and 


power  are  made  manifest  accord- 
ing to  the  condition  in  which  His 
people  are  placed.  The  descent 
of  mankind  from  Adam  determines 
our  relationship  to  Him;  and 
also  to  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 
And  "as  we  have  borne  the  image 
of  the  earthly,  we  shall  also  bear 
the  image  of  the  heavenly;"  and 
"as  in  Adam  all  die,  even  so  in 
Christ  shall  all  be  made  alive." 
Under  His  direction  a  people  is 
gathered  through  faith,  a  people, 
the  children  of  the  Most  High, 
"who  are  not  born  of  blood,  nor 
of  the  will  of  the  flesh  nor  of  the 
will  of  man,  but  of  God."  They 
are  a  chosen  generation,  a  royal 
priesthood,  a  holy  nation,  a  pecu- 
liar people..  Chosen,  singled  out 
from  others  through  the  fore- 
knowledge of  God,  to  some  honor- 
able service,  to  save  the  world 
from  sin.  The  Hebrew  nation 
were  a  chosen  people.  Their 
descendants  are  also  chosen,  by 
virtue  of  the  covenants  made  to 
their  fathers,  and  also  because 
they  possess  the  faith  of  their 
fathers  and  continue  the  good 
work  commenced  by  them.  It 
was  said  of  old:  "The  Lord  did 
not  set  his  love  upon  you,  nor 
choose  you  because  ye  were  more 
in  number  than  any  people;  but 
because  the  Lord  loved  you,  and 
because  He  would  keep  the  oath 
which  he  had  sworn  unto  your 
fathers,  hath  the  Lord  brought 
y)u  out  with  a  mighty  hand,  and 
redeemed  you  out  of  the  house  of 
bondmen,  from  the  hand  of 
Pharaoh,  king  of  Egypt." 

The    covenants    made     to     the 
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chosen  are  eternal,  for  it  is  said: 
"He  hath  remembered  his  cove- 
nants forever,  the  word  which  he 
commanded  to  a  thousand  gener- 
tions.  Which  covenant  he  made 
with  Abraham,  and  his  oath  unto 
Isaac,  and  confirmed  the  same 
unto  Jacob  forever,  and  to  Israel 
for  an  everlasting  covenant."  He 
has  renewed  this  covenant  to  His 
Church  and  people  in  this  genera- 
tion; it  is  sealed  and  ratified  that 
it  may  stand  forever.  It  is  said 
of  the  Israelites  of  old:  "Egypt 
was  glad  when  they  parted," 
which  would  not  have  been  the 
case  had  not  the  gold  and  silver 
borro\^ed  of  them,  were  to  their 
knowledge  but  a  small  token  of 
acknowledgment  for  the  services 
rendered  by  the  Israelites  and 
their  fathers  to  the  commonwealth 
of  Egypt  for  the  period  of  430 
years.  The  fear  of  an  offended 
God  was  on  Egypt,  and  they 
feared  His  people,  and  were  glad 
to  pay  them  to  be  gone.  The 
opposite  was  the  case  in  Nauvoo. 
The  people  were  not  paid,  even 
for  their  property,  only  in  some 
instances.  "  There  was  no  feeble 
person  among  the  tribes."  There 
were  many  -helpless,  destitute  and 
dependant  in  the  exodus  to  the 
mountains.  The  ancient  Israelites 
took  the  possession  of  the  land 
which  God  had  promised  to  their 
fathers.  The  country  was  then 
inhabited  by  the  descendants  of 
Canaan,  who  were  divided  into 
six  or  seven  distinct  nations. 
These  the  Israelites  were  com- 
manded to  dispossess  and  utterly 
to  destroy.      It   is    thus   recorded: 


"Speak  unto  the  children  of 
Israel,  and  say  unto  them,  when 
ye  are  passed  over  Jordan  into 
the  land  of  Canaan,  then  ye  shall 
drive  out  the  inhabitants  of  the 
land  from  before  you,  and  destroy 
all  their  pictures,  and  destroy  all 
their  molten  images,  and  quite 
pluck  down  all  their  high  places: 
and  ye  shall  dispossess  the  inhabi- 
tants of  the  land,  and  dwell 
therein:  for  I  have  given  you  the 
land  to  possess  it."  They  went 
into  a  good  land,  "flowing  with 
milk  and  honey.  A  land  of 
wheat,  and  barley,  and  vines, 
and  fig  trees,  and  pomegranates, 
a  land  of  oil,   olive  and  honey." 

It  was  different  with  those  who 
first  settled  in  Utah.  Here  they 
found  a  wilderness,  uninhabited 
except  by  roving  tribes  of  Indians. 
Yet  they  possessed  full  faith 
in  the  predictions  of  ancient 
prophets,  whom  were  inspired 
to  say:  "And  he  will  make  her 
wilderness  like  Eden,  and  her 
desert  like  the  garden  of  the 
Lord;  joy  and  gladness  shall  be 
found  therein,  thanksgiving  and 
the  voice  of  melody."  "They 
wandered  in  the  wilderness,  in  a 
solitary  way,  they  found  no  city 
to  dwell  in.  Hungry  and  thirsty 
their  souls  fainted  in  them." 
"He  turneth  the  wilderness  into 
a  standing  water,  and  dry  ground 
into  water  springs,  and  there  he 
maketh  the  hungry  to  dwell  that 
they  may  prepare  a  city  for  habi- 
tation, and  sow  the  fields  and 
plant  vineyards  which  may  yield 
fruits  of  increase." 

Sir    Walter    Scott    sang    of  the 
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former  exodus,    which    in   part   is 
applicable  to    he  latter: 

When  Israel,  of  the  Lord  beloved. 

Out  of  the  land  of  bondage  came. 
Her  father's  God  before  her  moved, 

An  awful  guide  in  smoke  and  flame. 
By  day,  along  the  astonished  Unds, 

The  cloudy  pillar.glided  slow  ; 
By  night  Arabia's  crimson  sand 

Returned  the  fiery  column's  glow. 
There  rose  the  choral  hymn  of  praise. 

And  trump  and  timbrel  answered  keen, 
And  Zion's  daughters  poured  their  lays. 

With  priests'  and  warriors'  voice  between. 

In  Bancroft's  History  of  Utah, 
page  217,  we  find  the  following: 
"There  is  no  parallel  in  the 
world's  history  to  this  migration 
from  Nauvoo.  The  exodus  fi-om 
Egypt  was  from  a  heathen  land, 
a  land  of  idolaters  to  a  fertile 
region  designated  by  the  Lord 
for  his  chosen  people,  the  land  of 
Canaan. 


"The  pilgrim  fathers  in  flying  to 
America  came  from  a  bigoted  and 
despotic  people — a  people  making 
few  pretentions  to  civil  or  reli- 
gious liberty.  It  was  from  these 
same  people  who  had  fled  from 
old-world  persecutions  that  they 
might  enjoy  liberty  of  conscience 
in  the  wilds  of  America,  from 
their  descendants  and  associates, 
that  other  of  their  descendants, 
who  claimed  the  right  to  differ 
from  them  in  opinion  and  prac- 
tice, were  now  fleeing.  *  *  * 
Before  this  the  Mormons  had 
been  driven  to  the  outskirts  of 
civilization,  where  they  had  built 
themselves  a  city;  this  they  must 
now  abandon,  and  throw  them- 
selves upon  the  mercy  of 
savages. " 

David  John. 


OUR  GIRLS.* 


.MARTIN  LUTHER. 
Martin  Luther,  the  great 
German  Reformer,  was  born  at 
Eisleben,  November  10,  1483! 
His  fathef^was  a^miner,  and  his 
mother,  though  a  very  humble 
woman,  wasjgreatly ^esteemed  by 
all  who  knew  her.  The  family 
at  the  time  of  Martin's  birth 
were  in  poor*  circumstances,  but 
shortly  after  this  event  they 
removed  to  Mansfield,  where  their 


circumstances  were    improved    by 
industry  and  perseverance. 

It  was  here  in  Mansfield  that 
Luther  first  attended  school.  His 
early  school  days,  from  all 
reports,  were  by  no  means  happy 
ones.  Although  his  father  loved 
him  greatly,  and  showed  the 
greatest  solicitude  for  his  welfare, 
sometimes  carrying  him  to  school 
in  his  arms,  yet  for  any  mis- 
demeanor he   was    punished    very 


.  .  •  All  communications  from  the  members  of  the  Y.  LJ.  M.  I.  Associations  to  this  department 
should  be  addressed  to  Mrs.  Elmina  S.  Taylor,  158  W.  Third  South  St.,  Salt  Lake  City.  The 
address  of  the  Secretary  of  the  Central  Board  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.  is  Annie  M.  Cannon,  Folsom's 
Avenue,  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 
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severely.  Luther  says  he  re- 
members that  for  some  trifling 
misconduct  his  father  has  flogged 
him  until  the  blood  would  come, 
and  it  is  recorded  of  him  that  the 
scholastic  rod  was  applied  to  him 
fifteen  times  in  one  day;  but  in 
this  age  of  the  world  severity  in 
the  punishment  of  children  was 
the  accepted  rule. 

At  Magdeburg  and  Eisenach 
Luther  completed  his  schooling, 
and  at  the  age  of  eighteen  entered 
the  University  of  Erfurt,  to 
qualify  himself  for  the  bar;  and 
after  remaining  here  three  years 
was  given  the  degree  of  Doctor 
of  Philosophy  or  Master  of  Arts, 
in  1505,  when  he  was  but  twenty- 
one. 

During  the  latter  part  of  his 
residence  at  Erfurt  a  change  o 
feeling  came  over  him.  In 
examining  the  Vulgate  in  the 
University  library  he  was  sur- 
prised to  find  there  were  more 
gospels  and  epistles  than  were  in 
the  lectionaries.  He  studied  his 
new-found  treasure,  was  delighted 
with  its  truths,  and  resolved  to 
lead  a  spiritual  life.  He  accord- 
ingly separated  himself  from  his 
friends,  and  entered  the  Augus- 
tine Convent.  He  remained  there 
three  years  studying  the  Bible 
and  laying  the  foundation  of  those 
devotional  convictions  which  were 
later  on  to  revolutionize  the 
religious  world. 

His  mind  prior  to  this  seems 
to  have  been  dazed.  He  realized 
the  great  burden  of  sin  resting  on 
mankind,  and  was  miserable  until 
he  had  studied  long,    and    at    last 


understood    the    doctrine     of   the 
"forgivene.ss  of  sins   through   the 
grace    of    Christ'       In    the    year 
1507  he  was  ordained  a   priest  of 
the  Catholic  Church,    and    in   the 
following       year        removed        to 
Wittenburg,  where  he   became  a 
teacher     in    the    new    university 
founded  by   Elector   Frederick   of 
Saxony,  and  lectured  on  dialectics 
and   ph)'sics;    but   his   mind   run 
in  a  spiritual  groove,  and  in  1509 
he      became      a       Bachelor       of 
Theology,     and     commenced    lec- 
turing   on     the    holy    scriptures. 
His    lectures    even    at    this    time 
received  a  great  deal  of  attention, 
on  account  of  their   novelty,    and 
his    sermons    had     a     far     wider 
influence.       He    was    recognized 
by  all  as  a   man   of   genius.     The 
rector    of    the   university   said    of 
him:    "This  work  will  puzzle    our 
doctors,  and  bring  in  a  new   doc- 
trine, "and   the   people   were   not 
kept  long  in  suspense  before  they 
were    convinced    of   the    truth   of 
the  rector's  remarks.     In  1510   or 
1511  he  was  sent  on  a  mission   to 
Rome,  and  although  he  disliked  a 
great  many  of  the  methods  of  the 
]pope,    he    was,    as    he     describes 
himself,       "an      insane      papist." 
The  first  doctrine   of   Catholicism 
he  attacked   was    that    of    selling 
indulgences.       Believing     in    this 
doctrine,  a  person  who   had    com- 
mitted   sin    could     pay    a    certain 
sum  of  money  to  the   pope,    vary- 
ing in  amount  to  the  enormity   of 
the  crime,  and  receive  absolution. 
This  pactice  had   spread    to    such 
an    extent    that    if    a   person    was 
contemplating  committing  a  crime 
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he  bought  an  indulgence,  and 
"without  fear  of  punishment 
robbed,  murdered,  or  did  what  he 
wished.  The  treasury  at  Rome 
^was  running  low,  and  this  was 
the  idea  some  wise  head  had  dis- 
covered for  replenishing  the 
empty  coffers. 

The  head  of  the  sale  bureau  of 
indulgences  was  a  Dominican 
Friar  named  John  Tetzel.  It  was 
to  him  that  Luther  addressed  his 
famous  ninety-five  theses  on  th:: 
doctrine  of  indulgences,  and  had 
them  nailed  up  on  the  gate  of 
the  church  at  Wittenburg,  and 
which  he  offered  to  maintain  in 
the  university  against  all  who 
disagreed  with  him.  The  general 
purport  of  these  thesis  were,  that 
if  a  "sinner  was  contrite  he 
received  complete  forgiveness; 
the  pope's  absolution  had  no 
value  in  and  for  itself." 

This  bold  step  awakened 
widespread  excitement.  Tetzel, 
Eck,  and  a  great  many  others 
replied  to  him,  and  the  arguments" 
became  very  heated;  but  Luther 
triumphed,  and  Tetzel  was  com- 
pelled to  leave  the  borders  of 
Saxony. 

At  first  the  pope,  Leo,  X.  took 
little  heed  of  the  reformer.  He 
is  reported  to  have  said  that 
"Friar  Martin  was  a  man  of 
genius,  and  he  did  not  want  to 
have  him  molested."  But  some 
of  the  cardinals,  seeing  Luther's 
true  character,  became  alarmed, 
and  the  alarm  soon  spread  to 
the  pope,  and  he  ordered  Luther 
to  appear  at  Rome  to  answer  the 
charges      brought      against     him. 


Luther's  friends,  fearing  that  if 
he  went  to  Rome  he  would  never 
return^  intervened,  and  Cardinal 
Cajetan  was  sent  as  legate  to 
Augsburg  to  try  him.  This  man  * 
was  in  no  way  fitted  to  deal  with 
Luther;  he  would  not  argue  with 
him,  or  listen  to  his  arguments; 
he  merely  called  upon  him  to 
retract.  Luther  refused,  and  fled 
from  Augsburg,  but  later  th&  task 
of  negotiation  was  undertaken  by 
Militz,  a  German  efivoy  of  the 
pope.  This  conference  was  more 
successful,  and  peace  was 
established  for  a  time;  but  Luther 
could  not  be  quiet;  his  convic- 
tions were  too  strong  within  him. 
He  says:  "God  hurries  and 
drives  me;  I  am  not  master  of 
myielf;  I  wish  to  be  quiet  and 
am  hurried  into  the  midst  of 
tumults. " 

At  this  time  he  was  continually 
having  disputes  with  the  doctors 
of  theology,  but  in  the  meantime 
made  progress  in  the  freedom  of 
opinion,  and  attacked  the  papal 
system  as  a  whole  more  boldly. 
Erasmus  and  Hutton  now  joined 
in  the  conflict,  which  waxed  more 
loud  and  threatening. 

In  1520  the  reformer  published 
his  famous  address  to  the  "Chiis- 
tian  nobles  of  Germany,"  and 
shortly  after  a  treatise  on  the 
"Babylonish  Captivity  of  the 
Church."  In  these  works,  both 
of  which  were  widely  circulated 
and  influenced  many  minds. 
Luther  took  firmer  and  broader 
ground.  He  attacked  the  abuses 
of  papacy,  its  pretentions  to 
supremacy,      and      the     doctrinal 
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systems  of  the  Church  of  Rome. 
"These  works,"  Ranke  says, 
"contain  the  kernel  of  the  whole 
Reformation." 

The  papal  bull  was  then  issued 
against  him,  and  the  document 
was  burned  in  Wittenburg  by  the 
students  and  doctors  who  were 
his  friends,  and  Luther  was  the 
hero  of  the  hour.  In  the  begin- 
ning, of  1521,  by  order  of  Charles 
v.,  the  famous  Diet  of  Worms 
met,  issued  an  order  to  burn 
Luther's  books,  and  commanded 
him  to  appear  before  them.  This 
was  the  opportunity  he  wished 
for,  to  bear  his  testimony  of  the 
truth  of  his  convictions  to  the 
assembled  nobles  of  Germany. 
Here  he  was  told  to  retract,  but 
refused,  and  was  compelled  to  fly 
from  Worms.  'His  friend  the 
Elector  of  Saxony  had  him  seized 
and  safely  lodged  in  the  old  castle 
of  Wartburg.  He  remained  in 
this  shelter  for  a  year,  concealed 
in  the  guise  of  a  knight,  and 
during  his  confinement  he  ^trans- 
lated the  scriptures  into  German 
and  wrote  many  religious  treatises. 
His  imagination  became  morbidly 
excited,  and  he  thought  he  saw 
and  heard  the  evil  one  mocking 
him  while  engaged  in  his  literary 
labors,  and  at  one  time  hurled  an 
immense  inkstand  at  the  wall 
thinking  he  saw  Satan  there. 
The  inkspot  still  remains,  and  is 
shown  to  tourists  as  one  of  the 
remembrances  of  Luther. 

During  Luther's  concealment 
the  reformation  was  rapidly 
spreading,  and  seeing  the  dis- 
order that  had    sprung    up    in    its 


path,  he  disregarded  danger  he 
might  still  be  exposed  to  and 
returned  to  the  seat  of  his  former 
labors.  He  counseled  the  inflamed 
peasants  to  peace,  and  warned 
the  nobles  of  the  unchristian 
cruelty  of  many  of  their  practices 
which  had  driven  the  people  to 
frenzy.  In  no  perio'd  of  his  life 
is  he  greater  than  at  this  time, 
when  he  made  a  stand  against 
lawlessness  on  one  hand  and 
tyranny  on  the  other. 

In  1525  he  married  Katharine 
von  Bora,  one  of  nine  nuns,  who 
under  the  influence  of  his  teach- 
ings had  renounced  their  religious 
vows.  This  step  rejoiced  his 
enemiesj  and  even  alarmed  his 
friends,  for  the  priests  of  the 
Catholic  Church  are  not  allowed 
to  marry.  All  the  most  interest- 
ing and  touching  glimpses  we  get 
of  him  henceforth  are  in  connec- 
tion with  his  wife  and  children. 
Two  years  after  his  marriage 
he  fell  into  a  serious  illness 
•and  depression  of  spirits,  from 
which  he  was  only  aroused  by 
the  dangers  besetting  Christen- 
dom from  the  invasion  of  the 
Turks. 

The  establishment  of  the 
Protestant  creed  at  Augsburg 
marks  the  culmination  of  the 
German  Reformation,  and  the  life 
of  Luther  from  that  time  is  of 
little  interest.  He  survived  six- 
teen years  longer,  but  they  were 
years  marked  by  few  incidents  of 
importance.  He  died  in  the 
latter  part  of  February,  1546. 

Annie  Laura  Hyde. 

17th  Ward  Y.  L.    M.    I.   A. 
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ADDRESS 

Written  by  MAria  Jamos,  member  of  the 
Seyenth  Ward,  Toang  Ladies*  Mataal 
ImproTement  Association. 

It  has  been  a  noticeable  fact  in 
the  last  few  years  that  the  young 
people  of  our  community  have 
been  negligent  and  indifferent  in 
performing  the  duties  that  are 
placed  upon  them;  not  only  those 
duties  due  to  their  Heavenly 
Father,  but  those  that  belong  to 
their  earthly  parents,  and  those 
with  whom  they  associate.  The 
classes  to  which  I  now  refer 
pass  along  life's  journey  in  a  sort 
of  shiftless,  listless,  careless  way, 
shutting  their  eyes  to  golden 
opportunities  that  lie  in  their 
path,  never  contemplating  what 
the  future   has  in    store  for  them. 

They  dwell  only  in  the  fleeting 
pleasures  of  this  life,  on  the 
earthly  joys  of  the  moment,  which 
are  their  sole  ambition.  We  envy 
them  not  when  these  are  their 
highest  hopes.  Perhaps  the 
thought  that  all  these  pleasures 
will  pass  away  with  ,  this  mortal 
life,  and  that  the  airy  castles  and 
bright  images  they  build  will  fall, 
not  being  made  of  sound  material 
nor  upon  a  firm  foundation,  never 
once  enters  their  mind. 

Even  God,  the  giver  of  all  our 
blessings,  has  been  forgotten  in 
all  this  excitement,  and  it  fills 
us  with  horror  to  hear  young  men 
declaring  they  cannot  see  the 
heavenly  power  that  is  extended 
over  them;  and  consequently  it 
is  considered  unnecessary  to  wor- 
ship Him.  When  we,  as  children 
of  the  Latter-day  Saints,  see  such 
things  as  these  occurring    around 


us,  we  should  think  it  ti.Tie  for  us 
to  be  looking  out  for  fear  of  fall- 
ing into  the  same  tangled  net 
they  have  fallen  into.  To  keep 
from  doing  this  we  must  have  an 
aim^in  life,  and  everything  we 
do  must  tend  to  the  accomplish- 
ment of  it;  being  very  careful, 
however,  of  the  influence  we  give 
to  those  associating  with  us.  Let 
our  minds  be  filled  with  good  and 
noble  thoughts,  and  search  out 
the  treasures  of  knowledge  which 
will  give  to  us  more  real  pleasure 
and  satisfaction  than  anything 
else  could  ever  do.  When  our 
school  days  are  over  or  at  the 
autumn  of  a  life  well  spent,  we 
will  perhaps  be  contemplating  the 
many  years  with  all  their  changes 
that  have  rolled  b),  and  then  we 
will  be  thankful  we  have  not  fol- 
lowed the  example  of  those  of 
the  world,  and  only  occupied  our 
time  and  minds  with  things  that 
are  bright  and  dazzling,  but  Vhich 
soon  vanish  away  as  the  mirage 
of  the  desert  or  the  glistening 
dewdrop  before  the  scorching  rays 
of  the  sun. 


WOMAN  IN  ALL  AGES- 

Address  delivered  in  the  World's  Fair  Con- 
gress at  Chicago,  during  the  services  of 
theY.  L.M.I.  A. 

SiNCE  God  gave  Eve  to  Adam, 
placing  her  by  his  side  as  com- 
panion and  wife,  woman  has 
proven  her  capability,  her  right 
of  position.  And  as  we  review 
history,  ancient,  medieval,  and 
modern,  we  find  that  in  accord- 
ance with  the  influence  and  power 
she  has  been  allowed  to  wield  in 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


514 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL. 


1 


society,  there  also  is  purity,  mor. 
ality,  and  refinement  of  a  high 
order  met  in  preponderance. 

We  will  begin  with  ancient 
Egypt  on  the  banks  of  the  mighty 
Nile.  The  Egyptian  law-m^ers 
and  administrators  were  intelli- 
gent, liberal  men  (many  points  in 
their  codes  of  laws  are  worthy  of 
imitation,  even  today  in  our  en- 
lightened age).  These  men  al- 
lowed woman  many  privileges. 
She  was  held  in  high  esteem — her 
legal  and  social  rights  respected — 
consequently  there  existed  a  good 
government,  true  civilization  and 
a  powerful  nation,  which  so  re- 
mained, until  intrigue,  intemper- 
ance, and  other  vices,  in  connec- 
tion with  a  disregard  of  woman's 
purity,  brought  it  to  ruin.  The 
Babylonian  and  Assyrian  powers 
were  great  in  war,  in  wealth,  but 
they  treated  women  with  no  re- 
spect. She  was  held  in  subjection, 
kept  in  servitude,  or  that  worse 
than  servitude,  the  harem.  The 
Medes  and  Persians  were  similar 
in  their  attitude  towards  wives 
and  daughters,  hence  their  reign 
of  prosperity  and  greatness  was 
short.  Phoenicia  was,  perhaps, 
the  greatest  naval  power,  the 
richest  merchant  country  of  anti- 
quity, but  the  harsh,  cruel  disposi- 
tion of  the  people,  and  the  con- 
tempt in  which  woman  was  held, 
prevented  it  from  attaining  a  very 
high  civilization. 

China  and  India  were  two  na- 
tions which  held  limited  inter- 
course with  the  outside  world, 
consequently  little  is  known  of 
their  women. 


Next  we  come  to  Judea  "Land 
of  Promise,"  and  historic  note.  In 
this  period  among  this  people 
-woman  arises  from  darkness  and 
obscurity  to  the  light  of  noonday. 
She  is  recognized,  loved  and  re- 
spected. Space  will  not  allow 
going  into  detail,  but  we  cannot 
pass  unobserved  the  names  of 
Ruth,  Queen  Esther,  and  the  Pro- 
phetess Deborah,  Hannah,  mother 
of  the  Prophet  Samuel,  Elizabeth, 
mother  of  John  the  Baptist,  and 
that  crowning  glory  to  woman- 
hood, Mary,  the  mother  of  our 
Savior,  whose  name  lives  to  the 
honor  and  elevation  of  humanity 
throughout  time. 

Now  we  are  brought  to  Greece, 
the  first  of  European  powers. 
Sparta  and  Athens,  her  two  lead- 
ing cities,  were  not  alike  in  their 
estimate      of      woman.  While 

Sparta  allowed  her  free  speech 
and  public  association,  every 
refining,  sensitive  feeling,  all 
parental  love  of  home  and 
kindred  was  subdued  and  ban- 
ished from  the  heart.  Thus  we 
see  that  not  only  in  the  gentle, 
loveable  nature  of  mothers  do 
they  influence  sons  and  daugh- 
ters, but  engender  a  stern,  war- 
like disposition  as  well.  Woman 
can  create  peace,  happiness  and 
prosperity,  or  on  the  other  hand 
contention  and  misery.  This 
was  illustrated  by  the  Spartans, 
who  were  a  hardy,  powerful, 
uncultivated  race,  strong  and 
impregnable  in  war,  but  unsatis- 
factory in  civil  and  social  life. 
So  different  weie  the  cultured 
Athenians,,    whose     art,     science, 
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and  literature  has  been  the  won- 
der of  the  world,  and  whose 
women  were  mothers  of  statesmen 
like  Solon,  Clusthener,  and  Per- 
icles, philosophers  like  Socrates, 
Plato  and  Aristotle;  poets  like 
Homer,  Aeschylus  and  Sophocles; 
but  foremost  among  the  statesmen 
of  Greece  we  must  place  Aspasia, 
the  woman  who  composed  the 
most  famous  funeral  oration  ever 
written,  that  oration  delivered  by 
Pericles  at  the  graves  of  the 
soldiers  who  fell  in  the  first 
Pelopounesian  War.  Foremost 
among  the  philosophers  of  Greece 
we  must  place  Hypatia,  the 
Alexandrian,  whose  eloquence  and 
logic  will  be  forever  famous,  and 
whose  influence  for  advancement 
could  not  be  quenched  even 
when  she  was  robbed  of  life. 
Foremost  among  the  poets  of 
Greece  we  must  place  Sappho, 
the  "Lisbian  Nightengale,"  whose 
music  still  lingers  in  the  few 
remaining  fragments  of  her 
divine  poetry. 

Now  comes  powerful  Rome, 
whose  men  and  women  were 
mighty  in  foreign  and  home  rule. 
Rome,  the  mother  of  the  Euro- 
pean nations.  Among  her  daugh- 
ters we  notice  Cornelia,  the 
mother  and  teacher  of  the  greatest 
of  Roman  statesmen,  the  Gracci; 
Amelia,  the  mother  of  Scipio 
Africanus,  conqueror  of  the  great 
Carthagenian  general,  Hannibal. 
But  perhaps  greatest  of  all, 
Aurelia,  a  refined,  intelligent  and 
stately  woman,  the  mother  of 
that  man  who  was  orator,  poet,' 
general,  and  statesman,    the  most 


illustrious     of      Romans,      Julius 
Caesar. 

Our  attention  is  now  called  to 
the  Eastern  Empire,  the  chief 
interest  of  which  centers  about 
the  character  of  Constantine, 
founder  of  Constantinople.  Per- 
haps the  most  important  event  in 
the  history  of  this  great  man  was 
his  adoption  of  Christianity  and 
its  establishment  as  the  faith  of 
the  empire.  But  we  must  remem- 
ber that  this  event,  the  effect  of 
which  has  been  felt  up  to  this 
day,  was  brought  about  through 
the  influence  of  his  (Constantine's) 
mother,   Sophia. 

With  the  downfall  of  Rome 
begins  a  new  era  in  the  history 
of  the  world,  an  era  in  which  the 
Teutonic  nations  are  to  play  the 
principal  part,  and  the  secret  of 
the  rapid  growth  and  development 
of  these  peoples  was  their  love  of 
personal  independence  and  their 
reverence  for  woman. 

From  Spain  we  give  the  name 
of  Queen  Isabella,  the  strong  sup- 
porter, if  not  the  originator,  of 
Columbus'  American  discoveries. 
From  Russia,  the  wife  of  Peter 
the  Great,  Queen  Catherine  I.,  the 
benefactress  of  her  race.  From 
France,  the  Maid  of  Orleans,  M. 
Roland,  M.  De  Stael,  and  the 
Empress  Josephine. 

England  has  produced  her 
Elizabeth,  her  Florence  Nighten- 
gale, her  Victoria.  We  can  only 
glance  at  other  European  coun- 
tries, as  our  time  is  limited;  yet 
we  recognize  in  each  of  them 
great,  good,  competent  citizens, 
and     they     are      either     mothers, 
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wives  or  sisters  in  the  battle  of 
life  at  hand,  and  to  the  co-workers 
with  and  constant  associates  of 
man. 

In  our  own  free,  beautiful 
America  there  is,  if  possible, 
more  latitude  allowed  woman's 
ability  than  anywhere  on  the 
earth;  therefore  we  find  her  bril- 
liant in  conversation,  quick  in 
perception,  strong  in  originality 
and  individual  effort.  We  have 
refined,  cultured  and  intelligent 
women,  who  add  lustre,  credit 
and  character  conjointly  with  our 
men  in  these  United  States  of 
the  New  World,  and  as  we  review 
their  lives  we  are  proud  that  we 
are  American  girls.  We  revert 
with  love  and  admiration  to  the 
sisters,  wives  and  mothers  of  our 
statesmen,  our  fallen  heroes,  the 
daughters  of  the  Declaration  of 
Independence,  the  founders  of 
our  Republic,  women  who  have 
given  to  their  country  such  men 
as  Washington,  Lincoln,  Garfield 
and  Blaine.  In  these  we  have 
the  true  personification  of  glorious 
womanhood. 

The  era  now  drawing  to  a  close 
affords  even  greater  advantages 
to  our  sex  than  ever  before  in  the 
world's  history,  as  the  present 
great  army  of  women  here  in 
Chicago  will  bear  me  witness. 
Every  line  of  intellectual  culture 
is  ready  to  accord  woman  her 
rights.  Our  best  and  ablest 
champions  are  men  of  large,  well- 
balanced  brains,  of  just,  honor- 
able character,  good,  liberal  edu- 
cation, men  who  have  made  a 
studv  of  the  laws  of  nature. 


In  Utah,  we  brothers  and 
sisters  stand  side  by  side  in  the 
class. room,  in  colleges  and  uni- 
versities. Every  avenue  that  is 
open  to  one  is  open  to  the  other. 
An  equality  marks  every  path  we 
traverse  in  life.  In  art,  science 
literature,  history  and  politics 
all  are  allowed  equal  provisions 
for  instructjon. 

Our  Territory  is  young  yet; 
but  we  expect  ere  long  to  be 
known  as  we  are,  to  hold  inter- 
course and  association  with  the 
older,  larger  States,  and  to  prove 
our  inalienable  right  to  free  and 
unlimited  interchange  of  sentiment 
and  principles.  We  Utah  girls 
have  a  natural  timidity  of  bear- 
ing; but  the  very  elements  of 
our  Rocky  Mountain  soil  have  a 
tendency  to  make  our  aims  high, 
our  souls  brave;  for  we  are  the 
daughters  and  grand-daughters  of 
pioneers  of  veteran  soldiers. 
They  who  labored  with  no  pilot 
but  the' stars  of  heaven,  no  pro- 
tector but  the  God  above.  Hard- 
ship and  privation,  suffering  and 
sacrifice  were  a  part  of  their 
schooling,  yet  it  had  a  merit  in 
it  nevertheless,  for  it  taught  them 
the  law  of  self-preservation,  of 
charity  and  union  of  effort.  God 
bless  the  memory  of  our  dear  old 
grandmothers,  who  endured 
misery  and  want  in  helping 
found  a  colony  which  laid  the 
first  connecting  link  between  the 
Great  East  and  the  Far  West! 
For  the  settling  of  our  Territory 
made  travel  safe  and  emigration 
sure.  It  formed  strongholds  and 
afforded  protection  for    those  who 
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were  inspired  with  a  desire  of 
exploration  and  frontier  travel. 
Utah  today  cements  the  connec- 
tion between  the  Pacific  and 
Atlantic  Oceans. 

We  love  our  grand  American 
Oovernment,  her  colonizers,  her 
sacred  institutions,  her  Constitu- 
tion, her  flag,   her    Independence! 

We  are  taught  to  support  and 
•defend  her  every  legal  authority.- 
As  our  various  associations  have 
been  so  ably  represented  here 
today,  1  will  not  trespass  longer 
on  your  valuable  time,  but  will 
add  that  in  Utah  the  Church  and 
school-house  arose  along  with  the 
first  poor  dwellings,  and  where 
the  worship  of  God,  the  obser- 
vance of  morals,  and  the  cultiva- 
tion of  the  human  mind  are  at 
the  foundation  and  commencement 
of  society,  the  people  could  not 
fail,  and  today  the  students  of 
Utah  stand  on  a  good  foundation 
in  educational  matters.  Our 
Brigham  Young  Academy,  and 
University  of  Utah,  in  connection 
with  other  colleges  and  semina- 
ries, afford  ample  opportunities 
for  her  daughters  as  well  as  her 
sons.  Our  star  of  hope  is  bright 
for  the  future  elevation  of  mind 
and  body.  We  trust  its  illumina- 
tion may  add  light  to  the  other 
States  and  Territories  of  our 
Union,  until  the  Congress  of  her 
people  may  see  the  absolute 
necessity  of  admitting  Utah  as  a 
State.  And  until  that  time  does 
come  we  will  work  and  pray, 
plkcing  our  standard  high  as  the 
everlasting  hills  and  as  solid  as 
the  rock  of  ages. 


May  this  Continental  Congress 
of  Women  never  be  less;  may 
faith  increase,  unity  expand;  may 
the  fraternal  feeling  here  manifest 
the  liberality  maintained  through- 
out these  meetings  prove  of 
material  benefit;  for  we  have 
formed  ties  of  friendship  which 
will  strengthen  and  brighten  as 
the  years  go  by.  We  have  gained 
knowledge  and  information  that 
will  increase  our  estimate  of  each 
other,  and  be  beneficial  to  intel- 
lectual growth  in  the  future  that 
awaits  us.  We  are  proud  that  we 
have  been  counted  worthy  to  be 
with  you  on  the  present  occasion. 
Our  sincere  wish  is  that  the  God 
of  Heaven,  our  Great  Eternal 
Parent,  may  be  our  guide  in 
future,  and  allow  His  Spirit  to 
be  with  us  wherever  our  paths 
may  lead. 

May  intelligence,  wisdom,  pros- 
perity   and     success      mark     our 
course  and  crown  our   endeavors! 
Julia  Farns worth. 


MINUTES  OF  QUARTERLY  CONFER- 
ENCE OF  THE  Y.    L    M.  I.  A. 

OF  WEBER  STAKE. 
The  Young  Ladies'  M.  I.  A. 
of  Weber  Stake  held  their  regular 
quarterly  conference  in  the  Ogden 
Tabernacle,  June  16th,  1893. 
Morning  meeting  opened  at  10 
o'clock.  After  the  usual  opening 
devotional  exercises,  President  E. 
Y.  Stanford  addressed  the  confer- 
ence. She  was  gratified  to  witness 
the  interest  taken  by  so  large  an 
attendance  of  young  ladies,  and 
hoped  to   enjoy  an    outpouring  of 
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the  good  spirit.  "We  should  seek 
this  influence  in  humility,  and  by 
prayer  that  the  sisters  in  their 
weakness  may  be  strengthened  to 
speak  to  the  edification  of  all. 
The  young  ladies  have  great  re- 
sponsibilities resting  upon  them, 
many  of  you  as  wives  and 
mothers.  The  varied  experiences 
as  they  come  to  us  in  the  different 
stages  of  life,  all  tend  to  make 
us  more  intelligent,  influential  and 
useful.  We  must  grow  by 
degrees,  through  culture,  into  a 
brighter  condition  mentally  and 
morally,  becoming  shining  lights 
in     the    Kingdom     of    our     God. 

Miss  Rosanna  Heninger,of  Eden 
gave  a  recitation. 

Miss  Emma  Burrows,  of  Hunts- 
ville,  gave  an  excellent  report  of 
the  young  ladies  under  her  charge, 
and  exhorted  in  an  impressive 
manner  all  present  to  diligence  in 
stud}',  as  the  well  stored  mind  in 
the  knowledge  of  true  doctrines 
and  principles  is  a  power  for 
good,  and  such  qualities  in  woman 
is  more  appreciated  today  by  man 
than  ever  before. 

An  essay,  composed  by  Rachel 
A.  Fowler  of  Hooper,  on  "  Prayer" 
was  read  by  Secretary  Chambers. 

Sister  Greenhaigh  discoursed 
for  half  an  hour  upon  the  subject 
of  a  good  education,  its  advantages 
to  woman  in  her  duties  as  wife 
and  mother.  "Do  not  devote  your 
time  to  the  study  of  dress  and 
the  pursuit  of  pleasure.  Guard 
against  pride  and  its  associate 
evils.  Render  all  the  aid  you  can 
to  the  Relief  Societies,  as  you 
are  more  capable  to  visit  and  walk 


from  house  to  house  to  relieve 
the  poor  and  assist  the  afflicted 
than  are  your  aged  mothers  and 
older  sisters.  I  am  not  a  woman's 
rights  advocate,  but  believe  in 
suffrage  for  woman,  also  in  her 
fitness  and  ability  to  fill  many 
positions  of  honor  and  trust,  and 
jvhile  I  do  not  think  it  within  the 
range  of  woman's  sphere  to  fill  a 
■policeman's  place,  woman  can  fill 
positions  on  school  boards  and 
act  in  many  departments  of  civil 
government  to  the  advantage  of 
the  human  race.  Above  all,  her 
voting  strength  should  be  felt  at 
the  polls,  influencing  the  right, 
elevating  to  office,  to  power  the 
virtuous  the  honorable  and  good." 

Meeting  adjourned  until  2    p.m. 

At  the  hour  appointed  the 
Tabernacle  was  nearly  filled.  The 
exercises  of  singing  and  prayer 
over,  the  roll  was  called,  previous 
minutes  read,  and  the  general  and 
local  authorities  of  the  Church, 
with  the  several  officers  of  the 
Stake  Association,  were  placed 
before  the  conference,  and  all 
unanimously  sustained. 

President  E.  Y.  Stanford  said 
she  was  most  agreeably  surprised 
to  see  Sister  Zina  Young  come 
into  the  meeting,  who  had  this 
day  reached  Ogden  on  her  return 
form  Chicago  and  the  World's 
Fair. 

Sister  Young  was  pleased  to  be 
home  again.  It  gave  her  great 
joy  to  hear  the  girls  sing  and 
speak,  for  it  showed  they  were 
interested  in  their  religion.  She 
gave  a  brief  but  interesting  and 
instructive  report  of  what  she  had 
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seen  and  listened  to  during  her 
visit  to  the  World's  Fair.  After 
an  exhortation  to  faithfulness, 
Sister  Young  observed:  "You, 
young  sisters,  must  make  your- 
selves intelligent  mothers,  as  your 
sons  will  become  the  future  lead- 
ers in  Israel,  and  I  pray  God's 
blessing  upon  you  all. " 

Because  of  hoarseness,  the  result 
of  a  cold.  Sister  Young  had  to  give 
way.  She  was  followed  by  Sister 
Greenhalgh,  who  related  in  a  pleas- 
ing manner  incidents  of  her  travels 
in  India,  Egypt,  Palestine  and 
other  parts,  and  concluded  her  ad- 
dress. 

Miss  May  Shupe,  of  North 
Ogden,  sang  sweetly  the  song, 
"The  Fisherman  and  his   Child." 

Mrs.  Emma  Shreeves,  who  had 
taken  the  special  course  of  stud}' 
at  Provo  on  the  proper  application 


of  the  rules  to  be  followed  in 
teaching  the  principles  contained 
in  the  "Young  Ladies'  Guide," 
addressed  the  meeting,  briefly 
setting  forth  some  of  the  advan- 
tages to  be  enjoyed  by  the  associa- 
tions, properly  unerstanding  said 
rules. 

A  choice  selection  was  rendered 
by  the  choir. 

President  Stanford  in  a  few 
appropriate  sentences  expressed 
her  appreciation  and  satisfaction 
of  the  day's  exercises,  especially 
the  speaking,  and  thanked  the 
visiting  sisters  for  their  presence, 
also  the  members  of  the  Fifth 
Ward  choir,  whose  soul-inspiring 
singing  had  been  a  prominent 
feature  of  the  meeting. 

Aunt  Zina  Young,  pronounced 
the  benediction,  and  conference 
adjourned  for  three  months. 


HEALTH  AND  HYGIENE. 


HYGIENE. 

RELATION  OF  THE  SEXES. 

[An  address  delivered  before  the  Y.  L.  M.  I. 

A.  Association  of  St.  George,  April  19,  1893.] 

Up  to  a  certain  period  of  life, 
which  occurs  about  the  four- 
teenth or  sixteenth  year,  there  is 
DO  manifest  difference  between 
the  sexes.  Little  girls  and  boys 
play  together  at  the  same  games 
with  little  other  thought  than  to 
have  a  good  time.  This  is 
natural  and  right.  But  when 
maturity  is  reached,  which  event 
transpires  at  about  the  age  of 
fourteen  or  fifteen  years,    all    this 


IS  changed.  The  boy  becomes 
more  manly  and  -  independent. 
The  prominent  traits  of  his 
character  become  more  marked 
than  before;  he  becomes  more  or 
less  self-assertive;  he  feels  a  new 
power  in  his  being  for  which  he 
cannot  account,  but  which  in 
many  cases  results  in  a  feeling 
that  the  world  and  everybody 
around  him  are  wrong,  and  that 
only  he  can  set  them  right.  He 
is  erratic,  and  varying  in  his 
temperament;  at  one  moment 
planning  vast  and  impossible 
futures    for    himself;     at    another 
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thinking  life  does  not  amount  to 
much  after  all.  These  peculiari- 
ties have  earned  for  our  fifteen- 
year-old  boy  the  title  of  "Smart 
Aleck."  Yet  we  should  be^chari- 
table,  and  remember  that  these 
apparently  wild  and  unaccountable 
freaks  are  the  outward  signs  of 
an  inward  force  which  he  has 
not  yet  learned  to  control.  If  he 
succeeds  in  bringing  it  into  sub- 
serviance  to  his  will  it  is  the 
force  by  which  he  will  attain  to 
all  the  powers  of  a  vigorous  and 
successful  manhood,  physically, 
mentally  and  morally. 

So  much  for  our  little  boy. 
With  our  girl  it  is  somewhat 
different.  From  a  merry,  romp- 
ing tom-boy,  she  is  suddenly 
transformed  into  a  most  coy  and 
demure  little  maid.  She  no  longer 
takes  so  much  pleasure  in  hoy- 
denish  and  childish  pastimes.  If 
spoken  to  suddenly,  especially  by 
one  of  the  opposite  sex,  she  is 
very  apt  to  blush  and  stammer 
or  appear  otherwise  confused. 
She  is  less  free  in  her  speech, 
nor  does  she  have  as  much  to 
say  as  formerly.  She  is  more 
quiet  in  her  movements,  more 
reserved  in  every  action.  From  a 
child,  she  is  transformed  into  a 
Woman,  comparatively  in  a  short 
time,  and  certainly  in  a  myster- 
ious manner. 

A  few  years  pass,  and  our  boy 
and  girl  become  accustomed  to 
their  changed  conditions.  The 
sharp  angles  and  rough  edges  of 
their  lives  become  smoothed 
down,  and  their  characters  begin 
to  assume   graceful    and   rounded 


proportions,  as  well  as  their  nior- 
tal  bodies.  Experience,  observa- 
tion and  books  have  taught  tliem 
some  of  the  mysteries  of  life. 
From  them  they  have  learned 
some  of  the  purposes  of  their 
being,  and  this  has  put  their 
minds  on  the  qui  vive  to  learn 
more.  Anything  relating  to  life 
or  the  relation  of  the  sexes  to 
each  other  has  now  an  interest 
for  them.  An  irresistible  im- 
pulse, which  is  God-given,  and 
therefore  right  so  long  as  it  is 
not  polluted,  now  draws  the  sexes 
together.  The  greatest  pleasures 
of  their  lives  are  realized  in  their 
associations  together  as  brothers, 
sisters  and  friends.  You  who  are 
members  of  the  M.  I.  Associa- 
tions have  reached  this  stage, 
having  experienced  all  those 
phenomena^which  we  have  enum- 
erated before.  And  as  now  is  the 
period  of  greatest  pleasure,  it  is 
also  the  time  of  greatest  danger. 
Danger  of  what,  you  may  ask? 
We  will  attempt  to  explain. 

We  will  assume  that,  under  the 
loving  and  watchful  care  of  father 
and  mother,  or  both,  you  have 
all  reached  this  stage  strong  and 
pure  in  body  and  mind,  having  a 
knowledge,  received  in  a  legiti- 
mate way,  of  those  things  pecu- 
liar to  your  sex,  and  their  proper 
and  natural  function.  You  are 
now  beginning  to  assume  the 
responsibilities  of  life  yourselves, 
withdrawing,  to  a  degree,  from 
under  the  protecting  care  of 
those  guardians  provided  to  guide 
your  youth.  Your  desires  are 
good,    but    you    lack   experience. 
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Your  actions  will  be  guided  more 
by  the  impulses  of  your  heart 
than  the  thoughtful  decisions  of 
your  brain.  Herein  is  a  chief 
source  of  danger.  To  illustrate: 
You  may  meet  a  companion 
possessed  of  some  one  trait 
which  appeals  strongly  to  some 
other  in  your  own  nature.  The 
vivid  imagination  of  youth  magni- 
fies this  one  peculiarity  to  such 
proportions  that  quite  likely  all 
others  are  swallowed  up  or  com- 
pletely overshadowed.  In  the 
contemplation  of  this  trait  which 
we  so  admire  we  lose  sight  of 
many  more  important  ones, 
which  may  be  really  obnoxious 
in  their  character.  We  build  up 
around  this  person  an  ideal 
nature  which  is  not  his  own,  and 
it  is  only  when  he  commits  some 
low  or  despicable  act  that  we  are 
suddenly  and  forcibly  brought  to 
see  his  character  aright. 

Or  let  us  suppose  another  case. 
A  young  lady  meets  a  genileman, 
becomes  acquainted  with  him, 
hears  and  notices  for  herself  that 
he  is  a  little  "wild."  Their 
acquaintance  ripens  into  friend- 
ship. She  learns  from  his  lips 
the  story  of  his  former  life,  told 
and  colored,  perhaps,  to  suit  his 
own  purposes.  Perhaps  he  has 
had  no  parents,  no  home,  or  if 
the  latter,  he  has  not  been  happy 
in  it.  Ht  is  not  appreciated,  is 
not  understood;  somebody  or 
everybody  is  "Jown  on  him." 
Anyone  of  these,  and  a  thousand 
similar  things,  may  appeal  so 
strongly  to  her  sympathy  that  she 
resolves  to  befriend   him  in    spite 


of  everybody  and  everything  that 
can  be  brought  against  him.  She 
thinks  she  can  reform  him,  can 
help  him  to  be  a  better  boy.  A 
very  laudable  ambition  if  under- 
taken in  the  right  manner,  but 
one  which  is  liable  to  result  in  a 
similar  way  as  the  case  alluded  to 
by  the  Savior  when  he  spoke  of 
casting  "your  pearls  before 
swine."  When  his  objects  are 
attained,  or  the  influence  which 
has  held  him  level  is  by  any 
means  removed,  he  is  likely  to 
drift  awa}'  and  become  more  reck- 
less than  ever. 

The  object  of  these  illustrations 
is  to  bring  before  your  minds  one 
of  the  chief  sources  of  the  danger 
heretofore  alluded  to,  that  of 
pollution  by  association.  If  we 
come  into  direct  contact  with 
anything  that  is  impure  we  will 
undoubtedly  feel  the  effects  upon 
ourselves.  We  cannot  help  it;  it 
is  a  law  of  nature.  This  shows 
to  us  how  very  careful  we  must 
be  in  the  selection  of  our  familiar 
friends,  that  they  be  pure  in 
word,  thought  and  action,  if  we 
would  keep  ourselves  in  the  same 
.condition. 

Another  danger  which  we 
should  avoid  is  the  getting  of 
wrong,  shallow  ideas  of  the  rela- 
tion of  the  sexes  to  each  other. 
This  is  generally  acquired  by 
reading  silly,  unnatural  love- 
stories,  of  which  thousands  are 
published  every  year.  Great  as 
the  number  are,  they  ?re  not  so 
numerous  as  the  readers  of  them. 
Scarcely  a  girl  or  boy  reaches  the 
age  of  twenty  years  who   has   not 
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at  some  time  been  addicted  to 
this  habit.  The  hero  is  generally 
a  lovel3%  curl)-  moustached  fop, 
who  has  nothing  tp  do  but  hunt 
up  romantic  escapades  by  the  sea 
shore  or  in  the  mountains,  and 
having  found  a  maid  to  his  taste, 
amuses  himself  by  repeating  to 
her  the  love  tale  which  he  has 
repeated  to  dozens  before  her, 
but  which  he  swears  he  now 
speaks  for  the  first  time.  The 
heroine,  a  beautiful,  ignorant, 
timid,  trusting,  foolish  little  girl, 
who  believes  all  he  says,  and 
lives  to  find  it  a  lie  and  him  a 
fraud,  although  our  average  story 
generally  closes  before  it  reaches 
this  point. 

The  language  of  these  stories 
is  of  a  voluptuous  and  sensa- 
tional character,  which  appeals 
strongly  to  the  romantic!  side  of 
the  nature  at  this  period  of  life, 
greatly  in  the  ascendant.  As  a 
result,  our  boy  and  girl  is  led  to 
look  at  the  superficial  attributes 
of  manner,  dress,  appearance, 
etc.,  and  to  ignore  those  sterling 
qualities  of  integrity,  virtue, 
honesty  and  their  kindred,  which 
make  up  the  character  of  the  true 
man  or  woman.  You  will  see  by 
this  how  necessary  it  is  for  us  to 
avoid  light,  trashy  literature,  and 
select  that  which  \z  good  and 
true  to  nature,  for  these  reasons, 
as  well  as  the  others  which  have 
been  enumerated  in  our  lectures 
heretofore. 

In  our  selection  of  friends,  and 
by  friends  I  do  not  mean  mere 
acquaintances,  but  those  whom 
we  become  most  familiar  with,    it 


is  a  wise  thing  to  make  confidants 
of  our  parents,  especially  our 
mothers.  The  wisdom  of  a 
mother  who  is  striving  to  do  her 
duty  is  something  God-given*,  and 
there  is  nobody  else  in  the  wide 
world  who  is  as  much  interested 
in  our  welfare.  We  can,  there- 
fore, safely  rely  upon  her  judg- 
ment in  a  matter  of  this  kind, 
and  should  follow  the  advice  we 
receive  from  her. 

Our  own  judgment  should  be 
cultivated  also  in  making  a  decis- 
ion. We  can  ask  ourselves  what 
kind  of  life  he  has  led  in  the  past. 
Is  he  trying  to  overcome  the 
weaknesses  to  which  he  may  have 
fallen  heir,  through  birth  or  cir- 
cumstances? Is  he  trying  to 
establish  a  reputation  for  honesty 
and  general  integrity?  Is  he 
temperate?  Is  he  virtuous?  *  If 
these  questions  can  be  honestly 
answered  by  the  small  but  pleasing 
word,  "Yes,"  we  can  safely  take 
him  by  the  hand,  no  matter  how 
poor  or  lowly  he  may  be  as  to 
birth  or  possessions. 

But  if  our  scrutiny  reveals  the 
fact  that  he  is  inclinec'  to  shirk 
the  duties  and  realities  of  life; 
that  he  is  loose  in  his  habits  (and 
consequently  lax  in  his  morals), 
that  he  pollutes  the  pure  body 
which  God  gave  him  to  take  care 
of  by  makinsj  a  smoke  house  of 
it;  has  no  obiections  to  taking  a 
glass  of  wine  occasionally,  and 
may  even  be  heard  sometimes 
blaspheming  the  name  of  the  God 
to  whom  he  is?  indebted,  even  for 
the  privilege  of  living;  then  you 
can    make    up    )nur     own    minds 
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that  he  is  not  a  fit  associate  for 
you,  or  any  other  pure-minded 
girl.  You  may  think  this  is  mak- 
ing a  broad  sweep,  but  it  is  none 
too  broad  to  meet  the  necessities 
of  the  case.  The  objection  might 
be  raised  that  there  are  very  few 
young  men  of  your  own  ages,  who 
are  not  addicted  to  some  little 
habits  which  would  be  condemned 
under  the  foregoing  rule.  I  admit 
this  is  a  sad  fact,  and  I  here  make 
the  assertion  that  it  is  my  belief, 
the  girls  are  responsible  for  a 
great  deal  of  this  condition  of 
affairs.  Such  an  accusation  will 
doubtless  startle  many  of  you,  and 
therefore,    needs    an    explanation. 

The  fact  is,  my  dear  girls,  that 
you  hold  a  great  deal  of  power  in 
your  hands.  You  may  not  know 
it,  but  such  is  the  case.  Boys  of 
your  own  age  take  more  pleasure 
in  your  society,  and  care  more  for 
your  good  opinion  at  present  than 
anything  else  in  the  world.  Now, 
if  each  one  of  you  would  make  up 
your  mind  that  you  would  not 
associate  at  all  with  a  boy  who 
was  not  as  clean  and  pure  in 
body  in  word  and  in  act,  as  you 
are  yourselves,  you  would  be 
astonished  at  the  change  for  the 
better  which  would  take  place  in 
the  department  of  your  boy  friends 
in  a  very  short  time. 

I  have  often  thought  I  should 
like  to  organize  a  society  among 
the  girls  with  these  objects  in 
view,  where  we  might  discuss 
these  subjects  in  all  their  bearings, 
and  in  which  the  members  would 
pledge  themselves  to  use  all  their 
power  in  this  way  to  reform,  and 


elevate  those  who  are  addicted 
to  improper  and  hurtful  practices. 
If  the  above  assertion  be  true, 
you  will  see  that  considerable  re- 
sponsibility rests  upon  the  should- 
ers of  the  young  daughters  of  Zion. 
There  are  none  of  us  who  would 
care  in  the  hereafter  to  meet  such 
accusation  as  the  following  from 
some  spirit  who  had  not  fulfilled 
the  measure  of  liis  creation,  and 
now  bewailed  the  sad  results  of 
a  wasted  life:  "  I  wandered  off  the 
straight  and  narrow  path,  scarce 
knowing  it  myself,  so  blinded  was 
I  by  the  wiles  of  the  deceitful 
enemy,  Satan.  You  knew  it,  and 
did  not  check  me.  You  knew  it, 
and  encouraged  me.  You  offered 
me  the  first  cup  of  coffee  or  tea  1 
ever  drank.  You  next  placed 
before  me  the  first  glass  of  wine 
I  ever  tasted.  When  I  smoked  in 
your  presence  you  said  you  did 
not  object  to  it.  You  went  upon 
the  floor  and  danced  with  me 
when  I  had  been  drinking  wine, 
and  you  knew  it,  and  appeared  to 
have  as  good  a  time  as  myself. 
When  we  took  that  walk  upon 
the  hill,  and  you  heard  me  pro- 
fane the  name  of  Deity,  you  did 
not  turn  your  back  upon  me  and 
leave  me  to  my  own  evil  thoughts, 
but  with  a  slight  expostulation  or 
none  at  all,  you  let  it  pass.  Later 
in  the  evening  when  I  accompanied 
you  home  you  let  me,  my  lips 
foul  from  speaking  the  name  of 
my  Father  irreverently,  and  con- 
taminated by  the  reek  of  tobacco 
juice  and  smoke,  kiss  you  good- 
night at  the  gate.  Thus  you  sent 
me  home  feeling  that  I  must  be  a 
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pretty  good  boy  after  all,  since  so 
fair  and  pure  a  maiden  as  yourself 
would  care  to  have  me  near  her, 
when  you  should  have  shunned 
me,  as  you  would  a  snake,  until 
such  time  as  I  made  a  full  and  just 
retribution  for  my  evil  doings.  " 

We  may  or  may  not  have  o 
meet  the  cas*  as  I  have  pictured 
it,  but  the  fact  no  less  remains 
that  we  hold  this  power  in  our 
hands,  and  will  be  held  respon- 
sible for  its  proper  or  improper 
use.  B}'  familiar  association  with 
those  whom  we  know  are  not 
doing  right,  we  encourage  the 
vices  of  which  they  are  guilty, 
while  if  we  set  our  faces  like  flint 
against  even  the  appearance  of 
evil  in  ourselves  or  friends,  it  will 
flee  from  our  neighborhood,  for 
it  does  not  like  such  companion- 
ship. The  old  and  homely  say- 
ing, "Birds  of  a  feather,  flock 
together,"  finds  here  an  apt  illus- 
tration. Those  who  are  not 
naturally  low  and  depraved  will 
speedily  mend  their  ways  under 
such  a  regime;  those  who  are  be- 
yond redemption,  which  will  be 
very  few,  will  withdraw  to  them- 
selves, and  we  will  not  be  troubled 
with  them  any  more.  Girls,  if  you 
doubt  the  truth  of  my  assertions, 
just  try  it  for  yourselves,  and  I 
will  wager  almost  anything  you 
can  prove  their  correctness. 

Familiar  friendships  often  cul- 
minate in  love,  perhaps  in  court- 
ship and  marriage,  so  that  if  we 
are  careful  about  the  selection  of 
our  friends,  we  are  not  so  liable 
to  make  a  bad  choice  of  a  lover 
or  husband. 


Prior  to  the  time  when  a  young 
couple  settle  down,  as  confirmed 
lovers,  there  is  a  period  during 
which  we  require  to  watch  closely 
our  every  word  and  action. 
There  is  a  degree  of  familiarity 
allowed  between  the  sons  and 
daughters  of  the  Latter-d?y  Saints 
which  cannot  be  found  in  any 
other  community.  This  is  apt  to 
lead  to  the  taking  of  personal 
liberties  with  each  other,  which 
sometimes  lead  to  very  grave  re- 
sults. Do  not  think  I  am 
prudish  in  what  I  say.  I  stand 
before  you  as  one  who  has  ex- 
perienced the  things  which  I  lay 
before  you,  and  there  is  not  one 
but  which  1  have  proven  for  my- 
self to  be  true.  It  only  requires 
a  short  acquaintance  for  a  boy  to 
understand  perfectly  with  whom 
he  may  take  ungentlemanly  liber- 
ties, and  to  what  extent.  If  you 
were  to  overhear  a  boy  say  to  a 
companion,  "Td  like  to  cut  Tom 
out  tonight.  I'd  do  it  too  if  1 
knew  where  he  was,  and  then 
wouldn't  I  havea  time  with  Mary  I" 
what  would  be  your  reflections 
regarding  the  same  Mary?  Would 
you  not  feel  that  she  had  sacri- 
ficed her  dignity  and  self-respect 
in  some  manner,  that  she  should 
be  so  flippantly  spoken  of  among 
a  crowd  of  boys  who  have  not 
earned  the  title  of  gentlemen? 
The  truth  of  the  matter  is, 
"Familiarity  breeds  contempt.' 
A  boy  may  laugh,  joke,  and  flirt 
with  such  a  girl  when  he  hasn't 
any-thing  more  interesting  to  do, 
but  he  hasn't  the  least  respect  for 
her,  and    will  always  avoid  her  if 
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he  can  find  better  society.  A  man, 
DO  matter  how  depraved  he  may 
be,  has  a  natural  and  exalted 
opinion  of  a  pure-minded,  virtuous 
w^oman.  He  knows  her  at  sight, 
and  would  no  more  think  of  say- 
ing or  doing  anything  low  in  her 
presence  than  he  would  think  of 
cutting  off  his  hand.  So,  when  I 
hear  a  woman  speak  of  having 
been  insulted  on  the  street  or 
elsewhere  by  some  vagabond  I 
think  it  must  have  been  her 
own  fault.  Either  she  was  dressed 
immodestly,  or  by  some  word  or 
act  betrayed  a  lack  of  real  woman- 
hood, or  he  would  not  have  dared 
do  such  a  thing. 

And  when  I  hear  that  some  fair 
girl  has  been  led  astray,  and  her 
purity  sullied  by  one  who  has  stood 


to  her  in  the  relationship  of  lover, 
I  look  back  weeks  and  months  to 
that  first  false  step,  when  she 
allowed  him  to  take  some  small 
and  apparently  innocent  liberty. 
This  led  to  something  still  more 
familiar,  until  at  last  they  took 
that  dreadful  step  which  once 
taken,  can  never  be  retraced. 
Nor  can  they  ever  entirely  wipe 
out  the  stain,  but  it  follows  them 
throughout  their  lives,  no  matter 
how  good  and  true  they  may  be 
ever  after.  Examine  yourselves, 
my  dear  young  sisters,  ask  your- 
selves if  in  any  way  you  are  laying 
yourselves  liable  to  such  a  dis- 
astrous fate,  which  in  the  end 
"biteth  like  a  serpent,  and  sting- 
eth  like  an  adder." 

Julia  A.   Macdonald. 


EDITOR'S  DEPARTMENT. 


THE  SLEEPY  GIRL 
Do  you  see  her  with  eyes  shut 
tight,  her  lips  parted  in  a  care- 
less smile,  and  her  feet  twitch- 
ing to  join  in  the  dance?  She 
does  not  hear  you  speak,  for  she 
is  so  sound  asleep  that  it  will 
require  more  than  an  ordinary 
tone  of  voice  to  penetrate  her 
c<yisciousness.  She  goes  along 
perfectly  oblivious  of  your  words, 
of  the  calls  of  duty,  or  of  earnest- 
ness- She  looks  like  a  sleep- 
walker, and  the  older  she  grows 
the  sleepier  she  will  become, 
unless  something  really  wakes 
her  up.  It  is  a  spiritual  sleep, 
for  her  earthly  eyes  are  opened 
enough;    they    are   so   wide   open 


to  all  the  sights  and  sounds  of 
pleasure  that  she  will  not  allow 
her  spirit  eyes  to  unclose  for  one 
second.  She  takes  great  pains 
to  keep  her  spirit  asleep.  If  she 
were  to  attend  her  meetings 
regularly  to  listen  to  the  preach- 
ing of  our  Prophets  and  Apostles^ 
she  ir.ight  suddenly  find  out  that 
she  had  been  asleep.  But  she 
carefully  avoids  attending  church, 
and  if  she  should  do  so  she 
keeps  her  ears  so  closely  stopped, 
her  eyes,  that  is  her  temporal 
eyes,  so  fixed  upon  her  own  and 
other  people's  clothes  and  actions 
that  she  goes  out  of  meeting  just 
as  sound  asleep  as  when  she 
came    in.      She    will    go    on   and 
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by  and  by  when  she  is  a  wife 
and  mother  her  eyes  will  only  be 
open  to  see  her  daily  tasks,  her 
ears  only  open  to  hear  the  teas- 
ing of  her  children.  The  divine 
music  of  the  spheres  is  played 
in  vain  to  her,  for  she  has  so 
cultivated  the  habit  of  deep  spiri- 
tual sleep  that  it  would  now 
require  a  thunderbolt  to  awaken 
her.  We  all  know  that  young 
men  go  along  in  this  condition  for 
years.  Missions  usually  awaken 
them,  and  for  months  after  their 
return  you  will  find  them  active 
and  wide  awake  spiritually.  But 
girls  and  women  have  no  such 
chance.  Sometimes  a  deadly 
sickness  to  themselves  as  girls, 
or  to  some  loved  one,  draw  open 
the  tightly  shut  lids,  and  for  a 
brief  space  the  girl  is  awake. 
Then  marriage,  unless  the  girl  is 
really  awake,  serves  to  so  dull 
her  spiritual  sense  with  its  daily 
cares  and  monotony,  that  she 
may  live  for  a  whole  lifetime, 
going  to  meeting  occasionally, 
meeting  and  talking  with  people 
every  day,  but  sound,  dead  asleep. 
What  a  sight  this  people  must 
present  to  the  eyes  of  the 
Almighty  I  Hundreds  of  men 
and  women  walking,  talking, 
bickering,  trading,  running  to 
and  fro,  and  yet  with  their  eyes 
glued  together.  Blind,  actually 
blind,  because  of  the  long  con- 
tinued sleep,  and  unable  to  see 
and  understand  the  wonderful 
things  happening  every  day. 
What  they  see  and  hear  is  so 
transfigured  by  the  medium  of 
closed  eyes  and  ears  that  they  do 


not    comprehend    the    meaning  of 
it  at  all.      bound  asleep.      Do  you 
want    to    know  how  ^  to    tell    these 
sleepy  heads  when  you  meet  them? 
I  will    tell  you.     The   girl,    if  you 
will    spend    a    little    time    talking 
with    her,    has     nothing     to     talk- 
about    but    her    clothes,    the    last 
party  she  attended,  ihe  bathing  at 
Saltair,   or   she    may    perhaps    as- 
sume to  be  cultured,   and  discuss 
with    you  the    happy    felicities    of 
Howell's  style,  or  the  melancholy 
atmosphere  of  Ibsen's  Doll  House. 
She  may  talk  about    anything   or 
everything    under    the    sun,     may 
even  know  a  little  about  the  astral 
body    belonging    to    the    Theoso- 
phists  and  her  own  aura,  but  you 
attempt  to  talk  about    the    Word 
of  Wisdom,  the  law  of    adoption, 
or  the  time  when  she  will  be  per- 
mitted to  go  through  the  Temple 
of    God,    she    will    at    once    look 
intensely  bored,    and  remind  her- 
self  of   an    engagement.,     By  and 
by  when  she  is  marrievt,  if  she  is 
rich,    .she    will    talk    of    servants, 
jellymaking,    the    latest     cut    for 
bodices,    the    last    theater,  or  her 
husband's  habit   of   always   being 
late  for  dinner.      If   she  be   poor, 
she  will  discuss  with  you  the  ad- 
visability of   making    rag  carpets, 
will  talk    about  her    baby    and  its 
peculiarities,    and  will  not  be  Un- 
willing to    confide  to  your  unwill- 
ing   ears     how    unreasonable   her 
husband  is    about  not    letting  her 
buy    a    bureau.        But  if   you  sug- 
gest to  her  that  consecrated  oil  is 
good  for  all  sorts  of  diseases  and 
better  than  any  doctor's  medicine; 
if   you  ask    either   rich  women  or 
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poor  women  if  their  children  begin 
to  say  daily  prayers  as  soon  as 
they  can  talk;  if  you  want  to  lead 
the  conversation  up  to  the  regret- 
ful discussion  of  the  celestial  law, 
why  the  good  sister  at'  once  has 
to  run  home  to  the  baby  or  the 
jelly,  and  you  can  have  your  talk 
all  by  yourself.  And  now,  be- 
loved, what  IS  it  that  you  and  I, 
who  are  at  least  partially  awake, 
what  can  we  do  to  open  the  sleepy 
lids  of  dear  daughters,  mothers, 
sisters,  friends  and  companions? 
The  very  first,  last,  and  most 
important  thing  to  do  is  to  hold 
them  up  continually  before  the 
Lord,  and  entreat  Him  to  prepare 
them  for  awakening.  Then  an- 
noint  your  tongue  with  some  of 
the  serpent's  wisdom,  be  as  wary 
as  a  fox  hunter,  and  as  gentle  as 
a  nursing  mother  to  her  child. 
Lead  the  talk  with  some  of  the 
cutest  and  sweetest  words  you  can 
choose  to  the  subject  you  wish 
to,  and  then  when  you  find  the 
bored,  sleepy  look  come  in  your 
companion's  eyes,  just  drop  it 
at  once.  Njever  talk  to  a  dull  ear 
and  a  closed  eye.  It  is  worse 
than  time  thrown  away.  The 
secret  of  interesting  people  is  to 
stop  when  they  are  still  inter- 
ested. One  moment  past  this 
time  will  hurt  you  and  the  cause 
you  are  representing  more  than 
many  contrary  arguments.  If  your 
girl  is  interested  in  dress,  try  and 
get  her  to  read  up  and  think 
about  dress  reform. 

If  she  is  interested  in  books, 
read  them  yourself,  and  pick  out 
the    truths    in    them,  and    discuss 


them  with  her.  If  she  likes  cook- 
ing, urge  her  to  make  a  scientific 
study  of  that  delightful  art.  In 
short,  ask  God  for  inspiration  and 
wisdom,  and  then  be  untiring  in 
your  efforts.  And  if  you  are  a 
sleepy  girl  or  woman  who  reads 
this  epistle,  then  let  me  beg  of 
you  to  just  wake  up  for  a  moment 
and  listen  to  my  words.  The  day 
of  work  is  almost  past,  and  soon 
comes  the  night  in  which  no  man 
can  work.  If  you  want  exquisite 
happiness,  exquisite  joy,  no  mat- 
ter if  your  body  be  sick  or  your 
home  be  a  hut,  get  your  eyes 
opened  to  the  loveliness  of  God's 
work  and  you  will  never  willingly 
fall  asleep  spiritually  again. 

The  Prospectus  for  Vol.  5  will 
explain  why  the  promise  made 
for  an  article  on  Physical  Culture 
was  not  kept  for  this  No.  We 
have  made  arrangements  with 
Miss  Maud  May  Babcock  to 
prepare  an  article  once  a  month, 
for  next  year,  in  which  the  utility 
and  necessity  of  this  great  study 
will  be  presented.  We  commend 
it  to  the  girls,  and  urge  them  to 
put  all  they  may  read  in  practice. 
Nothing  is  of  more  value  than 
health,  and  yet  a  girl  values 
beauty  more.  If  she  will  study 
and  practice  the  laws  of  Physical 
Culture,  she  will  have  beauty, 
health  and  a  happy,  happy  mind. 
For  good  health  makes  a  clear 
conscience,  if  there  is  no  sin  at 
ones  door. 

So,  girls,  watch  for  the  series  of 
articles  and  be  prepared  to  take 
them  up  in  your  Mutual  Improve- 
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ment  Associations.  They  will 
have  especial  reference  to  that 
branch  of  our  life  work. 

There  have  been  a  number  of 
requests  made  for  a  continued 
story  for  the  next  year's  Journal, 
to  be  as  interesting  as  "Up  From 
Tribulation,"  which  appeared  in 
the  Juvenile  Imtructor  two  years 
ago.  Arrangements  have  been 
made  with  the  author  of  that 
'story.  Homespun,  to  give  us  a 
story  of  thrilling  interest,  with  all 
the  elements  of  love  and  life 
which  made  that  story  reach  the 
hearts  of  the  people.  Further- 
more, the  story,  "Seven  Times" 
which  is  to  run  all  through  next 
year,  is  a  true  one  in  the  main, 
the  characters  and  incidents 
altered  somewhat,  purposely,  to 
conceal  the  identity  of  those  now 
living  who  might  feel  hurt  if  their 
lives  were  held  up  to  the  public 
without  a  shielding  veil  of  this 
sort.  So  be  sure  and  see  that 
you  get  your  first  number  of  Vol. 
5,  for  you  will  want  the  opening 
chapters,  in  order  to  understand 
the  rest  of  the  story. 

In  speaking  about  missing  your 
numbers,  as  some  have  reported 
to  me  in  the  last  year,  I  wish  if 
you  know  of  any  such  mistakes 
occurring,  you  would  at  once 
send  a  card  to  the  Geo.  Q.  Cannon 
&  Sons  Co.,  Office  in  Salt  Lake 
City,  for  they  will  investigate  the 
matter. 

WRITERS.  ATTENTION. 
There  is  one  word  I  want  to 
say  to  every  one  of  the  contributors 
of  the  Journal.  It  is  this  :  Please 
do  not  send  me  personal  poetry. 
That  is,  verses  written  to  Brother 


So  and  So,  unless  they  be  extra 
good  or  there  be  some  principle 
or  story  in  the  lines.  The  pub- 
lic at  large  don't  care  whether 
Brother  So  and  So  went  on  a 
mission  regretted  by  all  who 
knew  him  or  not.  If  you  have 
some  lesson  to  teach,  some 
principle  to  evolve  through  your 
personal  addresses  in  verse,  then 
send  them  along.  Again,  I 
must  from  now  on  make  it  a 
standing  rule  to  all  contributors, 
that  only  such  matter  as  is 
written  especially  for  the  Journal 
can  be  paid  for.  No  matter 
whether  in  prose  or  poetry.  I 
am  very  often  glad  to  get  verses 
and  addresses  read  before  Asso- 
ciations, or  at  parties,  or  to 
individuals.  But  such  matter 
has  served  its  primary  purpose, 
and  it  could  not  be  expected  that 
writers  should  be  paid  for  second- 
hand matter.  It  is  like  a  milli- 
ner wearing  a  hat  to  a  public 
place  and  then  hanging  it  up  in 
the  store  for  sale.  Please,  my 
dear  and  valued  contributors,  do 
not  take  offense  at  These  words, 
for  it  was  absolutely  necessary  to 
speak  them.  Write  for  me  just 
the  same,  or  a  great  deal  more; 
send  me  all  the  excellent  ad- 
dresses and  poetry  which  has 
been  written  for  this  or  that  pur- 
pose. But  make  me  a  present  of 
the  second-hand  matter,  and  when 
you  want  to  receive  wages  for 
your  work,  do  it  first-hand  and 
say  so.  Put  at  the  top  of  your 
contribution  the  words,  "Written 
for  the  Young  Woman's  Journal," 
if  it  is  so,  and  you  shall  be  paid 
in  the  modest  way  you  have  been 
in  the  past.         ^  , 
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THE  CHILD  BRIDE. 

fCONCLUDED  FROM  PAGE  490.] 

Her  husband  was  duly  called 
and  assisted  to  depart,  and  then 
Ines  retired  to  her  bed  with  a 
heavy  heart.  Her  maid  was  still 
awake,  and  they  lay  talking  almost 
an  hour;  neither  could  sleep. 
Ines  became  restless.  She  arose 
and  dressed  and  so  did  her  maid. 
They  both  went  out  into  the  quiet 
starlight  night.  Then  Ines  went 
ofi  alone,  and  she  turned  her  foot- 
steps towards  Hogensen's,  as  she 
wanted  to  see  the  Elders.  As  she 
was  hurrying  along  she  heard  a 
rustle  in  the  shrubbery,  and  a 
voice  saying  "Is  that  you?"  It 
was  the  well-known  voice  of 
Brother  H.,  and  it  filled  her  heart 
with  joy.  They  told  her  they  had 
sent  no  answer  to  her  letter,  as 
they  thought  her  signal  was  a 
dangerous  one,  and  might  call 
back  her  husband  as  he  would  be 
able  to  see  the  light.  They  then 
went  over  to  a  small  pond  not  far 
away,  where  Ines  was  baptized  by 
Brother  H.  and  confirmed  by 
Brother  P.  After  this  was  accom- 
plished, with  a  few  comforting 
words  they  departed,  leaving  her 
alone  in  the  stillness  of  night  to 
ponder  over  what  had  happened. 
She  hurried  home  to  her  sleeping 


children  with  more  contentment 
and  peace  of  soul  than  she  had 
ever  felt  before,  and  with  the 
assurance  that  she  would  now  be 
able  to  fulfill  her  mission  and  do 
her  dut)'  more  completely  than  in 
the  past. 

Thus  were  her  thoughts  occupied 
while  the  Elders  were  wandering 
through  the  night  until  almost 
morning  when  they  found  a  place 
to  rest  their  weary  feet. 

Ines  kept  her  secret  well;  no 
one  save  a  few  good,  honest,  reli- 
gious souls  belonging  to  the 
Church  of  God  knew  of  her 
baptism.  Her  husband  did  not 
find  it  out  for  years.  She  felt 
she  had  done  her  duty,  and  was 
happy  and  contented  no  matter 
what  trials  she  had  to  meet. 

September  23rd,  1860,  a  warm 
sultry  day,  gave   to  Ines    another 

I  sweet  little  form  nestling  on  her 
bosom,  a  baby  girl.  Her  husband 
was   somewhat    disappointed;    he 

]  had  expected  another  son  given 
him  for  the  one  that  he  lost,  but 
it  was  not  so  to  be.  However,  as 
the  baby  grew  in  beauty  and 
strength,  and  its  little  feet  began 

i  to    toddle    along    and    tongue    to 
prattle,    he    was    as    fond    of    his 
child  as  any  father  could  be. 
As  the  years  wont  by  Mr.  Olsen 
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continued  to  grow  worse  in  drink- 
ing. Scarcely  a  day  went  by  that 
he  was  not  drunken.  He  became 
nervous,  and  could  not  manage  his 
men  and  affairs  on  the  estate  with 
any  profit,  so  he  sold  his  farm  and 
home,  cattle,  and  all  they  had, 
save  some  of  the  furniture  Ines 
put  away  before  the  auction.  Now 
she  and  her  children  were  home- 
less. It  was  in  the  wet  and  dis- 
agreeable month  of  April,  on  the 
29th,  that  the  purchaser  was  going 
to  take  possession,  and  Ines  with 
her  children,  the  baby  now  four 
years  old,  had  nowhere  to  go. 
Her  husband  would  not  go  in 
search  of  another  home,  if  she 
wanted  it  she  must  go  herself. 

One  morning  when  it  had  been 
raining  all  night  and  left  the  roads 
muddy,  the  sun  coming  up  bright 
and  warm,  gladdening  the  hearts 
of  many  weary  souls  and  making 
Ines'  tramp  more  pleasant,  she 
wandered  about  until  she  found  a 
beautiful  little  cottage,  some 
twelve  miles  distant  from  her 
old  home,  surrounded  by  trees  and 
shrubbery  that  made  it  look  at- 
tractive and  homelike.  It  was 
for  sale,  and  Ines  bought  it,  and 
returned  home,  thankful  to  her 
Creator  for  her  success.  The 
most  necessary  furniture  was 
sent  over,  and  Ines  made  her  new 
but  more  humble  lodgings  comfort- 
able. Mr.  Olsen  received  a  large 
sum  of  money  for  his  estate,  but 
the  other  things  sold  at  auction  by 
himself,  while  under  the  influence 
of  liquor,  were  sold  for  almost 
nothing. 

Ines    stood    with    aching    heart 


watching  the  transaction,  but 
could  do  nothing.  While  stand- 
ing there  needing  the  sympathy  of 
some  friends,  a  stranger  came  to 
her  claiming  to  be  a  Mormon. 
For  a  few  minutes  she  believed 
him,  but  was  soon  convinced  bv 
his  rude  behavior  and  bad  smelling 
breath  that  he  was  an  imposter, 
trying  to  get  an  inroad  to  her 
confidence,  but  she  found  him  out 
in  time  and  spurned  him  from 
her,  when  he  went  off  cursing  and 
swearing  at  the  Mormons.  The 
money  was  put  in  the  banks  for 
ten  years,  and  they  were  to  live 
off  the  rent.  In  their  new  home 
they  found  difficulties  to  contend 
with,  fuel,  food,  and  everything 
they  had  to  buy  now  at  a  big  price, 
and  when  receiving  their  monthly 
payments  from  the  bank  alwa^'s 
half  of  it,  and  sometimes  the 
greater  part,  was  taken  to  pay  up 
her  husband's  drinking  and  gambl- 
ing debts.  Ines  found  that  in  that 
way  they  could  not  get  along.  Her 
daughters  could  not  be  supported 
at  home,  so  the  two  eldest  were 
sent  out  to  work  to  support  them- 
selves. Two  of  the  missionaries 
Brothers  P.  and  H.,  were  released 
to  go  home  and  others  came  in 
their  place.  Some  Ines  did  not 
know,  but  soon  became  acquainted 
with  them,  and  things  went  on  in 
their  usual  course.  The  brethren 
never  were  permitted  to  come  in 
her  house.  She  would  have  to  go 
several  miles  to  see  them,  as  meet- 
ings could  not  be  held  in  that 
vicinity;  but  Ines  was  patient 
and  diligent  in  her  endeavors. 
The     reading     of     the     Star     and 
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letters  she  received  from  the  mis- 
sionaries gave  her  consolation  and 
joy.  The  associates  of  her  hus- 
band were  false,  treacherous  fiends. 
When  they  could  not  succeed  in 
winning  at  the  card  playing  when 
he  was  sober,  for  that  seldom 
happened,  as  he  was  a  fine  player, 
they  would  lead  him  off  to  some 
den  and  there  treat  him  with 
poisonous  drinks  until  they  were 
able  to  get  from  him  large  sums 
of  money. 

About  three  years  after  remov- 
ing to  their  new  home  Ines  re- 
ceived a  letter  from  a  young  man 
in  Utah,  asking  for  the  hand  of 
her  eldest  daughter  in  marriage. 
Some  man  who  had  been  back  on 
a  mission  had  recommended  this 
young  lady  as  a  fit  wife  for  any 
good  man  a«d  giving  him  Ines' 
address,  told  him  to  write,  which 
he  did. 

She  was  greatly  astonished  when 
she  read  the  letter,  but  decided  to 
let  her  daughter  do  as  she  pleased. 
A  few  weeks  after  Carry  came 
home  to  visit  with  her  mother, 
and,  as  always  was  her  custom, 
wanted  to  know  if  there  were  any 
letters  from  Zion.  "A  letter  from 
a  strange  man !  What  does  he 
have  to  write  about?"  After  read- 
ing it  she  burst  into  a  hearty  laugh. 
*'No,  thank  you,  I  do  not  care  to 
marry  a  man  I've  never  seen;  and 
then  how  would  I  get  there,  I 
have  not  the  means."  When  her 
mother  answered  the  letter  she 
informed  him  of  her  daughter's 
decision. 

Another  year  went  b)%  when  she 
again  received  a  letter    from    the 


same  young  man  asking  the  same 
favor,  this  time  offering  to  pay 
her  emigration. 

When-  Carry  read  this  letter  she 
was  a  little  more  favorably  in- 
clined, because  she  was  anxious 
to  go  to  Utah,  and  she  saw  no 
way  of  getting  there  unless  she 
accepted  this  offer;  so  after  duly 
considering  the  matter  she  de- 
cided  to  go,  and  left  her  home, 
her  native  land  forever.  She 
arrived  in  Utah  with  the  spring 
emigration.  Her  lover  met  her  at 
Ogden  and  took  her  to  his  home. 
She  found  him  a  nice  young  man, 
just  the  kind  of  a  husband  she 
wanted,  and  six  months  after  her 
arrival  became  his  wife. 

Five  years  now  passed  with  its 
old  routine  to  Ines,  occasionally 
hearing  from  her  daughter  in 
Zion.  She  had  saved  up  money 
enough  by  this  time  to  send 
Sarah,  the  next  eldest  daughter, 
to  Utah  with  Brother  and  Sister 
Hogensen,  as  she  had  lived  with 
them  for  several  years.  All,  even 
Mr.  Olsen  himself,  believed  that 
they  were  paying  her  emigration. 

Now  Ines  only  had  her  young- 
est daughter,  a  young  lady,  and 
smart  at  sewing  and  fancy  work, 
so  that  she  could  remain  at  home 
with  her  mother  and  still  make 
her  living.  •  She  was  her  mother's 
only  comfort.  The  husband  and 
father  did  nothing  but  drink, 
gamble  and  sleep.  He  was  never 
sober.  Ines  had  become  resigned 
to  her  fate,  feeling  that  God 
would  make  everything  right 
some  day  if  she  would  be  patient. 

Jane,    the    youngest    daughter. 
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had  made  the  acquaintance  of  a 
young  man  from  a  distant  city,  in 
a  party,  and  he  was  very  much 
attached  to  her;  she  was  quite 
fond  of  him.  They  had  arranged 
among  themselves  to  attend  the 
same  high  school  the  following 
winter,  her  mother  promising  to 
aid  her  all  she  could.  One  day 
when  Jane  came  home  from  her 
day's  sewing  Ines  knew  some- 
thing unusual  was  preying  upon 
her  mind.  After  supper,  when 
they  were  alone,  she  told  her 
mother  that  she  would  rather  go 
to  Utah  to  her  sisters  than  to  the 
high  school.  "It  will  cost  3'ou 
but  a  very  little  more,"  she  said. 
This  was  a  hard  blow  to  Ines. 
How  could  she  separate  from  her 
last  comfort,  not  knowing  when 
she  would  see  her  again.  It 
seemed  an  impossibility,  and  it 
was  the  hardest  trial  she  had  yet 
been  called  upon  to  endure. 

"Well,  mother,  I  will  not  go  if 
you  cannot  spare  me,  but  the 
responsibility  of  my  actions  must 
rest  upon  you.  You  know  my 
lover  is  not  a  Mormon.  He 
is  rich,  and  there  is  no  prospect 
that  he  ever  will  be  a  Mormon. 
If  I  go  to  school  I  may  continue 
to  grow  fonder  of  him,  and  marry 
him;  while  if  I  go  to  Utah  I  will 
leave  that  temptation.  I'll  be 
among  Saints,  and  can  marry  a 
Mormon  boy.  That  is  what  you 
want,  mother;  but  if  I  stay  here 
I  fear  I'll  not  be  strong,  enough  to 
refuse  temptation." 

Ines  pondered  long  and  ser- 
iously on  this.  She  could  not  let 
her   daughter    stay    to    meet    such 


temptation  and  perhaps  have  her 
lost  to  the  Church.  Yet  her  bur- 
den was  so  heavy  to  carr>'  alone 
in  the  old  world;  what  should  she 
do?  In  her  most  trying  moment 
God  was  at  the  helm  to  guide  her 
on  the  right  path,  and  she  wrote 
to  the  brethren  at  the  office.  In 
their  answer  they  urged  her  to  let 
her  daughter  go.  She  acted  on 
their  advice,  although  it  nearly 
broke  her  heart.  Now  how  was 
she  to  get  away  from  home.  She 
knew  her  father  would  not  give 
hi§  consent,  and  if  he  found  out 
she  was  going  would  do  all  in  his 
power  to  prevent  it;  so  she  laid  a 
little  plan  to  get  away  from  her 
father  and  lover  without  any  diffi- 
culty. She  got  ready  and  re- 
ported that  she  was  going  to 
Copenhagen  to  the  .high  school. 
This  grieved  her  lover,  as  he 
could  not  then  be  with  her  so 
much,  and  he  tried  to  persuade 
her  to  alter  her  plan;  but  she 
was  gone  before  he  hardly  saw 
her.  Everything  worked  smooth- 
ily.  and  Ines  parted  with  her  last 
remaining  child  to  battle  alone 
with  the  cold  world. 

When  her  husband  became 
aware  of  the  plot  he  was  very 
angry,  but  it  did  him  no  good. 
His  daughter  was  on  the  deep 
waters  and  could  not  be  called 
back.  Knowing  this,  he  deter- 
mined to  have  satisfaction  some- 
where, so  he  became  a  <;reater 
torment  than  ever.  Ines  could  do 
nothing  to  please  him,  and  her 
life  was  overburdened  with  sor- 
row and  trouble.  But  in  our 
darkest    moments     consolation   is 
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nigh.  She  received  a  letter  from 
Carry  informing  her  that  her  hus- 
band was  going  on  a  mission  and 
would  be  there  within  a  month. 
Life  seemed  lighter  after  he  came. 
She  had  someone  to  confide  in 
and  to  sympathize  with  her.  He 
often  came  to  see  her,  and  al- 
though it  aggravated  Mr.  Olsen, 
he  was  not  refused  admittance  as 
other  missionaries  had  been. 

Mr.  Olsen  kept  getting  worse, 
and  almost  a  year  after  Brother 
H.    had  arrived  he  died. 

Ines*  first  thought  was  of  going 
right  away  to  her  daughters;  but 
it  would  take  some  months  to 
arrange  all  the  affairs  after  his 
death,  so  her  son-in-law  desired 
her  to  remain  another  year  and 
return  to  Zion  with  him.  This 
she  consented  to  do,  and  while 
there  she  did  for  him  what  she 
had-  planned  to  do  for  her  own 
dear  boy  years  ago,  when  he 
came  home  foot-sore  and  weary — 
she  bestowed  those  comforts  that 
only  a  mother  knows  how  to  give, 
making  his  missionary  labors 
lighter.  That,  her  last  3'ear  in 
her  native  land,  was  the  happiest 
since  her  marriage.  She  had 
lived  with,  labored  and  cared  for 
a  man  she  did  not  love  for  twenty 
years,  through  trials  and  sorrows, 
bearing  it  patiently  and  Saint- 
like. 

One  year  after  her  husband's 
death,  in  the  spring  of  1881,  she 
embarked  for  Zion,  the  land  of 
the  blessed,  happy  and  thankful 
to  her  Creator  for  rewarding  her 
so  abundantly.  Her  sufferings  of 
the  past   had    humbled    and    pre- 


pared  her  to  appreciate  and  enjoy 
the  blessings  she  received  to  a 
fuller  and  deeper  extent  than  a 
life  of  ease  could  ever  have  done. 

When  she  came  to  Utah  she  was 
met  by  children  and  grandchil- 
dren. Sarah  was  also  married, 
and  Jane  soon  afterwards  mar- 
ried. She  did  not  find  Zion  a 
bed  of  roses,  but  she  had  been 
through  such  ordeals  that  opposi- 
tions she  met  with  were  mere 
trifles. 

She  was  sealed  to  one  of ^ the 
Apostles  who  now  has  left  this 
mortal  sphere.  She  lives  in  a 
pleasant,  comfortable  little  home 
of  her  own,  in  one  of  the  north- 
ern settlements  of  Utah,  with  her 
children  and  a  flock  of  grand- 
children around  her  to  brighten 
her  old  age. 

She  is  a  friend  to  the  young; 
all  love  her  that  know  her.  She 
always  has  a  s^^eet  smile  and  kind 
word,  and  good  advice  to  give 
for  everyone. 

Helen   Thompson. 


BABY  NELLO'S  MISSION. 

[CONTINUED  FROM  PAGE  486.1 

*'Oh,  husband,  I  can  only  hope 
that  you  will  try  harder  to  keep 
your  promise  this  time.  You 
have  made  so  many  only  to  break 
them.  And  will  you  truly  leave 
liquor  alone  and  come  back  to 
us?  We  have  been  so  lonely  and 
unhappy." 

He  pressed  her  closer  to  his 
heart  and  whispered  sadly:  "Poor 
little  wife!  What  a  brute  I  have 
been!  You  have  suffered  terribly." 
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"And  you  will  come  home  early 
tonight,  will  you  not?"  she  asked, 
wistfully. 

"Dearest,  I  have  a  very  import- 
ant engagement  tonight,  which  I 
cannot  put  off,  but  after  this 
night  I  promise  you  to  be  home 
by  six.  There,  don't  look  so 
frightened,  darling;  you  need  not 
fear  that  I  will  again  break  my 
word. " 

"Oh,  Lionel,  do  put  it  off," 
she  pleaded  beseechingly.  "Come 
home  tonight  for  my  sake. 

"There,  there,  pet,  do  not  tease 
me.  I  tell  you  it  cannot  be  put 
off.  Now  one  more  kiss,  sweet- 
heart, and  then  I  must  go.  You 
go  to  bed  with  Nello  tonight  and 
get  some  sleep." 

He  was  about  to  disengage 
himself  from  her  clinging  grasp 
when  suddenly  she  drew  his  head 
down  and  pressed  a  passionate 
kiss  upon  the  handsome  lips; 
then  with  a  dry  sob,  which  went 
tcf  her  husband's  heart,  she  tore 
herself  away  and  went  to  Nello 
who  was  calling  for  her. 

Lionel  felt  alarmed,  and  had 
half  a  notion  to  yield  to  her  de- 
sire; then  shook  his  head. 

"Nor  I  cannot  do  it;  I  must  go 
one  more  night  and  finish  that 
game  of  poker  with  Crane.  I'm 
in  his  debt,  and  don't  know  how 
I'm  going  to  pay  him.  If  I  don't 
win  tonight  I'll  be  in  a  bad  fix. 
Just  one  more  night  can't  matter 
much  to  Mattie. " 

"Is  my  papa  don?"  asked 
Nello.  "Oh,  dear,  Nello  never 
dets     to     see      him      any      more! 


likes 


us 


now, 


Doesn't      he 
mamma?" 

"Yes,  pet,  I  hope  so.  Tomor- 
row night  he  is  coming  home 
early. " 

Nello  clapped  his  hands  joy- 
fully.    Presently  he  spoke  again: 

"Why  doesn't  papa  ever  tome 
to  dinner?" 

"Perhaps  he  will  after  this, 
darling.  Now  eat  your  bread  and 
milk." 

Next  morning  Mattie  arose 
early,  a  new  happiness  bounding 
in  her  heart  as  she  thought  of 
Lionel,  and  wondered  if  peace 
was  once  more  coming  to  their 
home.  Slipping  on  her  dressing- 
gown,  she  went  into  the  hall. 
But  why  is  the  light  still  burning 
in  the  parlor?  Has  Lionel  forgot- 
ten to  extinguish  it?  Just  then 
a  key  grated  in  the  hall  door,  and 
she  knew  he  had  just  returned 
home.  Dreading  to  see  him,  lest 
he  fill  her  with  loathing  and  dis- 
gust, she  hastened  from  the  room. 

"Another  night  of  shame,"  she 
murmured  despairingly  as  she 
heard  him  staggering  heavily  to 
his  room.  "Oh,  how  can  I 
believe  him  and  trust  him  so, 
each  time  he  makes  those  rash 
promises?  Oh,  what  can  I  do? 
I  love  him  so  blindly,  and  cannot 
endure  to  see  him  going  to  de- 
struction." 

He  remained  in  his  room  all 
day.  sleeping  off  the  effects  of 
the  last  night's  debauch. 

Towards  evening  Mattie  was 
undressing  her  tired,  sleepy  boy 
when  a  sudden  thought  came  to 
her.        "Nello,"  she    said,     "how 
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would  you  like  to  learn  a  little 
prayer  to  say  every  night  at 
mamma's  knee?" 

"Me  will,"  cried  baby,  his  eyes 
sparkling  with  pleasure.  "Me 
heard  Enie  say  her  payers,  and 
me  knows  how."  Sliding  from 
her  lap  he  knelt  at  her  knee. 
Then  bowing  his  golden  head  and 
clasping  his  chubby  hands  he 
lisped: 

"Our  Fader  in  Heben,  bess 
papa,  and  mamma;  bess  all  the 
dood  peoples,  and  bess  Mttle 
Nello,  and  make  him  the  doodest 
boy  in  the  world." 

"Doesn't  Enie  say  amen?" 
asked  mamma. 

"Oh,  'es;  Nello  fordot.  Amen, 
Fader.     Oh,  dare's  papa'" 

Yes,  there  he  stood  in  the 
doorway,  looking  grave  and 
abashed.  The"  smile  faded  from 
Mattie's  face,  and  she  drew  her- 
self up  coldly. 

"Mattie, "he  began,  in  humble, 
pleading  tones,  but  she  waited  to 
hear  no  m©re.  Taking  Nello  in 
her  arms  she  quitted  the  room. 
Soon  he  followed  her  into 
Nello's  little  room,  where,  she 
had  slept  for  some  time  now. 

"Mattie,  let  Nello  sleep  with 
me  tonight."  * 

Nello  heard  the  words  and 
begged  to  go. 

"*Es,  mamma,  do  let  Nello  do," 
he  coaxed.  "Papa  all  alone. 
Tan  me  do?" 

"Yes,  love,"  she  whispered  as 
she  put  him  down  from  the  bed. 
But  she  would  not  look  at  the 
man  who  stood  there  as  though 
he  longed  to  speak  and  yet  dared 


not.  At  last  he  turned  slowly  away 
with  Nello,  merely  saying,  "Good 
night;"  but  if  she  answered  it  was 
so  faintly  that  he  could  not  catch 
the  sound. 

"Papa,  why  doesn't  mamma 
ever  laugh  now?"  asked  Nello, 
when  they  had  gone  to  bed.  "Is 
it  tause   you  stays  off   so    much?" 

"Perhaps  so,  love;  does  mamma 
ever  cry?" 

"No  she  doesn't  ky  but  she 
never  sings  'less  she's  detting  me 
to  seep,  and  she  doesn't  talk 
much. " 

Next  day  was  Sunday;  that 
day  which  once  had  been  the 
pleasantest  of  the  seven,  but 
which  now  seemed  the  longest, 
dreariest  and  saddest  of  all.  Lio- 
nel remained  at  home  all  day,  but 
Mattie  treated  him  with  cold  aver- 
sion. Dinner  was  eaten  in  silence. 
Even  baby  hushed  his  prattle  and 
looked  sober. 

After  dinner  Lionel  was  sitting 
out  on  the  lawn  with  Nello  on  his 
knee,  kissing  the  baby  lip  the 
father  asked: 

'Do  you  love  papa,*  Nello? 
"Es,  tourse   me  does,   but    don't 
fink  mamma  do.    She  won't  talk." 

Shaking  his  sunny  curls,  dess 
it's  tause  'ou  mokes.  When  'ou 
tisse  me  'our  mouf  doesn't  smell 
nice  like  mamma's  do.  Tant  'ou 
frow  away  'ojjr  moke,  den  mamma 
will  let  'ou  tiss  her.  Don't  'ou 
want  to?  Oh,  papa,"  and  a  wist- 
ful look  crept  into  the  little  face, 
"pease^do,  tause  when  Nello  dets 
a  man  he  wants  to  be  dust  like 
papa,  but  mamma  doesn't  want 
Nello  to  'moke.     But  1  dess  Dod 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


536 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAl^ 


won't  tare  if  'ou  'mokes  all  the 
'bacco  'ouve  dot  now  if  ou'll  not 
dit  any  more.  'Ou  tan  kean  'our 
mouf  wif  toap;  dat's  what  mamma 
keans  Nello's  hands  wif." 

"Get  down,  pet,  papa  has  the 
headache,  and  has  to  go  for  a 
walk." 

"Me's  so  'onesome, "  sobbed 
Nello. 

'I'll  soon  be  back,  little  one. 
Don't  cry." 

Ah,  what  bitter  reflections  came 
to  haunt  him  in  that  solitary 
ramble!  He  felt  that  degrada- 
tion and  disgrace  were  before  him 
unless  he  made  a  gallant  struggle 
to  reform.  -How  many  times  he 
had  promised  to  break  away  from 
the  glittermg  chains  which  were 
binding  him  tighter  each  day! 
The  tempter  waited  for  him  at 
every  turn  clothed  in  pleasant 
garb  and  wearing  winning  smiles. 
Those  childish  words  of  his  baby 
this  day  cut  his  heart  and  thrilled 
his  soul  more  than  anything  else 
had  before.  Oh,  if  he  could  but 
free  himself  for  the  sake  of  his 
girl-wife  and  bonny  boy!  Would 
Mattie  ever  forgive  him  for  all  the 
suffering  he  had  caused  her?  he 
wondered  despairingly,  as  he  re- 
traced his  steps  homeward. 

When  he  went  into  the  house  it 
seemed  strangely  quiet,  no  laugh- 
ing boy  came  with  outstretched 
arms  to  greet  him;  no  wife  was 
near. 

"Where  can  Mattie  have  gone?" 
he  muttered  impatiently.  "Ah, 
she  is  getting  it  back  on  me  with 
a  vengeance.  How  lonely  the 
place  seems  today!" 


He  went  to  the  table  and  began 
to  idly  turn  the  pages  of  the 
album- over.  Here  was  a  picture 
of  Mattie  taken  on  her  wedding 
day,  and  here  another  taken 
scarcely  a  year  ago.  Three  years 
between  them,  yet  if  anything  the 
latter  appeared  the  younger.  How 
winsome  and  girlish  she  looked. 
Wifehood  enhanced  her  beauty 
and  rendered  her  more  youthful 
and  charming  than  ever.  But  if 
her  picture  were  taken  now  could 
he  say  the  same?  Her  white, 
mournful  face,  and  eyes  so  full  of 
untold  misery  rose  up  before  him. 
Again  he  heard  that  pleading 
voice:  "Come  home  tonight  for 
my  sake."  He  closed  the  book, 
and  sighing  heavily  went  out  to 
the  gate. 

Presently  a  buggy  dashed  down 
the  street.  It  stopped,  and  a 
young  girl  leaned  out  and  spoke 
to  him. 

"Mr.  Edwards,  is  Mattie  home? 
Tell  her  to  come  here,  quick,  I 
wish  to  see  her."  * 

'She  is  not  here.  Belle.  Per- 
haps you'll  find  her  at  Mrs. 
Crane's.       Anything    important?" 

"Yes,  very.  Annie  is  quite  sick 
and  is  begging  for.  Mattie,  so  I 
came  after  her;  I'll  call  there." 

Lionel  had  half  a  notion  to  go 
too  but  did  not.  Surely  Mattie 
would  come  home  before  going. 
He  waited  hopefully.  Soon  Geo. 
Crane  came  down  the  street  with 
Nello. 

'Confound  him,"  muttered  Lio- 
nel, frowning  darkly  and  looking 
uneasy,    "what  is   he  coming  here 
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for?        "How    dare   he    touch    my 
boy  with  his  polluted  hands?" 

"Papa,  'ou  and  Nello  has  to 
stay  all  alone/'  said  baby  sadly, 
shaking  his  head;  "mamma  was 
afraid  to  take  me.  Here  is  a 
letter. " 

Xhe  father  took  the  note  and 
eagerly  opened  it.  Only  one  line, 
and  that  how  short  and  cool. 

"  Lionel,  take  good  care  of  my 
baby  till  I  return.  Yours,  Mattie. " 
George  Crane  laughed  sugges- 
tively as  he  noted  the  disappoint- 
ment so  plainly,  depicted  on 
Lionel's  countenance.  Then  tak- 
ing a  seat  on  the  veranda  he 
drawled  out,  "Zounds,  old  chap, 
you  should  be  glad  that  you  have 
one  night  to  yourself,  instead  of 
drawing  a  face  as  long  as  a 
donkey's.  Tell  mother  that  I  shall 
never  marry.  Women  can't  get 
used  to  anything.  I  say,  its  pretty 
tough  on  your  wife,  isn't  it?  If 
she  don't  stop  fretting  I  shouldn't 
wonder  if  she  leaves  this  world 
soon.      Have    you    told    her   what 

a " 

"Hush,  man,"  demanded  Lionel 
warningly,  his  face  white  with 
fear  and  anger;  "  Nello  understands 
all  you  say,  remember.  Why  do 
you  imagine  my  wife  is  not 
happy?" 

"No  imagination  about  it,  I 
know  it.  Mother  has  noticed  it 
too.  Your  wife  is  not  like  the 
same  woman  since  you  started  to 
drink.  Do  you  think  she'll  sur- 
I  vive  the  shock  when  she  hears 
what  you  are  owing  me?  Well, 
she's  too  good  for  such  as  you 
and  me,  isn't  she?" 


"Don't  class  me  with  yourself," 
cried  Lionel,  his  lip  curling  con- 
temptuously. "Thank  God  I  have 
not  fallen  quite  so  low." 

"Indeed!"  sneered  the  other; 
"take  care,  or  you'll  find  yourself 
worse  off  than  George  Crane  ever 
was.  I  have  you  in  my  power, 
and  if  you  don't  pay  up  soon  I'll 
land  you  in  jail." 

"You  would  not  dare  to  disgrace 
me  so.  If  you  will  only  be  patient 
and  say  nothing  I  can  pay  you 
before  long. " 

"How?  You  can't  earn  the 
money  by  work.  Lionel,  I  tell 
you  what,  your  wife  has  touched 
a  soft  part  in  my  heart,  and  for 
her  sake  I'll  release  you  on  one 
condition." 

"And  that?"  asked  Lionel, 
eagerly. 

"That  3'ou  play  a  game  of  poker 
with  me  tonight;  I'm  wild  for 
one. " 

"Tonight — where?" 

"Why,  in  your  house.  Don't 
start  so,  old  boy,  it's  all  right; 
there's  no  harm  in  it.  Your  wife 
wpn't  know  anything  about  it. 
Have  you  any  liquor?  We  can't 
play  without  that  to  steady  our 
nerves  and  put  some  fire  into  us. 
You  get  a  room  ready  and  I'll 
step  over  for  wine  and  brandy. 
Don't  forget  cigars." 

Lionel  dared  not  stop  to  think. 

He  raised  his  sleeping  boy  and 
put  him  to  bed  just  as  he  was, 
fearing  to  look  on  that  innocent 
face  lest  it  should  cause  him  to 
waver.  His  evil  companion  re- 
turned and  they  drew  up  to  the 
table.        After     drinking      several 
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glasses  of  wine  the  game  began. 
Hour  after  hour  passed,  still  they 
played  on,  smokine:  and  drinking 
heavily.  The  grey  dawn  of  another 
day  was  breaking,  yet  they  did  not 
stop.  Their  eyes  were  wild  and 
bloodshot,  their  heads  heavy  and 
unsteady  with  drink. 

A  step  in  the  hall!  Both  men 
raised  their  heads  and  looked  at 
each  other  in  a  startled  way  and 
waited.  Nearer,  nearer,  it  came, 
and  in  terror  they  sprang  to  their 
feet,  as  the  door  slowly  opened 
and  someone  stood  on  the  thres- 
hold. 

Only  Nello,  standing  there  in 
his  white  muslin  frock,  his  wee 
pale  face  shining  in  the  gaslight. 
He  looked  like  a  heavenly  mes- 
senger in  the  midst  of  sin  and 
corruption. 

"Papa,  when  is  *ou  toming  to 
bed?"  he  asked,  a  look  of  wonder 
and  surprise  stealing  into  his 
beautiful  eyes;  "me  isn't  undressed 
yet.  What  is  'ou  doing?"  Then 
unheeding  the  dark,  angry  face, 
he  went  close  up  to  him  and  laid 
his  hand  on  the  father's  coat- 
sleeve.  "Papa,  is  dat  bandy  'ou 
is  dinking?  Poor  mamma  will  feel 
so  bad  when  Nello  tells  her. " 

"Confound  it  all,  you'd  better 
dare  to  tell  her.  Get  back  to  bed, 
you-  nuisance,"  and  in  his  rage  the 
drunken  man  gave  the  child  a 
push  which  sent  him  to  the  floor. 

The  baby  uttered  no  sound.  He 
only  lay  there  white  and  still  in 
a  little  heap  on  the  floor.  The 
father  gazed  at  him  a  moment,  his 
eyes  dilating  with  horror,  then 
fell  on  his    knees  beside    his  boy. 


"Oh,  great  heavens,  have  I 
killed  him!  Oh,  God,  forgive  me, 
I  have  killed  my  child!  Speak, 
darling;  wake  up." 

George  Crane  staggered  to  his 
feet  and  sneaked  out  of  the  room. 
He  wished  to  get  away  from  the 
horrible  scene  and  leave  the  father 
to  face  his  crime  alone. 

But  Nello  was  not  dead.  So  far 
as  physical  pain  was  concerned 
he  was  not  even  hurt.  But  papa 
had  struck  him,  and  it  had  well 
nigh  broken  the  tender  little  heart. 
He  sobbed  and.  moaned  piteou?ly 
for  hours  and  cried  for  mamma. 
Every  time  the  father  touched 
him  he  shivered  and  shrank  away 
in  terror. 

Mattie  sent  word  that  she  would 
be  home  in  the  evening  if  all  was 
well;  so  Lionel  tried  to  persuade 
Nello  to  let  him  take  him  to  the 
office,  but  the  child  onlj'  shook  his 
head  and  sobbed  out,  "me  wants 
mamma." 

"Nello,  dearest,  do  not  cry  so. 
Mamma  will  soon  be  home  now. 
Shall  papa  stay  home  with  his 
boy?  No?  Oh,  darling,  papa 
would  rather  die  than  to  strike  his 
boy.  I  did  not  know  what  I  was 
doing.  Aren't  you  ever  going  to 
love  me  again?  Speak  to  me,  pet." 

"Nello  will  try  to  love  'ou,  and 
not  be  afraid,  but  me  tant  teep 
from  kying. " 

"  Papa  has  to  write  some  letters. 
Will  Nello  help  him?  Here  i$  a 
pen  and  a  big  sheet  of  paper." 

The  sad    little   face   lighted  up.    | 
"Me    write  a    letter    to    mamma." 
Then  the  tears  flowed  afresh.    Hid- 
ing his  face   on  the  table,  he  said 
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in  a  voice  so  pathetic  aad  loaely, 
**  Dess  me'll  do  to  seep  till  mamma 
tomes. " 

**Let  papa  rock  you  to  sleep, 
darling,  and  then  I  will  know 
whether  you  really  do  love  me 
again.     Will  you?" 

"'Es,  but  me  must  say  my 
prayers  first.  Me  fordot  last  night. 
Mamma  isn't  here  so,  dess  me 
won^t  kneel.  Our  Fader  in  Heben, 
bess  my  darling  mamma  and  bing 
her  back;  bess  papa—  "  here  a  sob 
choked  his  utterance — "and  let 
me  love  him  adain  tause  he  is  so 
sorry;  bess  me  and  let  me  seep  till 
mamma  tomes." 

"Now,  let  papa  rock  you  to 
sleep.  Nello,  after  this  when  you 
pray,  please  ask  God  to  make 
papa  a  better  man.  I  have  been 
so  wicked,  but  if  God  will  help 
me  I  will  try  to  be  good  after 
this." 

When  Mattie  returned  that 
evening  the  impatient  husband 
was  about  to  rush  impulsively  to 
her  side  and  greet  her  with  loving 
caresses  and  tell  her  how  sadly  he 
had  missed  her.  Then  a  sense  of 
his  own  unworthiness  held  him 
back  and  sealed  his  lips. 

"Lionel,  are  you  angry  with 
me?"  asked  Mattie,  coming  close 
up  to  him  and  gently  laying  her 
hand  on  his  bowed  head. 

"Angry  with  you,  my  dearest? 
No,  no.  Oh,  my  wife,"  as  her 
arms  were  twined  clingingly  about 
his  neck,  "you  will  never  touch 
me  again  when  I  tell  you  what  a 
base  wretch  I  have  been." 

.  Rapidly   he    told    her   all,    how 
like   a  coward  he   had    yielded  to 


Crane's  persuasions;  and  how  in 
his  drunken  rage  he  had  struck 
their  baby. 

Mattie  grew  very  white,  and  her 
lips  quivered  when  he  told  her, 
but  when  he  finished  she  mur- 
mured earnestly. 

"O,  my  husband,  you  shall  yet 
be  saved!  Do  not  despair.  We 
will  help  you  all  we  can,  baby 
and  L  Lionel,  my  love  for  you 
is  stronger  than  death,  and  I  am 
willing  to  sacrifice  all  I  possess 
to  save  you. " 

"  I  know  it,  dearest,  and  I  thank 
heaven  that  I  have  such  a  noble, 
patient  wife." 

Once  more  the  old  happiness 
reigned  in  that  little  home.  The 
roses  returned  to  Mattie's  cheeks 
and  hope  sprang  up  anew.  One 
short  month  of  almost  perfect 
love  and  joy,  but  e'en  through  it 
all  was  a  strange  fear  that  could 
not  be  checked.  Did  they  deserve 
it?  Could  such  sweet  content 
and  peace  stay  long?"  she  asked 
herself.  Yes  it  would  if  only  one 
thing  were  added.  If  she  could 
but  persuade  her  husband  to  re- 
enter the  church  and  live  his 
religion  thoroughly,  then  all  would 
be  well. 

One  morning  she  sat  sewing  on 
a  little  kilt  for  Nello,  while  he 
was  at  her  feet  looking  at  the 
pictures  in  his  beloved  "Nursery 
Book." 

"Nello  how  pale  you  are  today. 
Is  mamma's  pet  well?" 

"Nello's  so  tired,  mamma." 

"Shall  mamma  hold  him?  Have 
you  any  pain,  precious  one?  Only 
tired?  I  thought  so." 
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She  could  not  get  him  out  of 
her  arms  all  day.  When  Lionel 
came  home  and  saw  his  pet's 
white  face  he  became  alarmed. 
"Is  he  sick,  Mattie?"  he  asked. 

"No,  our  baby  is  only  tired  he 
says."  But  though  Mattie  spoke 
cheerfully,  she  was  far  from  feel- 
ing the  same.  She  too  was  secretly 
worried. 

"Sing  to  me  once  before  we  go 
to  bed,"  begged  Lionel  that  even- 
ing after  Mattie  had  got  Nello 
down.  So  together  they  entered 
the  parlor,  and  he  stood  beside 
her  while  she  played  and  sang. 
Sweetly  her  voice  rose  in  musical 
cadence  as  she  sang  that  sublime 
song  of  E.  R.  Snow's,  "Oh,  my 
Father." 

"Thank   you,    love.      Muct   you' 
sleep  with  Nello  then?  Good  night, 
my  darling  wife.     Call  me  if   you 
need  me  in  the  night." 

"No  fear,  baby  will  be  better 
by  morning.  Good  night,  my  hus- 
band, and  may  God  watch  over 
you." 

"Amen,"    he   echoed    fervently. 

But  when  morning  came  Nello 
was  not  better.  Other  days  came 
and  went,  each  one  seeming  to 
decrease  his  strength. 

Gradually  the  little  body  grew 
weaker  and  thinner,  until  finally 
the  child  was  content  to  lie  all 
day  on  the  sofa,  while  mamma 
sat  by  his  side  day  and  night, 
never  leaving  him  for  a  moment. 
Though  a  terrible  fear  was  gnaw- 
ing at  her  heart,  she  never 
showed  it,  but  was  always  so 
cheerful  and  smiling  as  she  sat 
and  told    him  stories,  or   held  the 


feverish  little  hands  and  bathed 
the  hot  brow.  The  doctor  made 
daily  calls  now,  but  was  very 
grave. 

Such  a  wee,  little  shadow  of  a 
boy  had  Nello  grown.  The 
chubby  hands  were  wasted  and 
thin,  the  large  brown  eyes  shone 
with  unnatural  brilliancy.  Papa 
had  brought  him  a  spiall,  black 
doggy,  which  was  a  great  comfort 
to  him  during  his  illness;  but 
one  day  when  doggy  crawled  up 
to  his  kind  little  master  and 
licked  the  baby  hands  to  call 
attention  to  his  presence,  Nello 
only  smiled  and  said  in  a  faint 
weak  voice;  "me  is  too  tired  to 
hold  'ou  today,  doggy.  Oh, 
mamma,"  turning  to  her  with  a 
wistful  sigh,  "when  tan  me  det 
up  adain  and  pay?  Its  such  a 
long,  long  time  to  wait." 

"Jt  will  not  be  long  now,  dar- 
ling," answered  the  mother  hope- 
fully, but  even  as  she  spoke  she 
turned  away  to  hide  the  pain 
which  she  could  not  keep  back. 

Lionel  did  not  go  to  his  office 
now.  Together  they  sat  by  the 
bedside  of  their  darling,  watch- 
ing with  mortal  agony  the  little 
life  slowly  yet  surely  wasting 
away.  One  night  the  little 
sufferer  seemed  brighter  Jand 
talked  more  than  he  had  for  days. 

"Papa's  little  man,  I  really 
believe  he  is  better  tonight,  Mat- 
tie,"  exclaimed  Lionel,  his  eyes 
lighting  up  with  hope. 

"Papa,  Nello  never  sees  'ou 
'moke  now." 

"J  have  quit,  darling;  are  you 
glad?" 
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Baby  smiled  in  answer;  then 
closed  his  eyes.  Presently  he 
Of>ened  them  again  and  said: 
**  Nello  must  say  his  payers  now 
and  do  to  seep."  He  made  an 
effort  to  fold  his  feeble  hands  but 
sank  back  exhausted.  "Dess  Dod 
-won't  tare  if  me  doesn't  do  it  dat 
ivay.  Nello  will  dust  sut  his 
eyes.  Our  Fader  in  Heben,  bess 
dear  mamma,  and  papa,  and  help 
him  to  teep  dood  all  the  time; 
bess  Nello  and  let  him  seep  tause 
he's  so  tired." 

Then  a  spasm  of  pain  convulsed 
the  baby  face  and  a  terrified  ex- 
pression came  into  his  eyes. 

"Don't  be  frightened,  darling, 
mamma  is  here.  \ou  are  going 
to  sleep  now,   pet.     Good  night." 

The  brown  eyes  lit  up  for  a 
moment;  he  stretched  out  his  tiny 
hands  and  smiled  so  happily. 
"Dood  night,"  he  faintly  whis- 
pered. Then  all  was  still.  Baby 
was  asleep,  that  sleep  which 
knows  no  waking.  The  silent 
messenger  had  come  and  with  icy 
finger  touched  the  little  heart. 

Who  can  picture  the  anguish 
of  the  broken-hearted  parents? 
The  heart  knows  no  grief  like 
that  which  comes  when  death 
stills  a  little  voice  and  folds  little 
white  hands  over  a  heart  which 
knew  no  sin.  The  very  fibres  of 
the  mother's  heart  were  crushed 
and  bruised  over  her  bereavement; 
but  bravely  she  choked  back  her 
own  sorrow  to  comfort  her  re- 
morseful husband.  At  first  his 
grief  was  uncontrollable,  and  he 
could  do  nothing  but  heap  re- 
proaches    upon     himself,     saying 


that  it  was  God's  punishment    to 
him  because  of  his  wickedness. 

But  as  the  days  went  and  the 
weeks  rolled  into  months  a  new 
peace  stole  into  their  hearts  and 
they  grew  reconciled.  Lionel 
became  strong  and  noble  and 
manly  again.  The  baby's  death 
was  the  means  of  bringing  one 
back  to  God  who  had  shown  him- 
self deaf  to  every  former  call. 

No  other  child  ever  came  to 
bless  their  home.  Perhaps  God 
was  afraid  to  give  them  more  for 
fear  Lionel  might  forget  the  les- 
son which  he  had  learned  at  such 
a  terrible  cost.  Still  they  did  not 
complain.  Though  at  times  when 
they  thought  of  that  little  green 
mound  in  the  churchyard  their 
hearts  would  swell  with  pain  and 
unutterable  woe,  they  thanked  God 
that  baby  Nello  was  with  the 
angels. 

Kate  G rover. 


ANACAONA. 


A    PRINCESS   OF  THE  HOUSE   OF   JOSEPH. 
PART   I. 

Retrace  with  me  the  path  of 
time  for  a  period  of  four  hundred 
years.  Try  to  replace  the  present 
busy  and  stirring  scenes  of  our 
Republic  with  the  slumberous 
quietude  of  that  early  day.  In 
lieu  of  the  populous  cities,  manu- 
factories, the  triumphs  of  steam 
and  electricity,  imagine  the  dark 
and  gloomy  forests,  the  roving 
buffalo,  the  hounding  deer,  and 
the  rude  hut  or  wigwam  of  the 
wild  man  of  the  woods. 
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Having  accomplished  this  men- 
tal feat,  we  will  don  our  seven- 
league  boots,  for  the  distance  is 
great,  the  path  dangerous  and 
untrodden,  and  there  is  no  rail- 
way, no,  not  so  much  as  an  ox 
team  or  a  horse  to  help  us  on  our 
journey. 

From  the  "land  of  setting  sun," 
the  "regions  of  the  home-wind," 
over  the  spot  made  famous  by  the 
battle  of  Hiawatha,  the  son  of 
the  Evening  Star,  with  the  great 
and  malignant  magician  Pearl 
Feather,  we  take  our  way  until 
we  reach  the  "'Father  of  Waters." 
Here  we  will  exchange  our  boots 
for  a  strong  but  queer  craft,  hol- 
lowed out  of  the  trunk  of  a  tree. 
In  this  we  trust  our  lives  and  for- 
tunes upon  the  broad  bosom  of 
this  mighty  river,  and  float  a 
thousand  miles,  through  dangers 
not  a  few,  until  we  reach  a  point 
where  it  joins  the  "Big  Sea 
Waters."  The  sight  of  the  broad 
expanse  before  us,  with  its  choppy 
little  waves  and  millions  of  white 
caps,  sends  a  tremor  of  fear 
through  our  hearts  as  we  gaze 
upon  our  frail  canoe  and  then 
upon  the  mighty  deep.  But  we 
suddenly  remember  that  we  bear 
enchanted  lives  on  this  voyage  if 
we  never  did  before.  So  without 
further  ado  we  embark  and  soon 
are  out  of  sight  of  land.  What  a 
deep  and  solemn  silence  breathes 
around  us!  Even  the  dip  of  the 
oars  seems  muffled,  and  without 
effort  or  thought  of  ours  our 
voices  are  hushed,  or  if  heard  at 
all  only  in  whispers.  Ah,  what  is 
that  small    speck    in    the    eastern 


horizon  I*  It  looks  like  the  mast 
and  sail  of  a  ship.  Can  it  be 
that  civilization  has  reached  this 
solitude?  It  grows  larger  and 
more  distinct  as  we  speak,  and 
we  suddenly  exclaim,  "It  is  no 
ship;   it  is  land!" 

A  few  vigorous  pulls  at  the  oars 
and  there  looms  up  before    us,    in 
all  its  pristine  beauty   and  magni- 
ficence the  Bohio  of  the    natives, 
the  Hispaniola  of  Columbus,     the 
Hayti     of    today.     Queen    of    the 
western  waters,  she  sits  enthroned 
among  her  sister  isles.      Her  lofty 
mountain  peaks  glisten  with   per 
petual     snow;      their      sides      arc 
gloomy  and  dark  with    a    massive 
growth  of  forests  and  underbrush. 
Her  valleys   smile    with    a   luxur- 
iance of  trees,  shrubs  and  flowers, 
one  mass  of  living  green  and  bril- 
liant dyes.     Gay  birds  of  strange 
and  varied  form  and  plumage    flit 
to  and  fro  among  the  dark  foliage 
like   flashes   of   light.      Upon    the 
shining  sands  a  group  of  utias  are 
lazily  sunning    themselves.     Poor 
creatures!  happily  unconscious  of 
the     brown     form     lurking     near, 
with    eye     alert,     waiting     oppor- 
tunity to    strike    a    telling    blov, 
and  anticipating  a  luxury  for  sup- 
per.      That   serpent  like    creature 
depending  from    the    outstretched 
arm  of  yonder    forest    monarch   is 
the  guano.      It   will    surprise   you 
to  learn  that,   horrid  looking  as  it 
appears  to  us,   it    is  considered    a 
great  delicacy    by  the  inhabitants 
of  this  enchanting  spot. 

Here  in  this  little  alcove  we 
will  hide  our  canoe,  covering  it 
with  green    boughs  to    escape  de- 
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tection.  We  will  then  don  our 
mantles  of  invisibility  and  make  a 
tour  of  this  romantic  region. 

This    trail,    scarcely    visible    to 
ordinary  eyes,   will  lead  us  safely 
through  the  dense  forests,   to    the 
beautiful  village  of   Cibao,    head- 
quarters      of       Behechio,       chief 
cacique  of  Xaragua,  in  the  western 
part  of    the    island.     The    narrow 
path  leads  us   deeper  and   deeper 
into  the    gloomy  forest,   its   echo- 
ing   aisles     growing     darker     and 
still  more  solemn  as  the  trees  be- 
•  ome  taller  and  the    foliage    more 
dense.     We  are  reminded  of  some 
of  the  scenes  described  by  Dante 
in  his  Vision  of  the  Inferno.     But 
now     the     gloom     seems    melting 
away,  and  an  occasional  shaft    of 
sunlight  gleams  through  the  trees. 
We  are  approaching  one  of  those 
beautiful  little  glades  common    to 
this  region,   pleasant  little  grassy 
openings     among    the    trees,    like 
small      valleys     among    the    hills. 
Here     upon     its     margin     let     us 
pause.    Peering  through  the  shrub- 
bery,  a  strange    and    weird    scene 
greets    our    startled     vision.       On 
one  side  of  the  little  glade,'  drawn 
up  in    martial  array,  and    clad    in 
the  habiliaments    of    the   Spanish 
aristocracy    of    the    fifteenth    cen- 
tury,  are    perhaps    three   hundred 
Spanish  soldiers,   the    minor    part 
belonging  to  the  cavalry  division, 
the    rest  being    foot    soldiers.      In 
front    of    the     company     are    two 
small  cannon,  mounted  as  though 
ready  for  use.     Many  are  clad   in 
glittering  steel  mail,    and  all    are 
armed    with     heavy    and    cumber- 
some swords  or  spears  and  arque- 


buses, the  latter  being   the  father 
of  all  the  later  firearms. 

Their  leader  has  a  tall  and  com- 
manding figure,  a  stern  and 
authoritative  manner;  yet,  when 
we  gaze  earnestly  at  his  features 
we  mark  an  expression  of  be- 
nignity mingled  with  its  almost 
habitual  gravity.  Should  we  be 
so  fortunate  as  to  see  one  of  his 
rare  smiles  we  will  be  able  to 
judge  how  much  of  mercy  is 
mingled  with  his  justice. 

This  is  Bartholomew,  brother 
of  the  illustrious  Christopher 
Columbus,  temporarily  in  charge 
of  the  affairs  of  the  island  during 
the  absence  of  Columbus  in  Spain. 
He,  with  a  portion  of  his  follow- 
ers, is  making  a  tour  of  the 
island,  for  the  purposes  of  explo- 
ration, and  arranging  for  the  pay- 
ment of  tribute  by  the  subject 
tribes. 

On  the  opposite  side  of  the 
glade  is  an  equally  interesting  but 
totally  different  spectacle.  Drawn 
up  around  their  chief  Bahechio, 
or  huddled  together  in  groups, 
are  hundreds  of  naked  warriors, 
clean  limbed  and  dark-skinned. 
They  too  are  armed,  with  bows 
and  arrows,  with  spears  and 
stone  hatchets;  but  if  ever  they 
possessed  a  warlike  aspect  it  has 
all  vanished  now.  There  are 
varying  emotions  depicted  in 
their  attitudes  and  expression  of 
countenance,  fear  and  awe  pre- 
dominating, as  they  gaze  with 
wonder  and  astonishment  at  the 
intruders.  True,  they  have  heard 
of  them  before  from  the  neighbor- 
ing tribes,    but  never  before  have 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


544 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL. 


their  eyes  beheld  such  wonderful 
beings,  or  such  strange  creatures 
as  those  upon  which  the  new- 
comers are  seated.  They  are 
half  inclined  to  believe  that  horse 
and  rider  are  one.  In  fact,  they 
are  almost  ready  to  fall  down  and 
worship  them  as  beings  from 
another  world. 

As  we  gaze,  the  two  leaders 
advance  toward  each  other.  By 
signs  Behechio  bids  his  guests 
welcome.  He  takes  from  his 
brow,  neck  and  arms  ornaments 
of  crude  but  massive  gold,  which 
he  hands  to  his  visitor.  In  re- 
turn he  is  presented  with  a  string 
of  colored  glass  beads  (which 
the  Spanish  leader  clasps  about 
his  neck  with  much  ceremony), 
small  bell,  and  a  very  diminutive 
mirror.  Delighted  with  his  new 
and  novel  trinkets,  he  raises  a 
huge  conch  shell  from  his  side, 
upon  which  he  blows  a  long  and 
deafening  blast.  This  is  an- 
swered by  another  in  the  near 
vicinity,  and  immediately  the 
sound  of  human  voices  chanting 
a  slow  and  melancholy  air  is 
heard.  Turning  our  eyes  in  the 
direction  of  the  sound,  we  ob- 
serve where  a  broad,  leaf-arched 
path  opens  into  the  glade,  stretch- 
ing out  as  far  into  the  green  dis- 
tance as  our  eyes  can  discern.  . 
Adown  this  path,  keeping  lime 
to  their  melancholy  music,  with 
their  feet,  and  the  swaying  of 
their  bodies  and  arms,  came  a 
bevy  of  maids  and  matrons  of  the 
dusky  tribe  of  Behechio.  The 
maidens  are  entirely  nude,  while 
the  apparel    of    the    matrons    con- 


sists of  a  bright-colored  cotton 
apron  of  their  Dwn  manufacture. 
All  are  adorned  with  wreaths  of 
flowers  and  bear  palm  branches 
in  their  hands. 

Before  them,  in  a  kind  of  litter 
borne  by  four  stalwart  native 
boys,  reclines  a  young  and  most 
beautiful  woman,'  evidently'  of 
high  rank.  She  is  not  dressed 
differently  from  the  rest,  but  the 
air  of  quiet  dignity  and  authority 
about  her,  and  the  deference 
shown  by  those  around  her,  are 
unmistakable  signs  of  distinc- 
tion. 

The  Spaniards  gaze  upon  the 
enchanting  spectacle  with  admira- 
tion and  wonder.  "Ye  gods'* 
exclaimed  a  handsome,  hot-headed 
youth,  "the  Greek  maids  have 
migrated  and  we  have  found  their 
abiding  place.  Could  anything 
be  more  charming!" 

Having  reached  the  glade,  the 
chanting  with  its  accompanying 
motions  cease,  and  the  maidens 
form  in  semi-circles  behind  the 
litter  of  their  princess,  for  such 
she  is,  sister  of  the  great  chief 
Behechio,  and  possessing  quite  as 
much  influence  as  he. 

Rising  gracefully  from  her  re- 
clining posture,  she  presents  to 
Don  Bartholomew  the  wreath 
from  her  head  and  the  palm 
branch  from  her  hand  in  token  of 
amity  and  friendship,  saying: 
"Great  Chief,  Anacaona  bids  you 
welcome.  Enter  into  our  fair 
city,  and  partake  of  food  and 
drink.  The  best  we  have  is  yours 
while  you  are  with  us." 

With      characteristic      Spanish 
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gallantry  the  leader  springs  from 
his  horse,  accepts  the  proffered 
gifts,  and  bowing  low  over  the 
hand  of  the  princess  exclaims: 
"Knchantress  of  the  woods,  we 
thank  thee!  Lead  on,  where 
thou  goest  we  will  follow." 

Resuming  their  song  and  chant, 
the  performers  turn  about  to  head 
the  procession  toward  the  city. 
While  this  is  in  progress,  at  a 
sign  from  their  leader,  the  Span- 
iards suddenly  fire  off  the  small 
cannon  before  mentioned.  This 
is  done  for  a  two-fold  purpose,  to 
impress  the  natives  with  a  sense 
of  the  power  and  wisdom  of  the 
new-comers,  and  to  witness  its 
effect  upon  the  simple-hearted 
children  of  the  forest.  General 
consternation  is  the  result.  Some 
fl^e  precipitately  into  the  forest. 
Some  fall  prone  upon  their  faces. 
Many  huddle  close  together  in 
groups,  fear  and  dismay  upon 
their  countenances.  A  general 
rout  is  eminent.  Anacaona  is  the 
first  to  recover  herself,  and  joins 
in  the  hearty  laugh  of  the  visitors. 
A  few  words  from  herself  and 
Behechio,  and  fear  is  enough  al- 
layed to  allow  the  proceedings  to 
go  on. 

The  short  distance  to  the  village 
is  covered  in  silence.  Arriving 
there  Don  Bartholomew  is  quar- 
tered in  the  house  of  Behechio, 
the  largest  and  best  of  the  round, 
dome-shaped  edifices  made  of 
reeds  and  palm  leaves.  His  officers 
are  given  houses  in  the  immediate 
vicinity,  in  all  cases,  the  best  to 
be  found.  The  rest  of  his  fol- 
lowers   are    provided     for    to     the 


best  of  their  ability.  A  great 
feast  (consisting  of  Cassava  bread; 
utiasquanos,  many  kinds  of  fish 
and  fruits)  which  has  been  in 
course  of  preparation  for  some 
time,  is  soon  spread  before  them. 
The  serpent-like  guano  very  nearly 
takes  the  appetite  of  some  of  the 
tenderly  reared  Hidalgos  of  Spain; 
but  finally  Don  Bartholomew,  at 
the  earnest  solicitation  of  his 
charming  hostess  Anacoana  con- 
sents to  taste  of  the  dish.  He 
finds  it  of  so  delicate  and  palat- 
able a  flavor  that  he  calls  for 
more,  and  soon  the  whole  com- 
pany are  partaking  of  it  with 
much  satisfaction  to  themselves 
and  their  entertainers. 

The  repast  over,  various  games 
are  presented  by  the  natives  for 
the  amusement  of  their  guests. 
Areytos,  or  national  songs,  com- 
posed by  the  poetess  Anacaona  are 
chanted  by  the  women.  Dances 
of  various  kinds  are  indulged  in 
by  all. 

.  These  things  are  so  suited  to 
the  tastes  of  the  luxurious  and 
romantic  Spaniards,  that  they  are 
fain  to  remain  indefinitely.  It 
does  not  take  long,  however,  to 
shake  the  faith  of  the  natives  as 
to  their  divine  origin.  If  all 
pursued  the  policy  of  the  wise 
and  just  Bartholomew,  it  would 
not  be  a  difficult  matter;  but 
once  from  under  his  immediate  sur- 
veillance, and  all  sorts  ot  wicked 
and  lawless  pranks  are  indulged 
in,  thus  laying  the^foundation  for 
future  trouble  to  themselves  and 
misery  to  the  natives. 

Of  all  taking  part  in  these  pro- 
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ceedings,  none,  perhaps,  extract 
more  real  enjoyment  than  the 
Princess.  She  is  the  favorite  wife 
or  rather  widow  of  a  fierce  and 
stubborn  neighboring  chief  named 
Caonabo.  After  proving  himself 
a  formidable  enemy  to  the  infant 
colony,  he  was  finally  captured 
by  stratagem  and  sent  to  Spain. 
Before  reaching  that  country  he 
died  on  ship-board,  his  warlike 
nature  unconquered,  his  proud 
spirit  unsubdued.  Anacaona, 
however,  cherishes  no  resentment 
toward  the  Spaniards  for  her 
husband's  death,  attributing  it  to 
his  own  stubbornness  and  ferocity. 
Her  policy  is  one  of  concilia- 
tion; and  she  uses  her  influence 
with  her  brother  Behechio,  with 
whom  she  abides  since  Caonabo's 
death,  to  the  same  end.  She 
likes  the  Spaniards,  and  her  in- 
telligent mind  soon  grasps  the  idea 
of  their  superiority  of  intellect. 
She  aspires  to  reach  the  same 
plane  for  herself  and  people.  It 
would  almost  seem  that  the  spixit 
of  her  illustrious  ancestors  was 
actuating  her  conduct.  She  is 
particularly  drawn  toward  Don 
Bartholomew,  and  houses  near 
him,  anticipating  his  every  need 
and  desire,  and  doing  her  utmost 
to  bestow  them  upon  him.  So, 
at  last,  when  the  Spanish  leader 
feels  they  must  depart,  after  a 
peaceful  and  satisfaction  settle- 
ment of  the  matter  of  tribute,  and 
having  procured  all  the  golden 
ornaments  of  the  tribe  in  exchange 
for  worthless  trinkets,  a  great 
<:ompany  of  natives  prepare  to 
escort      him      to      the     sea-shore. 


Among    them    are    Behechio,    and 
his  sister. 

Nothing  can  exceed  their  won- 
der at  sight  of  the  two  ships  at 
anchor  in  the  Bay.  Anacaona 
is  sad.  She  fears  the  Spaniards 
are  about  to  depart  forever  from 
their  sight.  During  the  joume\ 
to  the  sea-side  a  deep  plan  if 
formed  in  her  mind.  She  implores 
Don  Bartholomew  to  remain  with 
them.  That  failing,  she  begs, 
him  to  allow  her  to  go  with 
him. 

At  this,  those  accompanying 
her  protest  vehemently,  vowing 
they,  too,  will  go  if  she  does. 
Whereupon  Behechio  desires  to 
follow  with  his  whole  tribe.  To 
prevent  so  undesirable  an  event, 
Don  Bartholomew  promises  sol- 
emnly to  return  again  very  soon, 
and  make  them  another  visit, 
when  he  will  perhaps  consider 
their  proposition  favorably. 

So  the  Spaniards  enter  their 
ships,  laden  with  presents  of 
vairous  kinds.  The  natives  stand 
gazing  upon  them  from  the  shores, 
moved  almost  to  adoration  as  the 
vessels  careen  from  side  to  side, 
their  white  sails  gradually  filling 
and  spreading  themselves  to  the 
breeze  like  the  wings  of  some 
great  bird.  They  watch  rhe 
strange  visitors  out  of  sight,  then 
turn  their  faces  homeward. 

The  weight  of  a  great  sadness 
is  depicted  upon  the  beautiful 
countenance  of  Anacaona.  She  is 
silent  and  abstracted,  and  her 
mood  is  communicated  to  the  rest. 
So  they  take  their  journey  toward 
that  home  which  will  never  again 
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be  as  it  has  been  in  the  past.     Its 
doom  is  sealed  I  The  fiat  sent  forth 
by     the    voice   of    prophecy     over 
fourteen  hundred   years  ago  must 
be    fulfilled.     The  hour   has  come 
when  a  man,  wrought  upon  by  the 
Spirit  of   the  Great    Jehovah,   has 
been    led    forth    upon    the     great 
waters  to  that  land  which  is  choice 
above  all  other  lands.     The  wrath 
of    the    Great    Spirit  is  upon    the 
brethren  of  that  prophet  and  seer 
of    early  days:  not  for    their  own, 
but  for  the  transgressions  of  their 
forefathers.    Henceforth,  descend- 
ants of  a  once  honored  line,  pray 
not    for   justice,     but    for    mercy, 
that  ye  may  be  delivered  from  the 
blighting    scourge  of    the   Gentile 
and  his  vaunted  civilization. 


ADDRESS  OF  MRS.  MATTIE  HORNE 
TINGEY. 

DoHvered  In  the  Woman's  Congress  at 
Chicago,  during  the  services  of  the  Y.  L.  M. 
I.  A. 

Woman— Mbther,  Woman— Wife, 
The  sweetest  words  man  ever  knew. 

The  school  of  life,  in  which 
we  are  all  pupils,  is  a  grand,  a 
glorious  institution.  Of  Divine 
conception,  it  is  •  perfect  in  or- 
ganization, wide-spread  and  far- 
reaching  in  its  operations,  incom- 
prehensible in  its  results.  It 
extends  back  to  man's  pre-ex- 
istence,  and  reaches  forward  to  the 
vast  eternities  to  come. 

When  we  take  up  the  study  of 
nature,  and  become  somewhat 
acquainted  with  its  beauties,  its 
harmony,  its  grandeur  and  perfec- 
tion, our  minds  expand,  and  we 
can  but  think  of  the  Creator,   the 


Organizer,  the  power  that  con- 
trolls  so  much  life  and  intelli- 
gence, and  almost  unconsciously 
a  feeling  of  reverence  for  that 
unseen  Power,  that  great  Intelli- 
gence, takes  possession  of  our 
hearts,  and  the  questions  naturally 
arise  in  our  minds,  By  what 
power  were  all  these  things 
brought  into  existence?  Who  • 
planned  and  controls  such  a  per- 
fect system,  and  what  is  the  object 
of  its  creation?  This  spirit  of 
inquiry  as  to  the  why  and  where- 
fore of  our  earthly  existence  is 
the  first  step  in  theology;  for 
pure  and  undefiled  religion  is  the 
true  science  of  life.  According 
to  the  views  of  the  so-called  Mor- 
mon people,  this  earth  is  only 
one  department  of  a  great  system 
of  education  which  has  been 
devised  by  our  Heavenly  Father 
for  the  cultivation  and  develop- 
ment of  His  children.  The  sacred 
scriptures — the  Holy  Bible — teach 
that  aJl  things  were  created  first 
spiritual,  then  temporal,  and  man 
is  no  exception  to  the  rule.  The 
primary  department,  or  first 
grade,  in  this  school  of  life  was 
the  spirit  world,  where  the  sons 
and  daughters  of  God  passed 
through  a  spiritual  probation  to 
enable  them  to  gain  the  intelli- 
gence and  experience  necessary 
to  prepare  them  for  a  future  state 
of  existence,  in  other  words,  to 
enable  them  to  enter  the  prepar- 
atory department  in  the  school 
of  experience. 

According  to  their  diligence  and 
faithfulness  in  the  first  depart- 
ment is    their    position    or   status 
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in  this  the  second  or  earthly  pro- 
bation. Time  will  not  admit  of 
our  entering  into  the  details  of 
this  organization;  suffice  it  to 
say,  that  in  the  wisdom  of  God 
man  has  been  placed  in  charge 
of  this  department;  but  to 
woman  has  been  given  the  power, 
the  honor  to  open  the  door 
.  through  which  all  must  pass  ere 
they  can  enter  that  advanced 
stage  of  action  and  go  forward 
in  the  work  of  progression  which 
has  been  designed  and  marked 
out  by  our  Heavenly  Parents.  I 
say  parents,  because  while  we 
hear  a  great  deal  about  our 
Heavenly  Father,  and  very  little 
if  anything,  about  our  Heavenly 
Mother,  reason  and  revelation 
both  teach  us  that  we  must  also 
have  a  Mother  there.  This  is 
true,  pure  motherhood — to  give 
temporal  bodies  to  heavenly 
spirits,  that  the  spiritual  and 
temporal  may  be  united,  and 
continue  on  in  the  work  of  per- 
fection. I  would  ask  this  intelli- 
qjent  audience,  Is  this  a  menial 
labor?  Is  there  a  greater  or 
nobler  work,  or  one  that  is  more 
important  and  beneficial  to  the 
human  family  than  that  of 
motherhood?  It  is  of  equal  im- 
portance to  the  high  and  the  low, 
the  rich  and  the  poor.  A  man 
can  never  reach  such  a  height  of 
perfection,  such  a  pinnacle  of 
greatness  that  he  can  deny  that 
he  owes  the  possibility  of  his  suc- 
cess to  a  woman — his  mother.  It 
is  for  this  reason  we  impress 
upon  our  girls  the  necessity  of 
preparing    themselves    to    become 


pure,  strong,  intelligent  wives 
and  mothers,  that  their  children 
may  begin  life  upon  this  eaxtb 
with  fair  prospects,  strong, 
healthful  bodies,  bright,  active 
minds,  free  from  inherited  disease 
and  vice.  And  in  order  that  this 
may  be  accomplished  perfectly,  it 
is  woman's  right,  nay  more,  it  is 
her  duty,  to  demand  from  the 
husband  and  father  the  same 
purity  of  life  and  character  that 
she  herself  maintains,  and  that  he 
demands  from  her.  For  a  man  is 
under  as  great  condemnation  in 
the  sight  of  God  for  unchastity 
and  an  unholy  life  as  is  woman. 
Else  woman  must  be  the  superior 
power,  the  greater  intelligence,  if 
more  is  expected  and  required 
from  her  than  from  her  brother 
man. 

Nor  is  this  all  of  woman's 
work.  For  reasons  best  known 
to  our  Heavenly  Father,  the 
intelligence  gained  in  our  pre- 
vious existence  is  for  the  time 
being  taken  from  us,  and  we  come 
upon  the  earth  pure,  innocent, 
helpless  babes.  Upon  mothers 
has  been  placed  the  responsibility 
of  nurturing  and  training  these 
tender  plants.  It  is  during  the 
period  of  childhood  that  the  most 
lasting  impressions  are  made 
upon  the  mind.  Let  us  have 
educated,  refined,  common  sense 
mothers,  and  the  home,  society, 
the  nation  and  the  world  will 
reap  the  benefits.  I  once  heard  a 
prominent  Utah  man  remark  that 
if  he  could  only  educate  a  part  of 
his  family  he  would  certainly 
educate  his  daughters  rather  than 
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his  sons.  He  realized  woman's 
power  and  influence,  especially 
when  she  becomes  a  mother,  over 
present  as  well  as  future  gener- 
ations. 

Oh,  if  mothers  would  thoroughly 
understand,  fully  appreciate  and 
wiseh'  use  their  God-given  power 
there  would  be  no  greater  truism 
than  the  old  adage,  "The  hand 
that  rocks  the  cradle  is  the  hand 
that  rules  the  world." 

When  women  entertain  the  idea 
a  wife  and  mother  advanced  to 
me,  that  when  she  married  she 
gave  up  her  own  individuality, 
she  felt  she  had  no  mind  nor  will 
independent  of  her  husband's,  can 
we  wonder  that  their  children 
grow  up  with  the  idea  that  father 
and  mother  are  one,  and  that  one 
is  the  fatheV?  It  has  always 
roused  an  indignant  feeling 
within  me  to  hear  a  woman  say 
in  answer  to  her  child's  question, 
"O  I  don'-t  know  anything  about 
such  things;  go  and  ask  your 
father. "  Every  time  she  makes  a 
remark  of  that  nature  the  mother 
loses  influence  and  the  father 
gains  it. 

Let  woman  prepare  herself  to 
stand  side  by  side,  shoulder  to 
shoulder  with  her  husband  in 
all  the  affairs  of  life,  to  be  a  wise 
counselor  and  helpmeet  unto  him, 
as  her  Creator  designed  she 
should  be;  let  mothers  impress 
upon  their  children  the  principles 
of  justice  and  equal  rights,  and 
the  women  of  the  next  generation 
will  not  have  to  beg  and  plead  for 
what  rightfully  belongs  to  them. 
Why  is  it    that    today  there     is 


so  much  broader  a  view  taken  of 
woman's  position  than  before? 
Because  woman  herself  is  begin- 
ning to  feel  that  she  is  an  intelli- 
gent, responsible  being,  with  a 
mind  capable  of  the  highest  intelli- 
gence, with  talents  that  it  is  her 
duty  to  develop  and  use  for  the 
advancement  and  elevation  of  the 
human  family.  This  feeling  is 
gradually  but  steadily  growing;  it 
is  being  felt  throughout  the  world, 
and  it  will  continue  to  grow  until 
it  becomes  a  power  in  the  earth. 
All  honor  to  the  noble  women 
of  this  Congress,  who  have  stood 
firm  in  the  face  of  severe  opposi- 
tion, bitter  scorn  oft  times,  and 
dared  to  maintain  their  convic- 
tions of  truth  and  right.  May 
their  number  increase,  and  their 
influence  be  felt  until  it  reaches 
every  nook  and  corner  of  the 
habitable  globe. 


THE  FLOCK-THEIR  PASTURE. 

[Prepared  for  the  farewell  reception  to 
Bishop  John  Tingey,  previous  to  his  tie- 
parture  for  England,  representing  the 
people  in  his  the  Seventeenth  Ward.  A 
toast  preceding  this  was  "Our  Bishop," 
and  this  followed.] 

We  are  grazing  in  the  pasture 
Religion,  whose  sunlight  comes 
from  the  fountain  of  Spiritual 
Life.  Its  surface  is  clothed  with 
the  verdure  of  Love,  Truth,  Vir- 
tue, Charity,  and  all  the  other 
flowers  which  are  watered  from 
the  river  that  flows  from  the 
Fountain  of  Spiritual  or  Eternal 
Life. 

One  of  the  sweetest  flowers  in 
this  pasture  is  Brotherly  and 
Sisterly    Love,     that     love    which 
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encourages  the  distressed,  lends 
a  helping  hand  to  the  needy, 
cheers  the  sick  and  urges  all  to 
look  up  when  clouds  gather. 
Even  when  bereavement  over- 
whelms, this  same  flower  lends 
its  gentle  odor  to  help  the  lonely 
heart  to  bear  a  little  longer. 

The  flock  in  the  pasture  Re- 
ligion are  not  standing  idly  by 
and  letting  the  shepherd  do  all 
the  work,  but  they  are  aiding  that 
these  beautiful  flowers  may  find 
prepared  soil  wherein  they  may 
take  root  and  grow,  that  they  may 
be  the  source  of  food  on  which 
the  flock  may  feed  that  they  may 
be  spiritually  strong,  and  be  pre- 
pared to  meet  face  to  face  with 
that  just  God  who  placed  them 
in  this  pasture  to  become  like 
Him.  Not  only  are  they  feeding 
but  they  seek  to  help  others  to 
do  the  same. 

Our  pasture  Religion  is  sur- 
rounded by  other  pastures  which 
do  not  claim  relationship  with 
Religion  and  do  not  care  to  have 
her  mingle  in  their  folds.  These 
pastures  will  accept  of  her  flock 
if  their  Religious  flowers  are  not 
brought  to  their  view.  These 
flowers  cause  them  to  desire  to 
crush  Religion's  fold. 

Among  others  of  these  sur- 
rounding pastures  who  exclude 
Religion  from  their  folds  are  the 
Pasture  of  Business,  whose  flock 
is  seeking  money,  the  Pasture 
of  Politics,  whose  flock  is  seek- 
ing position;  the  pasture  of 
Pleasure  where  each  is  seeking 
individual  pleasure.  Then  there 
are     pastures      of     Society,     Art, 


Travel,  School,  etc.,  etc.,  each 
with  its  special  desire.  These 
pastures  mingle  freely  with  one 
another,  but  to  mingle  with  Re- 
ligious flocks  makes  their  progress 
slower,  their  pleasures  fewer,  their 
sacrifices  greater,  while  their 
duties  seem  burdensome.  Hence 
they  do  no  desire  to  mingle  with 
her  flock,  but  if  they  can  rob  her 
of  her  sheep,  they  will  willingly 
do  so. 

At  a  glance  their  pastures  seem 
more  inviting,  almost  irresistible 
but  look  more  closely  and  how 
different?  For  in  Religion's 
pasture,  one  may  find  a  welcome 
for  all  of  these  others.  Though 
Religion  has  the  precedence, 
yet  she  holds  a  place  for  every 
one  of  these  other  pastures, 
where  they  may  be' placed  on  a 
sure  foundation,  where  the  soil  is 
rich  and  pure  so  that  all  may  re- 
ceive and  live  and  flourish. 
Every  place  in  the  Pasture  Re- 
ligion speaks  of  that  God  who 
created  it,  and  Religion's  power 
and  influence  gives  tone  and 
weight  to  all  within  its  fold. 

These  isolated  pastures  would 
annihilate  Religion's  Pasture  if 
possible,  but  why?  Who  can  tell? 

She  should  be  the  Mother 
Pasture  to  whom  all  others  should 
seek  for  guidance.  She  holds  out 
her  hands  to  them,  but  still  they 
turn  from  her. 

Now  comes  the  work  of  the 
flock  who  have  already  entered 
Religion's  Pasture.  God  has 
given  us  a  guide  or  shepherd  in 
the  person  of  our  Bishop,  and  we 
will    be  his    aids.     We    have   not 
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learned  all  there  is  to  learn  from 
this  pasture  of  Spiritual  Light. 
'We  must  still  feed  and  help 
others  also.  God's  greatest  bless- 
ings are  not  always  bestowed  on 
those  upon  whom  fortune  smiles. 
His  blessings  come  by  toil  and 
sacrifice.  Let  us  be  more  anxious 
than  ever  to  surround  our  shep- 
herd, remembering  that  only  in 
unity  can  we  be  strong  in  doing 
the  work  which  God  has  assigned 
us  in  this  pasture. 

And  let  us  extend  an  inviting 
hand  to  others  who  are  less 
familiar  than  we  with  the  bless- 
ings which  they  too  may  receive. 

Shepherds  usually  use  their 
hlack  sheep  for  counters.  As  I 
have  been  called  to  represent  this 


flock,  I  must  be  the  only  black 
one  in  it,  else  some  one  else  had 
j  been  chosen,  but  black  or  white, 
I  I  think  I  voice  the  whole  flock 
!  when  I  say,  "Dear  Bishop,  our 
desires  are  to  remain  in  the  Pas- 
ture Religion  with  you  as  our 
guide.  Though  weak  and  liable 
to  err,  we  desire  to  be  earnest 
workers,  to  enter  unitedly  and 
stand  by  each  other  until  we 
have  reached  that  harmonious 
sphere  which  will  usher  us  into 
life  eternal.  And  we  know 
Religion's  Pasture  will  lead  us 
there.  And  I  also  voice  the 
flock  when  I  say,  "Our  good 
will  is  yours,  and  God  speed  you 
on  your  journey  to  England." 
Vickie  Clayton. 


HEALTH  AND  HYGIENE. 


RELATION  OF  THE  SEXES. 

[Address  delivered  before   the  Y.  L.  M.   I- 
Association  of  St.  George,  May  8rd,  1898.] 

Having  considered  the  relation- 
ship of  boys  and  girls  in  their 
earlier  years,  we  now  come  to  a 
point  where  a  great  law  of  nature 
is  made  manifest.  This  is  the 
mating  or  pairing  off  of  young 
men  and  young  women  for  the 
purpose  o(  social  enjoyment,  and 
eventually  of  marriage.  The  period 
preceding  and  after  engagement, 
generally  known  as  courtship, 
was  wisely  instituted  for  a  good 
purpose,  that  of  becoming  ac- 
quainted with  each  other's  charac- 
ters, and  learning  how  to  bear  with 
each  other's  foibles. 

It  is,  generally  speaking,  a  very 


happy  time  tor  young  people,  par- 
ticularly if  they  are  very  much  in 
love  with  each  other,  and  more 
especially  if  the  words  have  been 
spoken  which  gives  them  hope  of 
a  future  union  closer  and  yet 
more  dear. 

But  with  all  its  sweetness  and 
interest  it  is  a  period  of  more  or 
less  danger,  and  requires  the 
watch  care  of  parents  and  guard- 
ians, as  well  as  caution  on  the 
part  of  the  two  most  interested. 

Where  two  young  people  are 
thrown  together  a  great  deal,  and 
under  varying  circumstances  and 
conditions,  there  is  engendered  a 
degree  of  familiarity  in  their  de- 
portment toward  each  other,  which 
would  not  be  thought  of  ordinar- 
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ily,  much  less  allowed.  It  does 
not  come  on  all  at  once,  but  gradu- 
ally; one  little  word,  or  look,  or 
act  after  another,  the  participants 
being  scarcely  aware  of  the  extent, 
until  something  occurs  which 
brings  them  to  their  senses.  Here- 
in is  the  danger.  When  we  are  in 
love,  the  good  qualities  of  the 
object  all  rise  to  the  surface,  and 
if  there  are  bad  ones,  they  sink 
out  of  sight  for  the  lime  being. 
The  very  confidence  which  we 
have  in  our  companion  is  the 
thing  which  misleads  us.  It  is 
hard  to  believe  that  evil  could 
come  of  what  seems  so  pleasant 
and  innocent  to  us. 

So  we  may  permit  ourselves  to 
go  on  allowing  one  liberty  after 
another,  until  dignity  and  self- 
control  have  oozed  away,  leaving 
us  an  easy  prey  to  the  demon  of 
passion.  Almost  before  we  are 
aware  of  it,  there  comes  that  great 
and  sudden  fall  by  which  so  many 
promising  ones  have  been  hurled 
from  the  heights  of  happiness  to 
the  abyss  of  darkness  and  despair. 
In  a  few  short  moments  we  may 
find  ourselves  bereft  of  virtue  and 
reputation;  our  fair  name  stained 
by  an  indelible  mark  which  can 
never  be  wholly  obliterated,  so 
far   as    we    have    any    knowledge. 

This,  dear  girls,  is  what  has 
happened  to  many  a  fair  girl  and 
promising  youth  among  our 
people,  as  a  result  of  the  course 
which  I  have  been  portraying. 
This  is  what  may  happen  to  any 
one  of  us  who  follows  in  the  same 
path.  It  is  a  part  of  human 
nature  to  think  that  everybody  is 


in  more  danger  of  doing  evil  than 
ourselves;  but  I  here  bear  my 
testimony  that  none  of  us  know 
how  we  will  act  under  certain 
conditions  until  we  have  been 
tested. 

We  all  belong  to  one  family 
tree,  and  are  tinctured,  to  a 
greater  or  less  degree  with  the 
same  attributes;  so  it  does  not 
behoove  us  to  set  ourselves  up  as 
models  of  virtue  or  uf  any  other 
good  quality.  "Pride  goeth  be- 
fore a  fall,"  says  the  wise  man  of 
old,  and  we  must  beware  lest  it 
apply  to  our  own  case. 

The  cause  of  this  sad  ending 
to  many  courtships  is  not  gener- 
ally the  result  of  depravity  but  of 
indiscretion;  not  the  natural  out- 
come of  a  vicious  or  wicked 
nature,  but  of  a  laxity  of  princi- 
ples, combined  with  a  loose 
deportment.  The  catise  is  sim- 
ply this:  There  is  too  much- 
familiarity  allowed  between  the 
sexes.  Girls  and  boys  are  not 
taught  at  home  their  true  relation- 
ship toward  each  other. 

Left  in  ignorance  of  these 
things,  they  have  nothing  to 
guide  them  but  the  instincts  com- 
mon to  all  animal  life,  and  the 
natural  bent  of  man  toward  dark- 
ness rather  than  light  often  leads 
him  to  depths  where  the  brute 
would  disdain  to  follow. 

The  treatment  and  cure  of 
these  conditions  are  obvious. 
Remove  the  cause  and  the  dis- 
ease will  cease  to  be. 

Teach  young  men  that  it  is 
wrong  to  go  to  their  neighbor*s 
house    and     keep     a    member    of 
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that  family  up  into  the  wee  small 
hours  of  the  night,  injuring  her 
health  and  disarranging  all  the 
plans  for  the  morrow. 

Teach  him  that  it  is  an  insult 
to  an}'  young  lady  who  stands 
only  in  the  relationship  of  friend 
or  acquaintance  to  offer  to  put 
his  arm  around  her»  to  press  her 
hand  or  kiss  her. 

Teach  the  young  girl  to  regard 
all  such  advances  as  insults,  and 
treat  him  who  makes  them  as  she 
^would  one  who  insulted  her 
openly. 

Teach  her  to  regard  her  body 
as  her  own  peculiar  property, 
given  her  of  God,  and  teach  her 
to  preserve  it  pure  and  unpolluted 
from  the  profane  touch  of  any  man. 
until  she  meets  him  to  whom  she 
will  eventually  be  given  in  mar- 
riage by  the  proper  authorities. 
When  these  things  are  taught  at 
home,  at  school,  at  Primary,  Sun- 
da}'  school,  Mutual  Improvement 
Associations  and  from  the  pulpit, 
the  tone  of  our  social  life  will 
soon  show  signs  of  elevation  and 
purification. 

So  much  for  the  period  preced- 
ing engagement  and  marriage. 
The  time  has  now  arrived  upon 
which  our  girl  is  called  to  decide 
a  question  which  affects  her  whole 
future,  here  and  hereafter.  Let 
me  beg  of  you  to  do  nothing  hur- 
riedly. "Married  in  haste  to 
re{>ent  at  leisure"  is  a  hard  con- 
dition to  be  in.  Consult  your 
parents'  desires,  and  follow  their 
advice.  Consult  your  Heavenly 
Father,  aud  be  guided  by  His 
Holy     Spirit.        Make      up     your 


minds  that  you  are  both  thor- 
oughly sincere  and  earnest,  for 
there  is  only  one  sadder  mistake 
than  a  broken  engagement,  and 
that  is  a  divorce. 

And  right  here  let  me  say  a  word 
in  regard'  to  religion.  There  never 
has  been,  and  never  will  be,  a 
happy  matrimonial  alliance  made 
up  of  two  different  rejigions.  It 
is  one  of  the  impossibilities. 
Particularly  is  this  trae  where  one 
of  the  parties  is  a  Latter-day 
Saint.  Our  beliefs  are  so  much 
broader  than  others,  covering  so 
much  more  ground,  and  embrac- 
ing so  much  more  of  truth,  that 
all  else  appears  to  us  narrow,  self- 
ish and  shalfow. 

On  the  other  hand,  those  who 
do  not  believe  as  we  do,  are  so 
filled  with  prejudice  and  hatred 
that  there  is  bound  to  be  a  clash 
where  two  of  these  kinds  are 
bound  closely  together.  If  the 
two  get  along  fairly  well,  there 
will  >et  be  trouble  when  children 
come  and  each  has  his  own  ideas 
as  to  their  religious  training  and 
education. 

How  many  instances  have  there 
been  where  our  girls  have  linked 
themselves  with  unbelievers,  gone 
away  with  them,  stayed  a  few 
years,  then  returned  to  their  old 
home  and  friends,  broken  in 
health  and  spirits,  burdened  with 
a  family  of  children,  poor,  and 
deserted  by  their  natural  protec- 
tor. And  yet  these  many  cases 
of  woe  appear  tu  be  no  warning 
to  others,  who  seem  anxious  to 
go  and  do  likewise,  that  they 
may  prove    for    themselves    how 
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much     of    fraud    and    wickedness 
exists  in  the  world. 

Having  decided  without  a 
doubt  that  you  should  marry,  the 
next  question  that  arises  is  how 
t  shall  be  done.  This  is  a  more 
mportant  point  than  many  think, 
n  taking  any  decisive  step  in 
ife  it  is  always  wisdom  to  do  it 
in  the  best  and  most  desirable 
manner,  and  this  is  no  exception 
to  the  rule.  There  is  a  right  and 
wrong  way  to  do  anything.  A 
method  of  marriage  has  been 
made  known  to  us  which  will 
remain  unbroken  throughout 
countless  ages.  There  is  another 
which  may  be  broken  within  a 
day  or  hour  after  its  cousumma- 
tion  by  the  death  of  either  party. 
The  first  leads  to  endless  lives 
and  progression ;  the  second  stops 
short  when  the  spirit  leaves  this 
frail  and  uncertain  existence. 
Two  paths  are  before  you  from 
which  to  choose.  A  little  thought, 
and  study  and  prayer  will  show 
you  that  there  is  only  one  which 
is  admissible  for  a  daughter  of 
Zion.  I  have  in  mind  a  young 
friend  who  was  married  two 
years  ago  by  a  justice  of  the 
peace.  She  and  all  her  family 
were  always  considered  good  Lat- 
ter-day Saints.  The  family  of 
her  husband  are  also  staunch 
and  true;  but  the  young  man 
himself  was  wayward  and  stub- 
born in  spiritual  things,  although 
good  enough  in  other  ways. 
Their  married  life  went  on 
serenely  enough  until  a  few 
months  since,  he  was  taken  sud- 
denly ill  and    within    a   few    days 


was  dead,  leaving  his  young  wife 
a  widow  and  his  infant  son  an 
orphan.  He  had  never  been  into 
the  Temple,  so  he  could  not  be 
buried  in  the  beautiful  robes  of 
the  Holy  Priesthood,  but  had  to 
be  laid  to  fest  in  an  ordinary  suit 
of  clothes.  The  grief  of  that 
young  wife  and  mother  was  some- 
thing dreadful  to  see,  and  do  you 
not  think  it  was  greatly  increased 
by  the  thought  that  their  relation- 
ship was  now  broken  off;  that 
where  he  had  gone  the  marriage 
service  which  had  served  on  earth 
would  receive  no  recognition; 
that  they  stood  really  as  though 
they  had  never  been  married? 
Somebody  else  must  now  do  for 
him  what  he  neglected  to  do  for 
himself,  and  he  never  can  reach 
the  degree  of  exaltation  which  he 
might  have  attained  had  he  taken 
advantage  of  the  opportunities 
which  have  been  his.  The  trouble 
does  not  end  here,  for  their  child 
has  been  deprived  of  the  right 
and  privilege  of  being  born  under 
the  covenant,  heir  to  the  Holy 
Priesthood,  a  right  which  to  him 
means  more  than  all  earthly 
riches  and  emoluments. 

Thus  I  have  endeavored  to 
point  out  that  we  cannot  slight 
the  commandments  of  God  and 
the  behests  of  the  gpspel  and  be 
safe  from  evil,  which,  if  we  yield 
to  it,  will  follow  our  lives  inde- 
finitely unless  we  make  up  our 
minds  to  do  right,  and  then  follow 
up  our  good  resolutions  with 
actions  to  correspond, 

Julia  A.    Macdonald. 
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ETIQUETTE. 


PROPER  CONDUCT   AT   SCENES   OF 
DEATH  AND  AT  FUNERALS- 

"Oh,  what  a  gloomy  subject!" 
I  hear  some  gay  young  girl  ex- 
claim. True,  but  while  "in  the 
midst  of  life  we  are  in  death,"  it 
is  quite  necessary  that  we  ac- 
quaint ourselves  with  the  conduct 
proper  on  such  occasions.  I  feel 
impelled  to  give  this  subject  some 
consideration  at  once,  having 
witnessed  some  woeful  examples 
of  a  lack  of  knowledge  and  good 
taste  at  such  times,  not  only  in 
the  deportment  of  the  young,  but 
of  the  middle-aged,  and  even  in 
those  whose  age  and  familiarity 
with  death,  should,  one  would 
think,  make  them  sensible  of  its 
proprieties. 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  Call, 

And   flowers  to    wither  at  the  north    wind's 

breath ; 
And  stars  to  set — but  all 
Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine,  O  Death. 

So  it  is  well  to  be  prepared 
and  well  disciplined  for  these 
seasons  of  sorrow  when  they  take 
us  unawares,  as  they  usually  do. 
"Well,"  I  hear  someone  say,  "I 
should  think  anybody  with  a 
particle  of  sense  would  know  by 
intuition  how  to  behave  at  such 
times;"  but  they  do  not,  and  as 
people  are  exceedingly'  sensitive 
when  death  enters  the  household, 
a  very  nice  line  of  conduct  is 
requisite  to    avoid  giving  offense. 

Few  positive  rules  can  be  given 
as  a  guide  at  death-bed  scenes. 
One's  innaie  sense  of  the  delicate 
and  appropriate    must    govern    on 


such  occasions.    I  thmk  the  senti 
ment    expressed   by   our    Beloved 
Hannah  T.    King  in  "A  Codicile"^ 
best  expresses  the  universal  wish 
on  this  subject. 

Within  the  presence  of  the  dead 
Be  still — tho*  I  shall  not  be  there  ! 
My  spirit  gladly  will  have  fled 
To  mansions,  oh  so  bright  and  fair. 
*  «  *  •  *  »  •- 

When  death  has  sealed  my  pulses  up, 
And  bid  my  heart  to  cease  its  thrill ; 
When  I  have  drained  life's  mingled  cup, 
And  eyes,  and  heart,  and  brain  are  still ; 
Then  may  some  dear  and  treasured  hand 
Enfold  me  in  my  Temple  robe — 
And  'tis  my  wish,  nay  more,  command, 
That  none  death's  secret  seek  to  probe. 

And  let  me  emphasize  it.  Once 
admitted  to  the  mystic  presence 
of  death  remember  you  stand  on 
holy  ground,  nor  be  guilty  of  so 
base  a  thing  as  repeating,  rehears- 
ing  for  the  gratification  of  morbid 
curiosity  the  sacred  scenes  of  bid- 
ding the  last  farewell. 

Such  questions  from  the  mor- 
bidly curious  as  "How  did  they 
act?  how  did  they  look?  what 
did  they  say?"  reveals  a  low  taste 
that  should  not  be  gratified.  Can- 
not we  all  call  to  mind  one  or 
two  in  our  circle  of  acquaintances 
who  always  lag  behind  at  funeral 
services  to  witness  the  mourners 
take  the  last  sad  farewell?  Can- 
not we  have  a  custom  that  will 
shield  such  sufferers  from  the  in- 
trusion of  the  public  gaze?  For 
with  the  poet  I  too  would  say: 

When  I  am  dead , 
I  would  not  have  the  rude  and  gaping  crowd 
Around  me  gather,  and  with  lamentations  loud, 
Tell  of  my  virtues,  and  with  vain  regret 
Bemoan  my  loss,  and,  leaving  me  so  soon  forget. 
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But  1  would  have  the  few.  the  kindly  heart. 
Who,  when  misfortune  dame  so  nobly  did  iheir 

part, 
And  oft  by  thoughtful  deed  their  love  express. 
These  would  I  have,  no  more  no  less 

When  I  am  dead  ! 

I  cannot  forget  a  scene  that 
clings  to  my  memory  with  pain- 
ful tenacity.  One  of  the  officers 
of  our  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.,  loved  and 
laid  away  one  cold  winter's  day, 
when  the  silent  city  was  white 
with  snow.  The  beloved  one 
was  laid  to  rest  as  quietly  as  fell 
the  flakes  of  falling  snow  when 
the  holy  silence  was  painfully 
broken  by  a  crovyd  of  girls  who 
had  secured  a  huge  conveyance 
and  to  do  honor  to  the  deceased 
attended  the  funeral  services  in  a 
body;  and  in  wending  their  way 
back  to  the  carriage  went  laugh- 
ing and  chatting  over  the  some- 
what slippery  road  as  if  going  from 
a  picnic.  How  their  lively  voices 
grated  upon  my  ears,  and  what 
effect  must  it  have  had  upon  the 
hearts  of  the  mourners  perform- 
ing the  last  sad  rites!  What  in- 
appropriate conduct,  we  exclaim, 
and  wonder  if  even  death  cannot 
make  young  people  thoughtful. 
From  an  excellent  authority  we 
quote:  "Should  there  be  no  com- 
petent, near  friend  of  the  family 
to  take  charge  of  the  funeral, 
then  its  management  should 
devolve  upon  the  sexton,  the 
undertaker  or  other  suitable  per- 
son. It  is  the  duty  of  the  person 
in  charge  to  have  one  interview 
with  the  nearest  relatives  as  to 
the  management,  alter  which  ihey 
should  be  relieved  of  all  care  in 
the  matter.      It  is  well  in  the    in- 


terview to  have  a  definite  under- 
standing as  to  the  expense  that 
should  be  incurred. "  And  allow 
me  to  add,  right  here,  that  any 
attempt  at  display  or  following 
any  set  fashion  should  be  ignored. 
Let  one's  individuality  here  assert 
itself,  if  at  no  other  time.  "In 
the  large  city  where  many  friends 
and  even  relatives  may  not  hear 
of  the  death,  it  is  common  to 
send  invitations  to  such  friends 
as  might  not  otherwise  hear  of 
the  fact,  worded  somewhat  as  fol- 
lows: Yourself  and  family  are 
respectfully  invited  to  attend    the 

funeral  of ,  on  Thursday,  the 

27th  of  June,  1893,  at  2  o'clock 
p.m.,  giving  number  of  residence 
or  name  of  church  where  the  ser- 
vices are  to  be  held.  It  is  a 
breach  of  etiquette  for  anyone 
thus  personally  invited  not  to 
attend. " 

In  assembling  at  the  house  it 
is  customary  for  some  near  rela- 
tive, but  not  of  the  immediate 
family,  to  act  as  usher  in  receiv- 
ing and  seating  the  people.  The 
ladies  of  the  family  are  not  ex- 
pected to  notice  the  arrival  of 
guests;  with  gentlemen  it  is 
optional  whether  they  do   or   not. 

Persons  attending  a  funeral  are 
not  expected  to  be  present  much 
before  the  appointed  hour.  Pre- 
vious to  this  time  it  is  well  for 
the  family  of  the  deceased  to  take 
their  last  view  of  the  remains, 
and  thus  avoid  publicity  and  con- 
fusion. 

As     the     mourners     pass     from 

the    house    to     the     carriages    no 

I  salutations  are   expected    to    take 
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place,  the  gentlemen  among  the 
guests  in  the  meantime  standing 
ivith  uncovered  heads,  as  they  do 
also  when  the  coffin  is  carried 
from  the  house  to  the  hearse. 
"With  the  more  hopeful  view  of 
death  which  comes  with  the 
Christian  belief,  there  is  less  dis- 
position to  wear  evidences  of 
mourning.  It  is  well,  however, 
to  drape  the  door  knob,  espec- 
ially of  the  residence,  with  crape 
during  the  days  between  the 
death  and  the  funeral;  it  might 
be  a  safeguard  from  intrusion. 
Customs  are  constantly  changing 
in  these  as  in  all  other  matters, 
and  as  we  are  all  custom-makers 
and  perpetuators,  let  us  seek  to 
adopt  those  most  consistent  with 
our  views  as  true  Latter-day 
Saints. 

In  the  matter  of  floral  offerings 
I  sometinr.es  witness  a  lavishness 
beyond  consistency,  and  I  think 
in  this  ^e  are  running  to  an 
extreme  more  for  show  than  for 
any  real  heart-felt  devotion  to 
the  deceased. 

I  fear  it  is  often  a  matter  of 
"What  will  they  think  of  me  if  I 
don't  send  an  expensive  tribute 
of  flowers?"  I  have  made  it  a 
rule  of  my  life  never  to  lay  a 
flower  on  the  coffin  of  one  whose 
heart  I  had  failed  to  gladden  and 
cheer  with  these  sweet  tokens  of 
love  while  alive.  When  I  see 
one's  coffin  buried  in  lovely  fra- 
grant flowers,  I  think  how  one 
quarter  of  the  number  would  have 
brightened  the  longing  eye  and 
satisfied  the  hungry,  love-starved 
soul.       Let    us     have    flowers    at 


funerals,  by  all  means,  but,  oh, 
do  make  them  speak  the  language 
of  the  loving,  sympathetic  heart! 
A  simple  spray  can  do  this  as  well 
as  the  costly  designs  which  we 
cannot  well  afford.  Nor  should 
our  respect  or  esteem  be  guaged 
in  the  minds  of  our  friends  by 
this  outward  demonstration. 

Once  in  early  life  I  had  not 
seen  a  very  dear  friend  for  six 
years.  Finally  death  released 
her,  and  I  traveled  many  miles  to 
attend  her  funeral  and  lay  a 
wreath  of  flowers  on  her  coffin  lid. 
Oh,  my  conscience  smote  me  at 
this  hollow  mockery  of  friendship. 
How  one  tiny  bouquet  of  these 
sweet  flowers  sent  yearly  would 
have  brightened  her  invalid  exist- 
ence and  stamped  the  seal  of  my 
love  upon  her  waiting  heart,  and 
I  said,  "Never  again  where  I  fail 
in.  life  will  I  do  penance  in  this 
hollow  way."  Let  life  be  real; 
let  life  be  earnest;  let  love  find 
its  fullest  expression  while  life 
shall  last,  then  can  we  truly  ex- 
claim, "Oh  grave,  where  is  thy 
victory?  Oh  death  where  is  thy 
sting?" 

The  following  sentiment  ex- 
pressed in  one  of  the  last  produc- 
tions of  our  beloved  Eliza  R. 
Snow  should  find  an  echo  in  the 
heart  of  every  Saint: 

When  my  spirit  ascends  to  the  world  above, 
To  unite  with  the  choirs  of  celestial  love, 
Let  the  finger  of  silence  controll  the  bell, 
To  restrain  the  chime  of  the  funeral  knell. 

Let  no  mournful  strain — not  a  sound  be  heard, 
By  which  a  pulse  of  the  heart  is  stirred — 
No  note  of  sorrow  to  prompt  a  sigh, 
Bury  me  quietly  when  I  die. 

Leiia    West  wood. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


558 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL. 


OUR  GIRLS/ 


A  VISIT  TO  THE  EASTERN  CITIES- 
A  DELIGHTFUL  Company,  boarded 
the  train  bound  for  that 
wonderful  city  of  Chicago,  on 
the  10th  day  of  May,  1893.  It 
was  a  very  beautiful  spring  morn- 
ing, and  when  we  bade  our 
friends  good-by  at  the  depot  our 
hearts  were  filled  with  anxious 
thoughts,  wondering  if  we  would  be 
spared  to  return  to  our  homes  and 
Iriends  in  safety  after  an  extended 
trip  through  so  many  states  and 
cities  of  the  union.  As  soon  as  we 
were  shown  our  sections  on  the  ele- 
gant Pullman  sleeper,  we  took  our 
seats,  and  watched  our  moun- 
tain home  as  far  as  it  was  possi- 
ble for  us  to  do  so.  We  reached 
Ogden  at  9. 10  same  morning,  and 
stopped  there  for  but  a  very  few 
moments.  We  enjoyed  the  scenery 
while  rapidly  we  were  pulled 
through  Echo  Canyon,  after  which 
for  many  hours  the  scenery  was 
very  monotonous,  it  being  but  the 
barren  plains  or  prairies,  but 
nevertheless  our  thoughts  were 
numerous.  We  would  sit  and 
Jisten  to  some  of  our  happy  com- 
pany tell  of  their  long  and  dreary 
experience  with  their  family  of 
little  ones,  and  but  a  handcart  to 
push  in  front  of  them,  and  per- 
haps many  of  their  children  could 
be  crying  for  bread,  but  their 
parents  had  none  to  give  them. 
We,  the  young  daughters  of  Zion, 


could  not  help  but  raise  our 
voices  in  prayer  and  supplication 
to  God  our  Father  for  His  ex- 
tended mercies  and  blessings  un- 
to us,  even  that  blessing  of  being 
born  in  this  enlightened  age, 
when  such  a  wonderful  thing  as 
a  locomotive  having  been  made, 
and  it  to  have  the  power  of  pull- 
ing perhaps  six  or  seven  cars  at 
the  very  rapid  rate  of  sixty  miles 
an  hour.  We  were  awakened  by 
surprise  from  our  deep  thoughts 
by  our  attention  being  called 
to  the  Witch  Rocks,  and  also 
to  the  Pulpit  Rock.  The  day 
passed  pleasantly  away,  and  as 
we  approached  we  beheld  a  few 
fleecy  clouds  floating  leisurely 
through  the  dark  blue  sky,  and 
the  sun  was  retiring  to  its  haven 
of  rest  beyond  the  western  hills, 
and  soon  after  we  had  supper  ^e 
found  that  bed  was  the  best  place 
for  a  traveler.  The  next  jday  the 
scenery  was  not  much  more  strik- 
ing than  the  day  previous.  We 
crossed  the  Missouri  River, 
Oiuaha  being  on  this  side  of  the 
river  and  Council  Bluffs  on  the 
other  side.  We  arrived  in  Coun- 
cil Bluffs  at  6.30  p.m.,  and  stayed 
there  one  hour.  When  in  Omaha 
we  were  just  one  thousand  and 
sixty  miles  from  Salt  Lake  City. 
We  arrived  in  Chicago  on  May 
the  12th,  at  noon,  and  took  a 
'bus     and  rode  to   the    train   that 


*  All  communications  from  the  members  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  1.  Associations  to  this  departmcoi 
should  be  addressed  to  Mrs.  Elmina  S.  Taylor,  158  W.  Third  South  St.,  Salt  Lake  City.  The 
Aidress  of  the  Secretary  of  the  Central  Board  of  the  Y.  L.  M.  I.  A.  is  Annie  M.  Cannon,  Folsom*s 
Avenue,  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 
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would  take  us  out  to  the  Family 
Dormitory.  After  having  our 
dinner,  we  took  quite  a  long  ride 
on  the  elevated  road.  An  elevated 
road  appeared  very  strange  to  us 
when  we  first  arrived  in  Chicago, 
but  after  a  short  time  it  became 
as  all  the  other  wonders  of  a 
large  city,  what  you  might  call 
stale.  One  seldom  hears  of  an 
accident  on  these  wonderfully 
constructed  roads.  By  riding  in 
this  manner  we  could  get  a  splen- 
did view  of  this  large  city. 

The  Columbian  Exposition  is 
the  greatest  undertaking  of  the 
kind  the  world  has  ever  seen. 
The  grounds  include  all  of  Jack- 
son Park  and  the  Midway  Plais- 
ance,  and  lie  seven  miles  south 
of  the  City  Hall,  or  center  of  the 
down-town  district.  It  takes 
thirty  minutes  to  get  to  the  Fair 
by  railroad,  and  by  steamboat 
forty-five.  The  Fair  buildings 
being  all  white,  give  the  Fair 
grounds  the  title  of  the  White 
City. 

So,  after  our  arrival  we  wend 
our  way  to  the  Fair,  and  on  en- 
tering we  soon  saw  that  there 
were  a  number  of  the  build- 
ings in  no  way  near  completion. 
Webeing  visitors  from  Utah,  go 
straight  to  the  Utah  Building. 
When  we  got  there  we  could 
read,  "Not  open  till  the  twen- 
tieth," but  we  being  acquainted 
with  a  large  number  that  were 
engaged  in  business  there,  re- 
ceived a  very  kind  invitation  to 
enter.  We  did  so,  and  we  had 
the  privilege  of  shaking  hands 
with  quite  a  number  of  Salt  Lr  ke 


people,  which  we  were  very  glad 
to  be  able  to  do.  We  leave 
here  and  go  to  the  Iowa  Building. 
To  me  the  Iowa-  exhibits  are  the 
finest  throughout  the  entire  Fair. 
This  building  is  made  chiefly  of 
corn  and  diffrent  kinds  of  wheat 
and  grass.  The  walls  are  most 
beautifully  decorated  with  the 
corn,  split,  and  the  corn  is  taken 
at  all  ages,  so  as  to  see  the  corn 
as  it  advances  in  life;  also  to 
make  a  better  showing.  A  large 
eagle  made  of  corn  will  be  readily 
seen  in  the  ceiling  by  visitors: 
one  would  really  think  it  to  be 
alive.  A  lady  also  will  be 
noticed  made  similar.  Some  of 
the  corn  will  be  see  cut  in  all 
sizes  and  in  different  designs,  mak- 
ing it  dazzling  to  the  spectator. 
In  this  building  will  be  seen  a 
large  and  very  handsome  parlor. 
It  is  there  for  people  to  go  and 
sit  down  and  rest,  and  to  listen 
to  the  the  sweet  strains  of  milody 
brought  forth  from  a  large  brass 
band,  which  will  be  seen  in  the 
eastern  part  of  the  building.  On 
entering  this  parlor  you  will  see 
a  very  large  and  fine  painting  of 
George  Washington;  an  old- 
fashioned  grate  on  the  west  side 
of  the  parlor,  and  a  very  hand- 
some piano  also.  We  were  very 
much  taken  up  with  the  Iowa 
Building.  There  are  a  numbe/  of 
nice  ornaments  made  out  of  paper 
in  the  parlor.  In  the  center  of 
this  building  is  a  large  pedestal 
made  of  coal  The  capital  of 
Iowa  is  represented  in  glass  and 
wood,  and  it  is  filled  with  all 
kinds  of    seeds;     it    is    lovely     to 
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behold.  Some  of  the  corn  will  be 
seen  still  in  its  rude  state.  In 
the  north  of  this  building  is  a 
large  statue  of  a  lady,  a  small 
calf,  and  two  little  boys,  one  of 
them  holding  a  pick  in  his  hand, 
with  his  face  turned  toward 
heaven,  with  a  very  sweet  smile 
on  his  little  childish  face.  It  is 
a  lovely  statue.  In  the  west  of 
the  building  is  situated  the  flax 
palace  of  Iowa,  where  all  the 
rope  is  made.  We  leave  this 
part  and  go  upstairs,  and  there 
we  see  a  large  display  of  fine 
paintings.  The  first  one  we 
gaze  upon  is  that  of  Fort  Madi- 
son, Iowa,  on  the  Mississippi 
River.  It  is  a  very  natural  paint- 
ing indeed.  We  take  a  glance  at 
most  of  the  paintings,  but  did 
not  stay  long  enough  to  note  in 
regard  to  them.  The  Iowa  Build- 
ing is  a  granite  structure,  with  a 
slate  roof.  It  is  seventy-seven 
by  one  hundred  and  twenty-three 
feet  in  size.  We  leave  this  place 
and  go  to  the  Agricultural  Build- 
ing. 

This  building  is  most  richly 
ornamented,  and  is  adorned  with 
many  groups  of  statuary  of  heroic 
size.  The  rotunda  is  100  feet  in 
diameter,  and  is  surrounded  by 
the  great  glass  dome.  The.  Agri-. 
cultural  Building  is  connected  with 
Machinery  Hall  by  a  colonnade. 
We  here  see  a  cheese  that  is 
from  Canada.  It  was  made  the 
20th  of  last  September.  It  is 
cased  in  a  mould  5  16  of  an  inch 
thick  and  a  pressure  of  more 
than  200  tons.  It  measures  28 
feet    in    circumference    by   (>    feet 


in    height.      It    is   sold    to   go  to 
England. 

Kentucky  is  represented  in 
tobacco.  We  visit  all  the  ex- 
hibits of  Great  Britain;  all  are 
very  fine.  We  see  the  wool 
exhibit  of  New  South  Wales, 
The  value  of  the  clip  of  New 
South  Wales  for  the  year  1891 
was  $55,180,090.  We  visit  the  old 
relics  of  Australia,  which  are 
very  wonderful,  and  we  enjoyed 
our  visit  there  greatly.  We  take 
a  seat  by  the  side  of  the  lagoon 
which  is  '  inside  of  the  Fair 
grounds.  We  watch  the  gondo- 
liers steer  their  boats  or  gondo- 
las so  skillfully  through  the  water. 
In  the  center  of  the  lagoon  will  be 
seen  the  large  statue  of  Liberty. 
This  statue  is  to  represent  the  one 
that  is  in  New  York,  just  at  the 
entrance  of  the  great  Atlantic 
Ocean.  The  one  that  is  in  Chi- 
cago is  covered  with  gold  leaf, 
and  she  looks  lovely  in  the  dazzl- 
ing sunlight,  with  her  arm 
stretched  towards  heaven,  pro- 
claiming liberty  to  all  the  world. 
We  take  a  stroll  through  the 
grounds,  and  we  see  on  every 
hand  some  lovely  thing,  and  the 
flowers  are  most  exquisite,  and 
the  fragrance  is  beyond  expres- 
sion. Next  place  we  go  is  to  the 
Liberal  Arts  Building.  It  is  rec- 
tangular in  form.  This  building 
is  the  largest  in  the  world,  and 
is  the  largest  under  roof  ever 
erected.  Its  unequalled  size  makes 
it  one  of  the  architectural  wonders 
of  the  world.  It  is  three  times 
larger  than  the  Cathedral  of  St. 
Peter's  in  Rome.     First  thing  we 
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do  we   go  and  have    a  look  at  the 
China  in  the    French  department. 
There  is  one  vaRe  that  cost  $2,000. 
The  statuary  from  France  is  beyond 
any    powers    of    description.       In 
this  building  are  exhibits  from  all 
over    the   world;    no  two  exhibits 
in  this  building  are  exactly  alike. 
We  had    our  lunch    in  this    build- 
ing, and   then  we  go  to   Thomas' 
Orchestra.      There   are    one  hun- 
dred   and    forty-two  gentlemen  in 
this   orchestra.      This    concert    is 
given    every    day    in    one    of    the 
World's  Fair  Halls.     The  concert 
was    enjoyed    greatly    by    us,    and 
by    all,    especially    by  those    who 
were   great   admirers    of  beautiful 
music.     Next   day   we  do   not   go 
to  the  Fair,  but  we  go  to  see    the 
Opera  America,  in  the  Auditorium 
Theater.      It    took    seven  years  to 
make  their   costumes,  they  are  so 
very  gorgeous.     In  the  opera  there 
are  seven  hundred  singers.     I  will 
not     even     try     to     describe     the 
grandeur    to    my    readers,    for     I 
know    I    would    fail    in    so  doing, 
but  will    simply  say  it  was  grand, 
hoping  perhaps  some  day  some  of 
you    may    have    the    privilege    of 
seeing    it    yourselves.       We     also 
went      through     the      Auditorium 
HQtel.      It  is    most   elegantly  fur- 
nished throughout.      It   is  an    im- 
mense   building,    being    made    of 
gray  stone;  it  has  sixteen  stories. 
I    will    not    extend    my     chapter, 
but    next   time    I  will    try    to    tell 
you  what  I  saw  in  New  York  and 
some  other  eastern  cities. 

[TO  BE    CONTINUED.] 

I  sab  ell  Romney. 


ATRIP  THROUGH  THE  ONEIDA 
STAKE. 

Saturday,  June  10th,  President 
Esther  C.  Parkinson,  Counselor 
Laura  Johnson,  Secretary  Louie 
Dowdle,  accompanied  by  Sister 
Mary  A.  Freeze  of  Salt  Lake 
City,  left  Franklin  tor  Fairview, 
where  we  met  with  the  Y.  L.  M.  I. 
A.  at  10  a.  m.,  and  2  p.  m.  had 
an  excellent  time  together.  After 
lunch  we  continued  our  journey 
to  Weston.  The  following  morn- 
ing found  the  meeting  house  well 
filled,  and  the  brethren  present 
in  large  numbers  and  the  people 
in  this  peaceful  little  place  fully 
awake  to  their  duty. 

June  12th. — Held  two  meetings 
at  Dayton.  Tuesday,  13th,  met  at 
Clifton,  where  we  met  old  friends 
and  made  many  new  ones,  and 
found  our  girls  doing  an  excel- 
lent work.  June  14th,  held  meet- 
ing at  Treasureton.  Notwith- 
standing the  smallness  of  the 
settlement  the  people  turned  out 
well,  and  we  had  a  good  time. 
At  2:30  were  on  our  way  to 
Oxford,  twelve  miles  ride,  where 
we  were  entertained  by  Bishop 
Lewis  and  family,  who  did  all  in 
their  power  for  our  comfort. 
Thursday  morning  at  10  o'clock 
our  meeting  commenced,  Sister 
Johnson  presiding.  The  Associa- 
tion was  reported  as  being  fully 
organized  and  doing  a  good  work 
with  the  Y.  L.  Guide.  Sister 
Freeze  spoke  to  the  young  in  a 
very  entertaining  manner,  and  en- 
couraged the  virtues  of  modesty 
and  purity.  On  the  16th  pro- 
I  ceeded    to    Marsh    Center^  wherje 
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we  met  with  three  small  associa- 
tions, and  while  but  few  were  in 
attendance  a  mosi  excellent  spirit 
prevailed.  The  17th  we  started 
at  eight  o'clock  for  Garden  Creek, 
where  the  people  were  all  glad  to 
meet  and  shake  hands  with  us. 
Again  a  full  house  and  our  young 
sisters  were  urged  to  a  more 
faithful  discharge  of  their  impor- 
tant duties  in  these  organizations. 
June  18th  drove  to  Dempsy,  dis- 
tance eighteen  miles.  At  1  p.m. 
met  with  the  people.  As  the 
place  is  small  the  audience  was 
small;  but  good  attention  was 
paid  and  I  feel  that  good  was 
accomplished.  At  3:30  we  started 
for  Chesterfield,  distance  thirty 
miles,  arriving  safely  at  9  o'clock, 
and  gladly  sought  rest  and  strength 
for  the  coming  morrow.  Monday, 
10  a.m.,  the  young  ladies  and 
parents  made  a  good-sized 
audience  in  the  meeting  house, 
people  coming  from  eight  to  ten 
miles  to  attend  the  meetings. 
The  Spirit  of  the  Lord  was  en- 
joyed by  the  people,  and  all  felt 
to  rejoice  in  this  great  Latter-day 
work.  At  noon  we  were  enter- 
tained in  the  vestry,  and  enjoyed 
a  most  inviting  picnic.  Continued 
conference  at  2  p.m.,  and  the 
young  were  encouraged  to  train 
and  educate  their  minds,  that  we 
may  be  prepared  to  associate 
with  the  purest  and  most  glorious 
intelligences  of  the  eternal  worlds. 
In  the  evening  we  drove  twenty- 
five  miles  to  Soda  Springs,  where 
we  viewed  the  wonders  of  nature 
and  drank  of  the  refreshing  water. 
Tuesday    at  2    p.m.  met   at  That- 


cher Ward,  where  our  girls  are 
doing  a  creditable  work  and  striv- 
ing to  learn  as  much  concerning 
the  gospel  as  they  reasonably 
can.  At  5  o'clock  held  meeting, 
and  organized  an  Association  at 
Cleveland,  where  Sister  Freeze 
spoke  in  her  usual  spirited  way, 
showing  the  importance  of  these 
organizations.  In  the  evening 
drove  five  miles  to  Mound  Valley, 
where  we  were  made  to  feel  at 
home  by  Sister  Hammond.  The 
following  morning  10.  a.m.  found 
their  little  meeting  house  beauti- 
fully clean  and  well  filled  and 
the  sisters  were  shown  the  real 
purpose  of  improving  themselves 
that  they  may  become  a  greater 
power  for  good  than  they  have 
heitherto  been.  After  another 
dusty  ride  of  fifteen  miles  over 
hills,  we  reached  Mink  Creek  at 
5  o'clock,  where  the  people  were 
anxiously  awaiting  our  arrival. 
This  is  one  of  our  largest  wards, 
where  perfect  harmony  of  feeling 
and  love  for  each  other  prevails. 
They  were  encouraged  to  continue 
in  a  way  that  would  reflect  honor 
upon  the  gospel,  which  teaches 
them  purity  and  righteousness. 
The  23rd  we  joined  my  Counselor, 
Sister  Susan  Purnell,  at  River- 
dale.  The  Bishop  was  absent 
from  home,  but  we  had  a  good, 
spirited  meeting.  Saturday,  24th, 
met  at  Worm  Creek;  organized 
an  Association,  and  the  people 
rejoiced  at  the  privileges  afforded 
them.  Sunday  another  time  of 
rejoicing  awaited  us  at  Preston. 
A  large  audience  of  parents  and 
young    ladies    were    gathered    to- 
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gether,  the  largest  attendance  of 
mothers  seen  at  any  place.  Sister 
Nellie  Parkinson,  who  has  been  a 
faithful  worker  for  many  years, 
felt  compelled  through  a  press  of 
other  duties  to  resign  her  position 
as  President  of  the  Young  Ladies' 
Association  of  this  place,  and 
Sister  Media  Nelson  was  chosen 
President,  with  Sister  Hattie 
Thatcher  and  Miss  Nellie  Greaves 
Counselors,  after  which  Sister 
Purnell  said  if  this  is  to  be  a 
Mutual  Improvement  Association 
in  anything  more'  than  name,  its 
work  must  be  spiritual  and  intel- 
lectual. Sister  Freeze  exhorted 
them  to  show  their  appreciation 
of  these  grand  truths  by  striving 
to  know  more  and  more  concern- 
ing them.  On  the  26th  met  with 
the  Association  at  Whitney,  where 
there  are  but  few  girls,  but  they 
are  striving  to  become  bright 
and  strong  in  the  Kingdom  of  our 
God.  Tuesday  drove  five  miles 
to  St.  Joseph;  but  on  account  of 
the  sickness  and  death  that  had 
been  in  the  ward  we  failed  to  have 
meeting,  but  returned  to  Frank- 
lin and  spent  a  very  pleasant 
evening  with  Sister  Annie  Challis. 
Wednesday  at  10  o'clock  met 
with  a  good  sized  audience  in 
the  meeting  house.  President 
Challis  gave  a  good  report 
of  their  labors  in  the  Franklin 
Ward.  Sister  Louie  Dowdle  gave 
a  lecture  on  Hygiene.  Continued 
our  conference  at  2  p.m.  Sister 
Freeze,  who  spoke  to  the  young 
about  an  hour,  exhorted  them  to 
live  pure  lives,  that  they  may 
discern  good  from  evil,  and  not  be 


deceived  and  led  astray.  Sister 
Johnson  stated  that  we  had  trav- 
eled over  three  hundred  miles 
and  held  thirty  meetings,  and  she 
had  enjoyed  the  trip  very  much, 
and  felt  that  good  had  been  accom- 
plished. President  George  C. 
Parkinson  was  pleased  to  be  with 
us.  Said  a  great  amount  of  good 
was  being  done  in  these  Associa- 
tions in  this  Stake.  Encouraged 
each  one  to  learn  all  she  could 
concerning  the  gospel. 

This  ended  our  labors  in  the 
Oneida  Stake.  I  must  not  forget 
to  mention  that  the  beautiful 
lectures  given  by  our  girls  delight- 
ed us,  as  did  much  that  we  have 
not  space  to  mention,  the  lively 
singing  adding  to  the  spirit  of 
our  meetings.  The  Bishops  and 
others  of  the  brethren  met  with 
us  in  nearly  every  ward,  and  we 
felt  encouraged  by  their  presence. 
We  trust  we  have  done  good  in 
encouraging  the  Saints  in  their 
duties,  and  that  these  Associations 
will  wield  a  mightier  power  for 
good  than  they  have  ever  done. 
We  have  some  three  hundred  and 
fifty  Young  Ladies'  Guides  in  the 
Stake,  which  are  a  wonderful  help 
to  us. 

Esther  C,   Parkinson. 


Maurice  Thompson  says;  I  have 
come  to  think  that  the  highest 
reach  of  art  will  be  the  joint 
achievement  of  a  man  and  woman 
working  together  as  a  completed 
individual  representative  of  the 
human  race. 
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THEOLOGICAL   DEPARTMENT. 


MEDITATION  AND  PRAYER. 
Meditation      and    communion, 
continued   thought    and     contem- 
plation   are    terms   expressive   of 
an  affectionate  and  reciprocal   in- 
tercourse     of     one      mind      with 
another.     This  intercourse  is   not 
limited    to    our    mortal   existence 
but  it  reaches  to  the  Diety  and  to 
the  eternal   worlds.     This   princi- 
ple is  implanted  in  the  nature   of 
men  and    angels,    the     nature    of 
communion     and     worship.       Or- 
ganization is  the  natural  result  of 
this   disposition.     The    mind    ex- 
presses a  desire  to  break  through 
its    environments    and    have    an 
intercourse    with    kindred    spirits 
who    have   existed    in   ages   past. 
Contemplation    for  such    a   desire 
fails  to  satisfy  the   human    heart; 
communion    and    fellowship    only 
will     satisfy    the     mind    and    this 
holy  desire  is  fed  and  encouraged 
by  the  revelations  of  Jesus  Christ. 
It  is  the  existence  of  this    princi- 
ple   which    forms    every    tie,  and 
upon     its    foundation     society    is 
erected    and    perpetuated.     There 
is  no    attribute   dwelling    in    man 
but  is    a    reflection    of    a    similar 
attribute    dwelling    in    God    Him- 
self.    The  existence    therefore   of 
any  inherent  quality  in  the    spirit 
of  man  is  an  undeniable  evidence 
that  it  dwells  in  its  matured    and 
perfected  state  in  the  Father  of  all 
spirits. 

Devout  meditation  is  the  best 
preparative  for  fervent  and  effec- 
tual prayer.  While  we  are  ponder- 


ing on  spiritual  matters,    the  fire 
of  devotion   will  Jcindle   and    our 
sacrifice  will  ascend  acceptably  to 
Him  who    desires    not    the    mere 
service  of  the  lip  but  the  homage 
of    the    heart.       Prayers    may    be 
expressed    in    words    and    in    the 
muttered  feelings  which  abide  as 
silent   meditations.    The  Psalmist 
prayed,    "Consider    my      medita- 
tion," as   much  as  to   say,    "If  I 
have   asked   that  which    is   right, 
give  it  me;    if  I  have   omitted  to 
ask  that  which  I  most  needed,  fill 
up    the   vacancy."      Again,    "And 
the  meditation  of  my    heart   shall 
be  of  understanding."    The   same 
All-Wise    Spirit     who     made  the 
ancient  seers   eloquent   also  made 
them  thoughtful.     The  office  work 
of    the    Holy     Spirit    was    never 
intended  to  supersede   the  use  of 
the    mental    powers    of    mankind 
but  to  inspire   their   thoughts,   to 
survey  and  understand  the   works 
and  attributes  of  God.      It    is  the 
theme    of    angels     and    Saints  to 
contemplate  the  brightness  of  the 
Father's   glory,    and    the    express 
image  of  His  person --God  mani- 
fest   in    the   flesh.     The    heart  of 
the  miser  is  in   his   gold    and  his 
treasures;      but     they    sink    from 
view     in     comparison     with     the 
riches  of   eternal   life.     Says  one 
anciently:    "I  love  thy   command- 
ments   above    gold;      yea,     above 
fine      gold."         "Prayer      is      the 
Shekinah    of    the    inner    temple," 
the     divine     fire      which      shines 
through  the  clouds  of   our  imper- 
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feet  understanding.  It  is  a  term 
of  great  latitude,  iavolving  the 
wliole  compass  of  our  intercourse 
with  God.  It  includes  our  adora- 
tion of  His  perfections,  our  ac- 
knowledgment of  His  wisdom, 
the  avowal  of  our  dependence  on 
Him,  and  of  our  absolute  subjec- 
tion to  Him,  the  declaration  of 
our  faith  in  Him,  and  our  devo- 
tion to  His  cause.  It  is  the  con- 
sultation with  divine  wisdom. 
We  read  in  scripture  of  prayers 
that  were  without  speech;  the)- 
had  no  sound  to  the  world  of 
sense;  they  had  only  to  do  with 
the  spirit  world.  Such  was 
Nehemiah's  in  the  presence  of 
the  king,  and  such  was  Hannah's 
when  her  lips  moved  and  no 
words  were  heard.  Prayer  is  not 
designed  to  bend  the  will  of  God 
as  some  have  supposed.  Christ 
prayed,  "Father,  if  thou  be  will- 
ing, remove  this  cup  from  me; 
nevertheless,  not  my  will,  but 
thine,  be  done."  It  is,  therefore, 
the  bending  of  our  will  to  that  of 
the  Father.  Christ  at  the  grave 
of  Lazarus  "lifted  up  his  eyes 
and  said.  Father,  I  thank  thee 
that  thou  hast  heard  me.  And  I 
know  that  thou  hearest  me  always, 
but  because  of  the  people  which 
stood  by  I  said  it,  that  they  may 
believe  that  thou  hast  sent  me." 
He  apologized  for  asking  a  favor, 
which  had  been  granted,  for  the 
purpose  of  convincing  men  of 
the  divinity  of  His  mission.  It 
is  recorded  in  scripture,  "If  we 
ask  anything  according  to  His 
will.  He  heareth  us  and  if  we 
know  that  He   heareth    us,    what- 


soever we  ask  we  know  that  we 
have  the  petitions  that  we  desired 
of  Him.  Our  prayers  then  are 
answered  according  to  our  need 
rather  than  our  wishes.  Prayer 
is  also  defined  by  our  Lord  as 
"asking  that  we  may  receive, 
seeking  that  we  may  find." 
Thus  it  implies  supplication,  and 
searching,  so  as  to  obtain  the 
blessings  of  heaven.  It  is  the 
simple  intercourse  of  a  child 
to  the  parent,  which  is  a  fit  sym- 
bol of  prayer.  At  times  it  is  im- 
perative to  pray  for  immediate 
help.  This  was  the  case  with 
the  Lord's  ancient  apostles  when 
they  awoke  Him  from  His  sleep, 
saying,  "Lord,  save  us,  we 
perish."  Jacob  was  reduced  to 
a  dread  extremity,  when  he  met 
his  brother  Esau,  accompanied 
with  four  hundred  men,  his  sup- 
posed enemies.  His  possessions 
were  in  peril,  the  mothers  with 
the  children  were  in  danger,  his 
own  life  might  be  taken.  But 
the  Lord  was  with  Jacob,  "for  as 
a  prince"  he  had  "power  with 
God  and  with  men,"  and  had 
"prevailed."  Esau's  heart  was 
made  tender  by  the  power  of  God. 
He  ran  to  meet  Jacob,  "and  em- 
braced him,  and  fell  on  his  neck 
and  kissed  him,  and  they  wept" 
with  joy. 

Peter,  perhaps,  neglected  prayer 
before  starting  upon  his  venture- 
some journey,  but  when  he  began 
to  sink  his  danger  made  him 
earnestly  ask  for  help,  and  it 
reached  him  in  time.  Prayer  was 
our  Lord's  refuge  from  the  storm; 
almost    every    word     He    uttered 
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during  His  suffering  scene  was 
prayer,  the  most  sincere,  repeated 
Irom  the  recesses  of  His  heart. 
He  prayed  for  deliverance,  for 
strength,  and  for  resignation.  St. 
Paul  commenced  his  religious  life 
by  asking,  "Lord,  what  wilt  thou 
have  me  to  do?"  St.  Stephen 
closed  his  ministry  by  praying, 
"Lord  Jesus,  receive  my  spirit." 
How  similar  to  the  last  prayer  of 
Christ  before  His  death,  "Into 
thy  hands  I  commend  my  spirit." 
The  last  words  of  the  Prophet 
Joseph  expressed  the  same 
thought,  "O  Lord,  my  God."  The 
last  distinct  words  of  the  Prophet 
Brigham  Young  have  the  same 
definition,  which  were,  "Joseph, 
Joseph,  Joseph,  Joseph."  We  are 
enjoined  to  "pray  without  ceas- 
ing." King  David  said:  "From 
the  end  of  the  earth  will  I  cry 
unto  thee,  wherever  I  am,  I'll 
find  thee  out;  prison  me,  banish 
me,  or  do  with  me  what  thou  wilt, 
thou  shall  never  be  rid  of  me;  I 
will  abide  in  thy  tabernacle  for- 
ever. " 

•Says  Christ,  "  What  man  is  there 
of  you,  whom  if  his  son  ask  bread 
will  he  give  him  a  stone?  or  if 
he  ask  a  fish,  will  he  give  him  a 
serpent?  If  ye  then,  being  evil, 
know  how  to  give  good  gifts  un- 
to your  children,  how  much  more 
shall  your  father  who  is  in  heaven 
give  good  things."  The  condi- 
tion is  to  "ask."  "They  that 
seek  the  Lord  shall  not  want 
any  good  thing."  We  are  divinely 
admonished  to  "enter  into  thy 
closet,  and  when  thou  hast  shut 
thy     door,     pray     to     thy    Father 


which  is  in  secret;  and  thy 
Father  jvhich  seeth  in  secret 
shall  reward  thee  openly.  But 
when  ye  pray  use  not  vain  repeti- 
tions as  the  heathen  do;  for  they 
think  that  they  shall  be  heard  for 
their  much  speaking. "  Long 
prayers,  that  tell  God  what  He 
is,  are  miscalled  prayers.  Man 
is  not  authorized  nor  qualified  to 
teach  Him.  All  the  poor  publi- 
can said  was,  "God  be  merciful 
to  me  a  sinner."  He  went  down 
to  his  house  justified.  Jesus 
prayed,  "Father,  I  will  that  thy 
saints  be  with  me  where  I  am.' 
The  Psalmist  prayed,  "Order 
my  steps  in  thy  word,  and  let 
no  iniquity  have  dominion  over 
me."  Daniel  prayed,  "O  Lord, 
according  to  all  thy  righteous- 
ness, I  beseech  thee,  let  thine 
anger  and  thy  fury  be  turned 
away  from  thy  city  Jerusalem." 
These  are  short  prayers,  and 
their  scope  is  limited  by  the 
favors  asked.  A  voice  from  the 
Eternal  is  heard  to  direct  our 
meditations  upwards,  "Lift  up 
your  eyes  on  high,  and  behold 
who  hath  created  these  things, 
that  bringeth  out  their  host  by 
number!  He  calleth  them  by 
names,  by  the  greatness  of  his 
might,  for  that  he  is  strong  in 
power,  not  one  faileth. "  The 
shepherd-king,  while  meditating 
sang,  "The  heavens  declare  the 
glory  of  God,  and  the  firmament 
showeth  his  handiwork."  "When 
I  consider  the  heavens,  the  work 
of  thy  fingers,  the  moon  and  th^ 
stars  which  thou  hast  ordained; 
what  is  man  that  thou  art  mind- 
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ful  of  him,  arid  the  son  of  man 
that  thou  visitest  him?"  We  may 
here  meditate,  also,  on  the  divine 
care  towards  the  people  of  God, 
seeing  that  these  innumerable 
orbs  are  all  numbered  and  sus- 
tained by  Almighty  power.  Isaiah 
said:  "Why  sayest  thou,  O  Jacob, 
and  speakest,  O  Israel,  my  way 
is  hid  from  the  Lord,  and  my 
judgment  is  passed  over  from  my 
God.  Hast  thou  not  known? 
hast  thou  not  heard?  He  giveth 
power  to  the  faint,  and  to  them 
that  have  no  might  he  increaseth 
strength." 

Dear  reader,  in  addition  to 
your  temporal  mercies,  you  have 
had  access  to  the  revelations  of 
God,  and  to  the  throne  of  grace, 
and  you  may  have  "walked  in 
the  light  of  His  countenance  all 
the  day  long;"  surely,  then,  to 
your  grateful  meditations  you 
will  add  your  daily  prayers,  that 
such  mercies  may  be  daily  im- 
proved, and  "in  everything,  by 
prayer  and  supplication  with 
thanksgiving,  make  known  your 
requests  unto  God."  At  times  it 
is  dark  and  cloudy,  the  iron 
grasp  of  adversity  is  felt.  Many 
are  weary  and  exhausted  by  the 
ill-requited  toils  of  industry; 
some  are  pained  by  the  pangs  of 
bereavement,  wrung  with  anguish 
by  the  treachery  of  false  friends, 
or  broken-hearted  by  the  unsym- 
pathizing  heedlessness  of  others. 
The  spirit  has  been  jaded,  the 
temper  tried,  the  bosom  torn, 
and  it  may  be  the  smiles  of  God 
are  concealed  by  the  clouds  of 
trouble,    so    that    the    enemy    has 


I 


tauntingly  whispered,  "Where  is 
now  thy  God?"  That  was  the 
case  with  righteous  Job,  but  he 
calmly  said,  "The  Lord  gave, 
and  the  Lord  hath  taken  away, 
blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord." 
His  faith  saw  a  bow  on  that  dark 
cloud,  and  in  meek  submission,  he 
makes  no  mention  of  the  Sabeans 
that  drove  away  his  oxen,  and 
killed  his  servants;  of  the  fire 
which  burned  up  the  sheep;  of 
the  Chaldeans  that  robbed  him  of 
his  camels;  or  of  the  whirlwind 
which  buried  his  children  in  the 
rains  of  their  house.  He  recog- 
niz«^d  the  hand  of  the  Lord, 
bowed  to  the  desolating  tempest, 
and,  looking  on  the  bow  of  the 
covenant,  that  stormy  day  ended 
in  the  peaceful  exercise  of  holy 
meditation  and  prayer.  Even 
so,  ye  "companions  in  tribula- 
tion," if  j'ou  would  not  lay  your 
aching  heads  on  a  sleepless  pillow, 
take  down  your  harp  and  tune  it 
to  the  patriarch's  submissive 
strain;  and  then,  with  a  con- 
science purified  by  the  truth,  and 
some  precious  promise  received 
by  faith,  a  sense  of  forgiving  love, 
and  an  earnest  prayer  you  may 
say  with  the  Psalmist,  "I  will 
both  lay  me  down  in  peace  and 
sleep,  for  thou,  Lord,  only  makest 
me  to  dwell  in  safety." 

Dehghiful  hour  of  sweet  repose, 
Of  hallowed  thoughts,  of  love  and  prayei , 
I  love  thy  deep  and  tr-inquil  close, 
Foretastes  of  heavenly  rest  are  there. 

By  prayer  and  meditation  we 
siiould  close  our  Sabbath  exercises 
and  not  under  the  name  of  social 
intercourse    scatter    them    to    the 
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winds.  But  you  say,  "We  like 
society,"  and  so  you  may;  but 
you  should  like  spirituality  better. 
And  knowing  what  an  influence 
for  good  or  evil  the  Sabbath  has 
upon  the  weak,  ourselves  and 
others  we  should  be  desirous  of 
guarding  its  hallowed  hours  from 
all  unprofitable,  intrusion  and 
especially  to  secure  its  calm  and 
peaceful  close. 

The  shadows  are  already  gather- 
ing around  some  of  the  readers 
of  the  Journal.  The  day  is  far 
spent  and  the  night  is  at  hand. 
What  matter  have  such  for  grate- 
ful meditation !  They  may  sur- 
vey the  promises  fulfilled,  ordin- 
ances and  Sabbaths  enjoyed, 
deliverances  wrought  out,  prayers 
answered  and  the  rich  leward 
anticipated.  For  ourselves  we 
dare  not  look  wistfully  back 
again.  We  think  of  the  patriarchs 
who,  "if  they  had  been  mindful 
of  that  country  from  whence  they 
came  out  might  have  had  oppor- 
tunity to  have  returned,  but  they 
desired  a  better  country,  that  is  a 
heavenly. " 

We  are  admonished  in  scrip- 
ture to  "continue  in  prayer,  and 
watch  in  the  same  with  thanks- 
giving. Withal  praying  also  for 
us,  that  God  would  open  unto  us 
a  door  of  utterance,  to  speak  the 
mystery  of  Christ,  for  which  I 
am  also  in  bonds."  The  faithful 
prays  as  naturally  as  he  breathes. 
It  is  the  effect  of  divine  teaching, 
and  the  evidence  of  the  presence 
of  the  Holy  Spirit  in  the  heart. 
Some  are  very  much  tried.  One 
trial    seems  to  tread  on  the  heels 


of  another,  like  the  messengers 
of  Job.  Tried  in  the  soul,  tried 
in  the  family,  tried  in  the  world, 
and  perhaps  tried  in  the  Church. 
Prayer  has  ascended  to  the  Father. 
It  has  been  repeated  again  and 
again.  But  no  answer  has  been 
sent.  The  trial  continues,  strength 
seems  to  fail.  God  has  promised 
to  hear  and  answer,  only  He  has 
not  told  us  when.  He  did  not 
come, to  His  disciples  on  the  lake 
until  the  fourth  watch  of  the  night. 
You  are  not  out  of  his  thoughts. 
Jacob  had  to  wrestle  all  night, 
until  the  breaking  of  the  day. 
Perhaps  prayer  is  to  be  answered 
when  faith  has  been  tried  and 
tested,  patience  has  been  suffi- 
ciently exercised,  and  sincerity 
thoroughly  proved.  Deliverance 
will  come  in  the  proper  time. 
There  are  reasons  why  we  should 
continue  in  prayer.  Christ  said 
that  we  "ought  always  to  pray, 
and  not  to  faint."  He  then  re- 
quires it  of  us  as  a  duty,  and 
approves  of  it  as  an  act  of  obed- 
ience. If,  like  Jacob,  we  think 
all  things  are  against  us;  or  even 
conclude  -with  Jeremiah,  "Surely 
against  me  is  he  turned,  he 
turneth  his  hand  against  us  all 
the  day,"  still  let  us  pray  on,  for 
He  has  said:  "Seek,  and  ye 
shall  find,  knock,  and  it  shall  be 
opened  unto  you."  It  was  dis- 
heartening to  the  ancient  disciples 
to  toil  all  night,  and  catch  noth- 
ing; nevertheless  at  their  Mas- 
ter's bidding  they  were  ready  to 
let  down  the  net.  So,  however 
disheartened  we  may  be  with  long 
waiting,    yet    "in    due    season  we 

Digitized  by  VjOOQiC 


THE  YOUNG  WOMAN'S  JOURNAL. 


569 


shall  reap,  if  we  faint  not."  The 
poor  Syrophenician  woman  cried 
to  Jesus,  she  fell  at  his  feet,  and 
pleaded,  as  only  a  mother  could 
plead.  He  repulsed  her,  sayi»g: 
"Let  the  children  first  be  filled: 
for  it  is  not  meet  to  take  the 
children's  bread,  and  to  cast  it 
unto  the  dogs."  She  answered, 
"Yes,  Lord,  5'et  the  dogs  under 
the  table  eat  of  the  •  children's 
crumbs."  Her  faith  2nd  plead- 
ings prevailed,  for  He  answered 
her  saying:  "For  this  saying  go 
thy  way;  the  devil  is  gone  out  of 
thy  daughter."  Precious  instance 
this  of  the  power  of  prayer,  and 
of  the  importance  of  persevering 
in  prayer.  There  was  nothing 
but  love  in  Joseph's  heart  when 
he  answered  his  brethren  roughly, 
in  the  land  of  Egypt.  So  there 
was  nothing  but  love  in  the  heart 
of  God,  when  it  was  said:  "B)' 
terrible  things  in  righteousness 
hast  thou  answered  us,  O  God  of 
our  salvation,  who  art  the  confi- 
dence of  all  the  ends  of  the  earth, 
and  of  all  them  that  are  afar  off 
upon  the  sea. "  When  the  ene- 
mies of  the  righteous  at  times 
prevail    against    them,    it    is     no 


proof  of  God's  displeasure  towards 
them.  The  enemies  of  Joseph 
prevailed  against  him;  and  the 
enemies  of  Paul  prevailed  against 
him.  It  was  said  of  "Gad,  a 
troop  shall  overcome  him;  but  he 
shall  overcome  at  last."  The 
triumphing  of  the  wicked  is  but 
short;  for  God  will  beat  down 
the'  unrighteous,  and  will  plague 
them  that  hate  the  truth  in  the 
end. 

The  Lord,  hiay  cover  Himself 
with  a  cloud,  as  though  He  was 
determined  that  your  prayer 
should  not  be  answered.  The 
disciples  at  Emmaus,  when  Jesus 
made  as  if  He  would  go  further, 
constrained  him,  and  conquered. 
He  taught  them,  "he  took  bread, 
and  blessed  it,  and  brake,  and 
gave  to  them."  Oh,  Spirit  of 
God,  rest  upon  the  honest  in 
heart,  in  every  land  and  clime,  fill 
their  hearts  with  the  spirit  of 
prayer,  help  their  infirmities,  fire 
them  with  holy  zeal,  impart  faith, 
infuse  power,  and  enable  them 
to  continue  in  prayer,  and  to 
watch  in  the  same  with  thanks- 
giving. 

David  John* 


EDITOR'S  DEPARTMENT. 


NOT  MY  WILL 
A  SENTENCE  in  the  excellent 
article  written  for  this  month's 
Theological  Department  by 
Brother  David  John  has  aroused 
a  train  of  thought  within  me.  He 
says,    "Prayer  is  not   designed  to 


bend  the  will  of  God  as  some 
suppose. "  How  many  years  I  have 
been  learning  that  one  little  tiny 
lesson.  And  how  graciously  and 
kindly  has  not  my  Father  led  me 
along!  I  can  remember  when  I 
was  a  young  woman,   one  with    a 
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strong  rather  sceptical  mind,  and 
with  a  great  many  heartaches; 
that  was  when  I  first  began  to 
realize  that  there  was  a  real  God, 
and  that  there  was  spiritual  re- 
lief to  be  obtained  if  sought  for. 
Then  T  began  to  pray.  How 
earnestly  I  did  plead  with  the 
Lord.  I  used  to  beg  for  this  or 
that,  and  very  oft  my  prayers 
were  answered  to  the  very  letter. 
Sometimes  they  would  receive  no 
answer  at  all,  as  I  suppose. 
However,  they  were  answered 
often  enough  for  m%  to  get  a  great 
degree  of  confidence  in  the  power 
of  prayer. 

This  feeling  grew  and  grew  for 
years.  Yes,  years.  I  used  to 
pray  of  course  for  anything  and 
everything  in  every  day  life,  and 
when  I  wanted  anything  extra, 
how  faithfully  I  would  pray.  On 
my  return  from  our  Sandwich 
Island  mission,  I  was  one  day 
talking  with  Bishop  Whitney,  and 
he  asked  me  if  I  had  experienced 
the  great  power  to  be  obtained 
through  fasting  and  prayer.  No,  I 
had  not.  I  had  fasted  on  fast 
days,  and  sometimes  I  had  fasted 
on  the  Sabbath,  just  for  the 
general  good  I  obtained.  I  had 
never  tried  fasting  for  special 
purposes  to  any  extent,  and  I 
knew  very  little  about  it.  He 
advised  me  to  try  fasting  and  see 
what  marvelous  results  would 
flow  from  it.  I  began  to  do  so. 
But  in  the  midst  of  my  exper- 
iences I  found  that  quite  fre- 
quently I  fasted  to  obtain  a  cer- 
tain blessing,  which  was  not  given 
directly,     not    at    all    sometimes. 


and  yet  I  could  always  date  back 
some  important  blessing  as  hav- 
ing been  given  to  me,  after  a 
season  of  fasting "  and  prayer. 
Grfldually  there  began  to  dawn 
on  my  mind  another  principle, 
which  I  had  always  known  of 
through  reading  and  hearing  of 
it,  but  never  had  it  come  directly 
to  m)'  own  heart.  It  was  the  very 
point  spoken  of  by  Brother  John: 
That  I  must  not  seek  to*  bend  the 
will  of  God  to  suit  my  own  de- 
sires. Lately,  there  has  come  to 
me  a  most  beautiful  feeling,  that 
of  infinite  trust  and  reliance  upon 
every  event  that  transpires  in  my 
life.  It  is  all  right;  everything 
is  all  right.  Sickness,  thank 
God  for  that;  health,  thank  God 
for  that;  poverty,  thank  God  for 
that;  wealth  and  pleasure,  thank 
God  for  that.  If  a  pleasure 
comes,  thank  God  for  it.  If 
Death  raps  at  my  door,  thank 
God  for  that.  If  only  I,  this 
cumbersome,  heavy,  willful,  dis- 
obedient I,  can  keep  the  laws 
of  God,  what  is  anything  that 
happens  to  me?  Nothing  but  a 
providence  of  God,  and  therefore 
to  be  received  joyfully.  The 
only  sorrow  I  have  is  in  contem- 
plating my  own  backslidings.  I 
sometimes  think  I  can  never 
have  the  courage  to  talk  to  other 
people  again  and  tell  them  what 
is  right  and  wrong,  for  I  fall  so 
far  short  of  my  own  knowledge, 
but  the  Spirit  moves  me,  and  I 
dare  not  resist.  I  used  to  fast 
and  pray  that  a  certain  gift  or 
blessing  or  privilege  might  be 
mine.     Now  I  fast  and  pray   that 
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I     may     be    satisfied     no     matter 
whether  1  get  the  gift  or    not.      If 
God  will  only  make  me    satisfied 
with  His  every  dealing  unto    me, 
what     matters   it    what   comes   to 
me?      Jiave     I    pain?      Oh    yes. 
Have  1  trouble?     Oh   yes.     Have 
I  care  and  anxiety?     Oh  yes,  but 
it  is  all   experience,    all  gain,    all 
eternal     profit;      so      instead      of 
mourning    I     should     rejoice.        I 
have  thus  freely  talked  of   myself 
and  taken  you  into  my  confidence, 
for  I    hope     that     these    personal 
words  of  mine  may  find  an   echo 
in     some    of    your    hearts.      And 
more,    I    feel    that    it    is   personal 
testimony  which  will  convert   you 
and  me  and  all     the    world  more 
than    mere   generalities.       If   you 
know   of   my   heartaches,     it   will 
help  you  to   bear   your   own.     So 
it  is  with  me.      I  love  to  hear  the 
Elders  get  up  and  bear  a  personal 
testimony    of     the    truth    of    this 
Tvork.      It     is    far    sweeter    to   me 
than     many    of     the     pretentious 
flights    of    oratory    sometimes  in- 
dulged in    by  our   young  men.      I 
love    true    oratory,    but     it    must 
come  from  the  heart,  not  the  head. 
Dearest  sisteis,  if  we  can    only 
put  ourselves  unreservedly  in   the 
hands    of    our  Heavenly    Father, 
we     are    sure    to    learn    so    much 
more  rapidly  and  happily  all    the 
lessons    we    have    come     here    to 
learn.     And    it    is    such    supreme 
happiness  to    know,    not  to    think 
or  suppose,  but  to  know  that  God 
will  order  all  things  for  our    best 
good.      If  it    is    worldly    peace   or 
worldly  woe,  it  is  all  a  part  of  the 
great  design.      It    is    like   a    little 


child  learning  to  walk.  How 
carefully  the  dear  Father  holds 
His  hands  under  our  arms  while 
we  toddle  a  little  way  across  the 
floor.  By  and  by  He  leaves  us 
to  tak;p  one  step.  On  we  plunge, 
with  no  thought  of  the  next  step, 
when,  stop,  down  we  fall.  The 
dear  hands  lift  us  up  again  and 
hold  us  for  a  minute  in  kindly 
sympathy,  and  then  when  we 
nave  rested,  on  we  start  again. 
This  time  two  steps  and  again  we 
fall,  or  would  but  for  the  out- 
stretched hand  of  Father.  By 
and  by  we  can  walk  clear  across 
the  room,  and  He  watches  us  run 
about  with  loving  eyes,  drawing 
out  of  our  uncertain  way  all  the 
many  obstacles  which  would  trip 
us  down.  And  thus  we  go  on 
and  on.  A  dear  friend  told  me 
the  other  day  about  her  husband 
who  had  fasted  seven  days  to 
obtain  a  certain  blessing,  and  at 
the  end  of  that  time  an  old  gen- 
tleman came  to  them,  and  finding 
out  what  was  being  done,  he 
advised  the  brother  to  change  his 
plan  of  action.  "You  are  trying 
to  make  the  Lord  come  to  your 
terms,"  said  the  old  man. 
"Now,  if  you  would  only  tell  the 
Lord  that  you  desire  a  certain 
blessing  if  it  is  pleasing  in  His 
sight,  and  to  obtain  it  you  are 
willing  to  fast  for  such  a  length 
of  time,  and  even  to  fast  again  or 
again  if  necessary.  Only  say  to 
the  Lord  that  you  await  His  time 
for  the  receiving  of  the  gift,  and 
are  willing  to  accept  it  in  His 
own  way.  Then,  proceed  with 
your  fasting,    and  if  the/ 
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has  not  come,  wait  patiently  until 
it  does.  That  is  part  of  your 
lesson."  This  was  a  help  to  me. 
And  1  could  see  how  eagerly  I 
had  sought  to  have  my  own  way 
in  times  past,  and  how  long  it 
took  me  to  reconcile  myseff  to  a 
disappointment,  when  such  a 
thing  befell  me.  To  continue 
with  this  personal  reminiscence: 
Once,  when  I  had  been  very  sick, 
I  fasted  three  days  for  a  renewal 
of  my  health,  neither  tasting  food 
or  drinking  water  during  that 
time,  although  I  was  ill  then.  I 
also,  the  last  day,  got  out  of  bed 
and  went  to  the  Temple,  and  I 
was  so  sanguine  that  I  should 
receive  what  I  asked,  that  I  reall)' 
would  not  have  been  surprised  if 
an  angel  had  visited  me  in  visible 
form  that  day.  But  I  saw  nothing 
wonderful,  heard  nothing  strange. 
And  yet  there  happened  that  day, 
what  I  consider  to  be  one  of  the 
greatest  events  of  my  life.  I 
heard  Apostle  F.  D.  Richards 
deliver  a  sermon  in  the  Temple 
on  the  geat  anxiety  of  the  dead 
to  be  redeemed.  He  said  it  was 
permissable  for  us  to  get  assist- 
ance in  this  work.  After  he  was 
through,  I  sat  conversing  with 
him,  and  I  said  I  wished  I  had 
some  dead  to  redeem,  as  I  was 
not  my  mother's  oldest  daughter 
nor  was  my  mother  her  father's 
eldest  daughter.  Nor  was  I  my 
father's  heir.  So  I  guessed  I  had 
nothing  to  do.  He  told  me  I 
could  assist  with  my  means  in  the 
work  for  my  father  and  mother.  I 
told  him  there  was  no  record  of 
my   father's   work,  except  jj  i^ryr 


small    one,      monopolized     by    a 
member  of   our  family.      It  was  a 
week  after   this  that    I  started    to 
my  home,  and   on  the   way  I  tra- 
veled   with    Elder    Frank    Farns- 
worth,   one   of   the  best    clerks  in 
Temple  woriL     He   said  te  r>ie  a 
little      while    before    we    parted, 
"Why  don't  some  of  your  father's 
girls  take  up  the  Howe  ann  Brig- 
ham    records?      There   are  thous- 
ands of  names  to  be  attended  to  in 
books  which  I  have  in  my  po.sses- 
sion. "     1  told  him  I  did  not  know 
it  was  our  right.      He  said  it  was, 
because  they   were  on  the    female 
side  of  the  house.     I  came  home 
at  once,  visited  my  sisters,    there 
was  an    informal    meeting.    Sister 
Fanny    Thatcher    was    appointed 
President  of  our  Association,  with 
Sister  Nettie   Snell    as   Secretary, 
and    means   were   subscribed   and 
the    work    was    at     once    begun. 
Since  then,  hundreds  and  perhaps 
thousands  have  been  attended  to. 
The    work   has   gone   steadily  on, 
and    the    prospects  are   that  there 
will  be  thousands  more  when  these 
are  all  attended  to.  Thus,  although 
I  did   not  have  the   very  blessing 
I  sought,  I  had  had  a  still  greater 
one.    And  my  health  was  restored 
in    a  sudden  and  even  miraculous 
manner  in  less  than  a  month  from 
that  day.     So  that   all    and   more 
than  I    prayed    for   came,  only  in 
the  Lord's  time,  not  mine. 


Be  pleasant  and  kind  to  those 
around  you.  The  man  who  stirs 
his  cup  with  an  icicle  spoils  the 
,|t€5t>and  chills  his  own  finders. 
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